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PREFACE 


THK  selections  m  the  High  Schodl  Reader  have  been  chosen  with  the  be- 
hef  that  to  pupils  of  such  advancement  as  is  required  for  entrance  into  High 
Schools  and  Collegiate  Institutes,  oral  reading  should  be  taught  from  the  best 
literature,  inasmuch  as  it  not  only  afiFords  a  wide  range  of  thought  and  senti 
ment.  but  it  also  demands  for  its  appropriate  vocal  interpretation  such  powers 
of  sympathy  and  appreciation  as  are  developed  only  by  culture  ;  and  it  is  to  im 
part.culture  that  these  institutions  of  hic^her  learning  have  been  established 

Experience  has  shown  that  it  is  from  their  ordinary  reading  books  that  pupils 
obtain  their  chief  practical  acquaintance  with  literature,  and  the  selections  here 
presented  have  been  made  with  this  in  remembrance.     They  have  been  taken 
from  the  writings  of  authors  of  acknowledged  representative  character  ;  and  thev 
have  been  arranged  for  the  most  part  chronologically,  so  that  pupils  may  un 
consciously  obtain  some  little  in.ight  into  the  history  of  the  development  of  the 
1.  erary  art.      1  hey  have  also  been  so  chosen  as  to  convey  a  somewhat  fair  idel 
of  tae  relative  value  and  productivity  of  authorship  in  the  three  great  English 
speaking  communities  of  the  world-the  mother  countries,  our  neighbours' 
country,  and  our  own.  s"""uis 

Whae  a  limited  space,  if  nothing  else,  prevents  the  collection  here  made  from 
being  a  complete  anthology,  yet  it  does  pretend  to  represent  the  authors  selected 
m  characteristic  moods,  and  (in  so  far  as  is  possible  in  a  school  book,  and  a 
reading  text-book)  to  present  a  somewhat  fair  perspective  of  the  world  of  author 

McGee   r'n     "''  ''''  ''  ^''^  '^  ^^'  ^"'"^  "^"^^^  ^^^  conspicuously  absent : 
McGee,  Canada  s  poet-orator  ;  Parkman,  who  has  given  to  our  country  a  place 
m  the  portraiture  of  nations  ;  William  Morris,  the  chief  of  the  modern  schoolof 
romanticism  :  Tyndall.  who  of  the  literature  of  science  has  made  an  art    lII 
damtiestof  humorists;  Collins,  -whose  range  of  flight."  as  Swinburne  says 
was  the  highest  of  his  generation."     Either  from  lack  of  space,  or  from  some 
inherent  unsuitableness  in  such  selections  as  might  otherwise  have  been  made 
n  was  found  impossible  to  represent  these  names  worthily  ;  but  as  thev  are  ali 
more  or  less  adequately  represented  in  the  Four^k  Reader,  the  teacher  who  mav 
wish  to  correct  the  perspective  here  presented,  may  refer  his  pupils  to  the  pieces 
from  these  authors  there  given.     It  may  be  added,  too.  that  the  body  of  r etn 
hterature  is  so  enormous,  that  no  adequate  representation  of  it  (at  any  rate  L 
regards  quantity),  is  passible  within  the  limits  of  one  book  ^ 

The  selections  in  poetry,  with  but  three  necessary  exceptions,  are  complete 
wholes,  md  represent,  as  fairly  as  single  pieces  can.  the  respective  meri^  and 
styles  of  their  authors.  The  selections  in  prose  cannot,  of  course  laTcIa L  to 
this  excellence  ;  but  they  are  all  complete  in  themselves,  or  have  bee^  ntde  so 
by  short  mtrodactions  ;  and  it  is  hoped  that  they  too  are  not  unfair  yreTrlen 
tat ive  of  their  authors.  In  many  cases  they  are  of  somewhat  unusual  length  ■ 
by  this,  however,  they  gain  in  inte.;est  and  in  representative  character  ' 


%i 
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PREFACE. 


In  some  of  the  prose  selections,  passages  have  occasionally  been  omitted,  either 
because  they  interfered  with  the  main  narrative,  or  because,  as  they  added  no- 
thing to  it,  to  omit  them  would  be  a  gain  of  space.  In  most  cases  these  omis-- 
sions  are  indicated' by  small  asterisks. 

All  the  selections,  both  in  prose  and  in  verse,  have  been  made  with  constant 
reference  to  their  suitableness  for  the  teaching  of  reading,  They  are  fitted  to 
exemplify  every  mode  of  expression,  except,  perhaps,  that  appropriate  to  a  few 
of  the  stronger  passions.  It  is  not  pretended  that  they  are  all  simple  and  easy. 
Many  of  them  will  require  much  study  and  preparation  before  they  can  be  read 
with  that  precision  of  expression  which  is  necessary  to  perfect  intelligibility.  The 
chronological  arrangement  precludes  grading  ;  the  teacher  will  decide  in  what 
order  the  selections  are  to  be  read. 

The  introductory  chapter  is  mainly  intended  to  assist  the  teacher  in  imparting 
to  his  pupils  a  somewhat  scientific  knowledge  of  the  art  of  reading.     Of  course 
the  teacher  will  choose  for  himself  his  mode  of  dealing  with  the  chapter,  but  it 
has  been  written  with  the  thought  that  he  should  use  it  as  a  convenient  series,  of 
texts,  which  he  might  expand  and  illustrate  in  accordance  with  his  opportunities 
and  judgment.      Examples  for  illustration  are  indispensable  to  the  successful 
study  of  the  principles  described,  and  they  should  bo  sought  for  and  obtained  by 
the  teacher  and  pupils  together  (whenever  possible  they  should  be  taken  from 
the  Reader),  and  should  be  kept  labeled  for  reference  und  practice.     If  the  ap- 
plication of  these  principles  be  thus  practically  made  by  the  pupils  themselves, 
they  will  receive  a  much  more  lasting  impression  of  their  meaning  and  value  than 
if  the  examples  were  given  to  them  at  no  cost  of  thought  or  search  on  their  part. 
To  the  teacher  it  is  recommended  that  he  should  not  be  contented  with  the 
short  and  necessarily  imperfect  exposition  of  the  art  of  reading  therein  given. 
The  more  familiar  he  is  with  the  scientific  principles  the  more  successfully  will  he 
be  able  to  direct  the  studies  and  practices  of  his  pupils.    Works  on  elocution  are 
numerous  and  accessible.     Dr.  Rush's  Philosophy  of  the  Voice  is  perhaps  the 
foundation  of  all  subsequent  good  work  in  the  exposition  of  voice  culture.    Pro- 
fessor Murdoch's  Analytic  Elocution  is  an  exhaustive  and   scholarly  treatise 
based  upon  it,  and  to  the  plan  of  treatment  therein  fully  developed  the  practical 
part  of  the  introductory  chapter  has  largely  conformed. 

The  pleasing  task  remains  of  thanking  th'^'  e  authors  who  have  so  kindly  re- 
sponded to  requests  for  permission  to  use  selections  from  their  works  :  to  Presi- 
dent Wilson,  for  a  sonnet  from  Spring  Wild  Roses,  and  foi  Our  Ideal ;  to  Mr. 
Charles  Sangster,  for  two  sonnets  from  Hesperus  ;  to  Mr.  John  Reade,  for  two 
poems  from  The  Prophecy  of  Merlin  ;  to  Mr.  Charles  Mair,  for  the  scenes  from 
Tecumseh  ;  and  to  Professor  C.  G.  D.  Roberts,  for  To  Winter. 

T®  Miss  A.  T.  Jones,  thanks  are  due  for  permission  to  use  Abigail  Becker, 
recently  published  in  the  Century  Magazine.  The  heroic  acts  described  in  this 
poem  seem  so  wonderful,  so  greatly  superior  to  wom.an's  strength,  even  to  hu- 
man strength  and  endurance,  to  accomplish,  that  were  it  possible  to  doubt  its 
truthfulness,  doubt  one  certainly  would.  Nevertheless  the  poem  is  not  only 
strictly  in  accordance  with  the  facts,  it  is  even  within  and  below  them. 
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The  ability  to  read  well  cannot  be  attained  withn„»  •.,,    u       • 
For  even  a  moderate  proficiency  in  thTart  1    'L  ^^'"^ '^"d  study, 

essential :  (x)  A  cultivated  min^  uick  trpel^^'Z  T  "'"'Tt"^^  ^^'^■ 
which  the  words  to  be  read  logically  exprer.nd  entl^^'T^'  ''°"^'^' 
sympathetically  to  appreciate  the  sentirem  ^uh  1 1^' rt  "  ''TZ 
-the  feeling,  emotion,  passion,  which  pervades  then,  !  u  u  T  '"'°™"^ 
rather  than  actually  poriray  •  and  (2U  vo if.  '^^"^"^  ^h,ch  they  suggest 
upon  the  ear  of  the  listener  wUh  pliti^X'T  T'  T'  ^"  """^"^^'^  ^^" 
n...aged  skilfully  to  convey  to  hi^rf^irml^ 

and  sentiments  formally  expressed  by  the  words  or  latent  in  thenT     Of   h"" 
two  requirements  the  first  is  undeniably  the  more  imoort^m         T.i 
in  the  art  of  readine  in  wh.Vh  th»    1  '^  '"ore  important  ;  and  that  training 

for  its  own  sacra's  n J ^c  t^^^^^^^^  Tu^^^^  ''^''  °^^*^---' 

the  development  of  the  pZTso^lTZfZ  "      f  "^"'"'^^  "^'^^'^'^^  f^ 
of  vocal  interpretation   harresultedl  '      "*• '  '''  ^'"'^  "'  "^^  P""<^'Pl- 

illusive  value.  '"  ^  '"^^'^'"^'""^  accomplishment  of  very 

good  reader.     Tl^al^^ity  "^^^^^^^^^        apprehension  which  is  indispensable  to  a 

With  ease,  to  catch  the^  ITS  VnZrr  T'''""^  ^"'  ^°  ""^^  ^^- 
flow  in  sentiment  is  not  LhrH    .^^  "^^ '^""P^'^^  ^'^'^ 'Change  and 

reading.     No  one    a."  be  ome  'T"V  '°"^  "^"""^  ^^  ^'^^  -^  -ried 

howcLfully.r    toreadi"     e^  ""'"  '^  P^"'"^  ""•-^^•^-  -  -^tter 

to  read  for  thlmsell:  .  ^^  fhou'd  ^  T  '^  ,  '""'^  ^'°""^  '^  ^^^^^^^^^ 
reading  matter,  and  they  sZld  hJt  f  °"''-'''  '''  ^"'^^^  '"  *'^^"-  ^-'^'^tion  of 
purest  and  mo^t  help^^n     ^atu  e  t:;^un^  ^T"" ^  '"^^  '"^  ^'^^^'  ^^'^'^  '^ 

-cl  of  reading  thoughtfully  and  th  p  cisioT  U^'  '""  ^  ''^'^'  °'  ^^^^'"^• 
readers.  precision,  they  can  never  become  good 

of  their  delicate  mechan  t^   ^u    ,  "  '''''  ''^"^  '^•^^^"'^"'^^  '"  '^-  working 

sistently  read  aloud  rrjicof'thi"  ^  ""fr^-  '"^'^  '^"^'^  '^''-^^  li- 
able degree  of  self-disdj^e  '  .-  '"  ' '"'""''  ''"'  '  '"'^""- 
"ot  alone  in  obtaining  ';;'  ^re  "T  "^  ''^°'''""  "'  ^'^^^^•^-  '^  '-^'P^"' 
is  equally  beneficial  ^s  THr      .          '"'^^'"^^  •'^••^'  '"'^  "'  "'ental  culture.-it 

tl-se  principle?  of  vo"e  :::';' f  ^'"^f '.  '^  '^ ^  "'  --rdance  with 
and  special  study  have  establTsht^d  '"terpretation,  which  experience 
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But  only  a  snail  proportion  of  all  the  reading  that  is  done,  is  oral  reading. 
It  IS  .^/.«/ reading  that  is  universally  employe. i  as  an  instrument  of  studv  of 
busmess,  of  amusement.  As  a  rule,  however,  very  little  provision  is  made  for 
the  acquirement  of  a  facility  in  silent  reading  ;  this,  it  is  thought,  will  result  as 
a  by-product  of  the  regular  training  in  oral  reading.  Almost  the  reverse  of  this 
IS  true.  Ease  and  flexibility  of  articulation,  quickness  in  catching  the  dri^t  of 
Ideas,  and  readiness  in  varying  the  tones  of  the  voice  in  the  utterance  of  words 
so  as  impressively  to  portray  their  latent  sentiment.-all  this  is  possible  with 
those  alone  to  whom  difficult  word-forms,  complex  sentence-structures,  and  the 
infinite  variety  and  play  of  thought  and  emotion,  are  more  or  less  familiar 
through  such  a  wide  range  of  reading  as  only  the  silent  prosecution  of  it  makes 
possible. 

The  art  of  oral  reading,  however,  though  not  so  generally  needful  as  silent 
reading,  is  still  of  great  importance  to  everyone  in  respect  of  its  practical  utility 
sinriply.-though  few  of  those  whose  duty  it  is  to  read  aloud  in  public,  do  so 
either  with  accuracy  or  grace  ;  as  an  accomplishment  which  may  be  used  to 
give  pleasure  to  others,  it  is.  when  perfectly  possessed,  not  excelled  by  any 
other  ;  so  that  as  an  acquisition  which  puts  one  in  a  position  of  vantage  either 
for  Denefitting  one's  self  or  for  bestowing  delight  or  benefit  upon  others,  it  is 
worth  every  necessary  struggle  for  its  attainment. 

One  of  the  most  valuable  results  of  oral  reading  when  systematically  pursued 
as  a  school  study,  is  the  effect  which  it  has  in  improving  the  tones  of  -h-  voice 
for  ordinary  conversation  and  discourse,  and  in  securing  some  measure  of 
orthoepy  as  a  fixed  habit  of  utterance.  Conversational  speech  is  notoriously 
slovenly.  The  sonority  of  our  vowels  is  lost,  and  their  distinguishing  qualities  are 
obscured  ;  and  with  unnoticed  frequency  our  consonants  are  either  drooped  or 
amalgamated  with  one  another.  Yet.  while  amendment  in  these  matters  is  to 
be  striven  for.  there  is  nothing  that  the  teacher  who  wishes  to  establish  habits  of 
orthoepy  has  to  be  more  watchful  in  guarding  against,  than  bestowing  upon 
his  pupils  an  affected  or  mincing  utterance,  all  the  more  ludicrous  and  objection- 
able. It  may  be.  in  that  a  certain  set  of  words  are  pronounced  with  over-nicety 
while  almost  all  others  are  left  in  a  state  of  neglected  vulgarity. 

Too  frequently  the  study  of  oral  reading  is  pursued  with  reference  solely  to 
the  prospective  public  use  of  the  art  in  the  declamation  of  prepared  passages  ■ 
and  the  elocution-master's  science  has  been  brought  into  some  discredit  by  wide 
discrepancies  between  the  performances  of  his  pupils  in  their  well-drilled  and 
often  hackneyed  selections  and  their  ability  to  read  unfamiliar  pieces  at  sight 
It  is  quite  true  that  voice  culture  is  greatly  aided  by  the  close  study  and  frequent 
rendering  of  selections  suitably  chosen  for  the  elocutionary  difficulties  which 
they  present;  but  it  should  never  be  forgotten  that  good  reading,  the  sort  of 
reading  which  the  schoolmaster  should  above  all  else  endeavor  to  make  his 
pupils  proficient  in.  implies  the  ability  so  to  read  a  plain  account,  a  story,  an 
oration,  a  play,  or  what  not.  at  sight,  with  absolute  correctness  .-.s  to  pronuncia- 
tion, witli  such  clearness  of  articulation  and  apijropriateness  of  sentence  utter- 
ance's will  make  it  perfectly  audible  and  int.-lligible  to  one's  auditors,  and  with 
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such  suitable  and  impressive  intonations  as  will  put  them  in  f„ll 
those  emotions  which  may  be  said  to  fv.  »>,  ""  possession  of 

moreover,  to  do  all  this  witn  p  easure  to  0^^"^  "  '''""  °'  "'^  ^'^^^  =— ^• 
self.     Now  as  comparatively  few    eal-  ^re  e  '"'  "'"'  "'^^'^  ^°  °"«'^ 

and  as  in  the  home-circle  evLyoneouI  T  T  •''•'"'"'  *°  '"^''^^  '"  P"^"'-" 
of  the  teacher  of  elocution  is  to  develon  n  hiT"'  ",  '■'  ''""  ''''''  ^'"  «^^'  ^"^^ 
of  reading  as  is  appropriate  to  sml  llaTd  enc  ^""^ITIl  t'  "^'  ^  ^^^'^ 
opportunity,  to  extend  and  amplifv  the  ^rlT  '  A  '  '^  ''''  ^''^'''^  '''"^  ^"^ 

capable  of  fuller  mastery  of  U  to  L pear  beT"  ^'  '"  '°  '"^^  ^°  '^^  ^"^'^  -  -- 
all  voices  are  capable  of'bll  IcMn^'  „  Tf^T  ""'""'=^^-  ^'^'^  ^'^°"^^'' 
be  adapted  to  the  requirements  of  a  7ZT  r  '  """''°"'  '^"  ''"'^  ^^" 
tion  which  should  be  desoTed  o  L  u'\TTT"  '  "'  ""  '""  '"^"^  ''^"™- 
advantage  merely  of  the  few  ''  "'  ^"  ^'""'^  "°^  ^'-^  ^P-t  for  the 

pursued  by  all  in  cLmon.     Clli^^J^t^^r  r  ^^^  '"^^  '^ 
or^o..r.  IS  a  more  extended,  and.  perhaps,  a  .o^Z^ ^.^SllSl 

the  latter  necessarily'^inS:  t^^ e^I^ I" 'si' ^cf  '^^  T^  " 
mentary  principles  of  v.ice  culture  mnv  h«  V         ^  clearness  the  ele- 

With  respect  both  to  articulation  and  exnression  M.  .        • 
^— >..  namely:  ^../.V,,  /^.viT^"^    "Trir^'t^  ^ 
properties  there  are.  of  course,  many  mc^des  o  '  deZ's   but  fh"     ""'  ''"^ 
every  tone  that  it  utters,  manifest  itself  in  .nm         !,  ,        ^  """""^  """t,  in 

the  possibility  of  infinite  choice  in  the  w"  oT  oTb^^  "  T'  ''  '^^'  '  ^"^  ''  '^ 
vocal  expression  its  infinite  possibi  itylf  vlwet^  Th"'"^  T°'"  '^'^^  ^'^^^  ^° 
will  be  best  understood   hovvever      Th//        ^'  P'-'^'^'Ples  of  voice  culture 

Quality  has  referenc     o  r^^^of    LTor'"  ""'  '°"^''^^^'  ^^P-'-^^^'^' 
roughness,  sonority  or  thinness   m.f-^.  !'"  ""''P'"'  °^  '^^  smoothness  or 

co.npleteness  of  its  vo.llity  '"'''  '"■  '^"'^"'^^^  =  ^'^  '"  respect  of  the 

inm:^^:S^"^i;;::;:^^:^'-7  m  whatisca^d 

■syllables  (eithc-  .s  to  thdr  onenin.  '^'^'^'^'^f  ^^  '"  '^^'^^^^^^^  to  single  tones  or 
as  descriptive  of  the  pnfvailTt  "n  "  "  "  ''u '^  "^'^'^  ""^^^"-)-  -  generally, 
a  sentence  or  passage  "^       '  ^  "°*^  "'^''^'^  ^'^^  ^°'^«  ^^^u"^-  in  reading 

vo^ni'uttered."  When  fo?°""  ".  "'""''^  "'^'^  ^'^'^'^  '^e  sounds  of  the 
wh^or  in  part,  it  is  i^l Tf  al^rs^  '"'  ""^^"^^  ''  ^'"^'^  ^^"'^^'-.  i" 

ar^^o'^l'^L^Lrntrand  VL""c' "^'^  "'"'""  '^''^  ^°  ^'"^'«  •^>'"-^^>^-- 
sometimes  called  Quantity  'in  hr.  ^"^  ^n  regard  to  single  syllables  it  is 
of /causes  and  rAj^L^s.  <=ons.derat  ,on  of  time  may  be  included  that 
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AbruptnesB  has  reference  to  the  relative  suddenness  with  which  syllables  may 
be  uttered.     It  may  vary  from  the  most  delicate  opening  to  a  forcible  explosion. 

Vocality  depends  upon  respiration.  All  exercises,  therefore,  which  are  effect- 
ive in  increasing  the  vigor,  freedom,  and  elasticity  of  the  breathing  apparatus, 
may  be  taken  as  initiatory  steps  in  voice  culture  ;  and,  in  moderation,  they 
should  be  practised  continually.  Full,  slow  inspirations,  followed  by  slow,  and, 
as  far  as  possible,  complete  expiraiions  ;  full,  quick  inspirations  similarly  fol- 
lowed ;  full  inspirations  followed  by  sudden  and  forcible  expirations  ;  full,  deep 
inspirations,  followed  by  slow,  slightly  but  distinctly  audible  expirations,  as  in 
deep  sighing  ;  these  and  similar  practices  may  be  pursued.  What  is  to  be 
aimed  at  is  to  secure  complete  control  of  the  breath,  especially  to  the  degree 
that,  with  perfect  deliberateness,  it  can  be  equably  and  smoothly  effused. 

In  all  exercises  where  vocality  is  required  it  is  best^rj/  tp  use  the  sound  of  a, 
as  xafar,  for  in  this  sound  the  quality  of  the  human  voice  is  heard  in  most  per- 
fection, and  in  uttering  it  the  vocal  organs  are  most  flexible  and  most  easily 
adapt  themselves  to  change.  It  may  be  preceded  by  the  aspirate  A,  or  by  some 
consonant,  as  may  be  thought  necessary. 

In  effective  speaking  or  reading,  %vith  respect  to  the  abruptness  and  rapidity 
of  expiration  there^are  three  modes  of  utterance :  the  efhislve,  by  which  the 
voice  is  poured  forth  smoothly  and  equably,  the  expulsive  and  the  explosive. 
Of  these  three  modes  the  effusive  is  by  far  the  most  important,  but  the  others, 
and  esf)ecially  the  expulsive,  have  their  uses  also.  These  modes  will  be  illus- 
trated in  the  following  exercise  : 

Exercise. — i.  After  a  full  and  deliberate  inspiration  let  the  expiration  of  the 
element  h  be  gently  effected,  until  the  lungs  are  exhausted — the  aspiration 
coming  from  the  very  depths  of  the  throat.  Let  this  be  repeated  with  the  sylla- 
ble hdh,  audibly  whispered.     This  is  effusive  utterance. 

2.  After  a  full  and  deliberate  inspiration  let  the  expiration  of  the  element  k 
be  suddenly  effected,  the  expiration  being  continued  until  the  whispering  sound 
vanishes  in  the  bottom  of  the  throat.  Let  this  be  repeated  with  the  syllable  hdh, 
audibly  whisjiered.     This  is  expulsive  utterance. 

3.  Let  the  exercise  be  the  same  as  in  (2)  except  that  the  expiration  is  to  be 
much  more  forcibly  effected,  and  completed  almost  instantaneously.  This  is 
explosive  utterance. 

In  the  cultivation  of  the  voice  either  one  of  two  ends  is  generally  kept  in 
view— its  improvement  for  speaking  or  its  improvement  for  singing  ;  but  pro- 
gress may  be  made  towards  both  ends  by  the  same  study,  and  those  exercises 
which  benefit  the  singing  voice  benefit  the  speaking  voice,  and  vice  verja.  The 
distinction  between  speaking  tones  and  singing  tones  should  be  clearly  under- 
stood. Musical  tones  are  produced  by  isochronous  (equal-timed)  vibrations  of 
the  vocal  organs  continued  for  some  length  of  time.  Hence,  a  musical  tone  is  a 
note,  which  may  be  prolonged  at  will  without  varying  in  pitch,  either  up  or 
down.  A  speaking  tone,  on  the  contrary,  is  produced  by  vibrations  which  are 
not  isochronous  ;  it  is  not  a  note,  properly  so  called,  and  can  not  be  prolongedt 


without  vaiyinj;   hi  pitv;ii. 


iviUSiCiit  tones  are  tttscrcis,- 


pitch  to  pitch  through  the  intervals  silently.     In  speaking,  every  tone,  however 
short  the  time  taken  in  uttering  it,  passes  from  one  pitch  to  son^e  other  through 
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an  interval  concretely,  that  is.  with  continuous  vocality  •  though  wiih  r..        . 
one  another,  speech  syllables,  like  notes  m  music,  are  discrete    Thi.i     T     ^ 
plified  by  singing  the  words    -  Where  are  ZITZTT'  t^^^""^""- 

they  may  be  uttered  on  the  same  note  orZlZfl      /"  ""^!"^  ^^^'^  ^^°^^^' 
ferent  notes  for  the  same  wordTbut  the  voketf  ^frn  .'  °'''  "'"^'  "''"  ^''- 

intervals.     In  speaking  the  words  each  iutetfd    "1  I "°''  '^^°"^'  ^^^ 

ticn  in  which  the  voice  varL  in  pitch    b      n  \  '"  u ''''''°"  °'"  ^"^°"^' 

cretely;  the  separate  words  howeverandre's:^^^^^^^^^  ^- 

any)  being  uttered  discretely.    Musical  utttance  mT2  k  k     ^t  ^"'^ 

by  a  series  of  horizontal  lines  of  le^or  gra'r  ZtL  sn  ^' h        ' '""'"'^' 
at  different  distances  above  or  below  a  Ledtori  on^ln  f"^  °"'  '"°^'^'' 

ticn  for  speech  utterance  the  lines  would  alf  be  cZe^rlprel^^  """ 

passage  through  the  v.aricus  intervals      //  .:  ,T  "^P"^^^"*  ^^e  concrete 

syllable  analnosylla^ic  ZJ^Z^ ,1:'^%::::^ ct^'T""  f  ^'"^ 
fro.  >nusic.     Each  syllable  and  monos^^lla^i    Jo"!    altf^^^^^^^ 

cJ:;;::rLrrl?:^r : --^^^  very  vanable. 

noun  ■'/"  be  uttered  \n  a  tonr  nT    »  ""ustration.  let  the  pro- 

interval  will  be  the  res"  It     The  f '"  '"'"^"'^  '  ^  '^""^^^^^  ^^^  a  riLg 

indignation  b^c^Joird  with^U  t  .^rl  LTlIlt  th^T'T^^^^^^^^"^  ^ 
passes  through  in  uttering  the  concre..'  K  he  Z^'^'T  ■''  ^'^  ^'"^^ 

after  the  pronoun  with  the  same  iUens  tv  ^  Lli  J  '7"^" -"-'^-tely 
descends  from  the  high  pitch  heard  at  the  end  o  he  usance  o7  th  ""^''" 
and  m  uttering  the  next  concrete,  again  ascends  tLrougLa.  „te  Lll  om"""' 
more  ex.ent  according  to  the  emphasis  which  is  impar^Sto  'i  " 

heard.  Thus  if  the^enLre  • '^  «  W  ^^^^  7T^'  '"^""^^^  ^^^  °^^- 
with  a  plaintive  exoressinn      "^''^ '"'•  ^'"l^'''^^'  ^ ^ave no  motfi^r,"  be  uttered 

noticeab!!;  britXbeTs;  ^0^^?^  T  T'"  '"'"^^'^  "'"  ^^  ^'^^■-^^y 
bles  are  di  cretely  u  tered  ust  ^'T  1  "  '  '"''^''  ^°  "'^^  """^'^^  ^'-'  ^y"- 
were  much  greater  ' '  '"  '''  ^"^^"^^  ^^^^^  *h«  ^°»^^«te  intervals 

(a;:;nr  :r:r  t::;-;^:::^  — ^^^         ^^  r "  -'^ 

creles  are  mtered  with  intervals  „f  ,  J  "linary  speech  the  con. 

expressive  or  i^pa^ioneTutra::  irva,s°of"  Z'  'J""",  '"^  "  '"' 
quently  used  ;  and  that  th^  moH«       '  '^''^^ais  ol  a^/M  or  an  octave  are  fre- 

/». J.  thai  is,  n:^i,^::jy°z:/:z:zjr  r"' - '°  ^^"»*  ^^ 

'.ha,  in  plaintive  language,  the  s'^llahlt  ar'll'T j!"!.'°  '""^  ■■/■"=■  "■"''-. 
semitone  ..nly,  but  that  th^  m^H       <•  ^  ■"  '       ^^"^-icJy  witn  nUervals  cf  a 

discrete.  '  '""^^  °^  progression  from  syllable  to  syllable  is  still 
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Sometimes,  but  rarely,  syllables  are  uttered  tremulously,  or  with  a  tremor ; 
that  is,  with  constituent  intervals  of  less  than  a  semitone,  uttered  discretely  in 
rapid  succession,  and  passing,  in  the  aggregate,  through  an  interval  of  more  or 
less  width.  An  exaggerated  form  of  this  utterance  may  be  heard  in  the  neighing 
of  a  horse. 

Exercise. — i.  Utter  the  syllable  pd  as  a  concrete,  with  rising  and  falling 
intervals,  severally,  of  a  second,  third,  fifth,  and  an  octave;  also  with  intervals 
of  a  semitone  ;  also  with  a  tremor.  Let  the  exercise  be  varied  so  as  to  include 
many  degrees  of  initial  pitch.    Use  a  diagram  of  a  musical  staff  for  reference. 

2.  Read  with  exaggerated  impressiveness,  "Am  I  to  be  your  slave  f"    "  No  I " 

In  the  pronunciation  of  the  letter  a,  as  in  pate,  two  sounds  are  heard :  the 
first  is  that  of  the  name  of  the  letter,  which  is  uttered  with  some  degree  of  ful- 
ness ;  the  second  is  that  of  e  in  mete,  but,  as  it  were,  tapering  and  vanishing  ; — 
in  the  meantime  the  voice  traverses  a  rising  interval  of  one  tone,  that  is,  of  a 
second.  The  utterr.nce  of  these  two  sounds,  although  the  sounds  themselves 
are  distinct,  is  completely  continuous,  from  the  full  opening  of  the  one.  to  the 
vanishing  close  of  the  other,  and  it  is  impossible  to  say  where  the  first  ends  and 
where  the  last  begins.  It  is  essential,  however,  to  consider  them  separately. 
The  first  is  called  the  radical  movement,  and  the  second  the  vanlBhing 
movement ;  ana  these  together  constitute  the  entire  concrete. 

All  the  vowels  do  not  equally  well  exemplify  in  their  utterance  a  distinction 
of  sound  in  their  radical  and  vanishing  movements,  because  some  vowel  sounds 
are  less  diphthongal  than  others,  and  some,  again,  are  pure  monophthongs  ; 
but  these  two  movements,  and  the  concrete  variation  of  pitch,  tne  result  of  one 
impulse  of  the  voice,  are  the  essential  structure  of  every  syllable,  and  are  char- 
acteristic of  speech-notes  as  contradistinguished  from  those  of  song. 

V'hen  ihe  radical  and  vanishing  movements  are  effected  smoothly,  distinctly, 
and  without  intensity  or  emotion,  commencing  fully  and  with  some  abruptness, 
and  terminating  gently  and  almost  inaudibly,  the  result  is  the  equable  concrete. 
This  of  course  may  be  produced  with  intervals,  either  upward  or  downward, 
of  any  degre°— tone,  semitone,  third,  fifth,  or  octave.  It  must  be  said,  how- 
ever, that  some  syllables,  and  even  some  vowels,  lend  themselves  more  easily 
than  others,  to  that  prolonged  utterance  which  is  essential  to  the  production 
of  wide  intervals  and  the  perfectness  of  the  vanishing  movement. 

The  equable  concrete  is  the  natural,  simple  mode  of  utterance  ;  but  under  the 
influence  of  interest,  excitement,  passion,  and  so  on,  the  utterance  of  the  con- 
crete may  be  greaUy  varied  from  this  by  means  of  stress,  or  force  applied  to 
some  part  or  to  all  of  its  extent.  Th'^  different  variations  may  be  described  as 
follows  : 

(i)  Radical  Stress,  where  force  is  applied  to  the  opening  of  the  concrete.  (It 
should  be  said  that  a  slight  degree  of  radical  stress  is  given  even  in  the  equable 
concrete,  producing  its  full,  clear  opening. ) 

(2)  Loud  Concrete,  where  force  is  applied  throughout  the  whole  concrete,  the- 
proportion  of  the  radical  to  the  vanish  •  emauiing  unaltered. 

(3)  Median  Stress,  where  force  is  applied  to  the  middle  of  the  concrete,  pro- 
ducing a  swell,  or  impressive  fulness. 
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ex!iTir^o;:r  """^  '""^  '^  'P^"'"  ^■-  -  —  ^^  .o  each 

sai'e  r"r  it"'  *^^  """  '^  -  ^''■^"^■'  '^^  ">«  ~  has  .he 

var,™,!  .mervals  of  the  tone,  Sto„e  tS  fifth       h"'  """"■'  P"*'  ""1  "le 
for,herad,ca,3..ss«ho„M  he  fi.tTpiri'lJi^^.taT'r^Uh^fitS^^ 

cretif::ne;fr™;e:ed''':he:?''  "^'h''  ^"''  '^""^  '"■"»'^  '"  "W'h  *=  con- 
union  of  the.  '.^^■uT:^^^:  ^^1^:'^^^  '■^'■ 

Waves  „a,  pass  thiih'rvLrs^onnr:":'  a^dirh  '"TrT,"" 

where  the  ,„iee  in  both  members  passes  throL, he     '^       '''■*'' ''"''''• 

-,»«/,  where  in  one  flexion  the  inte^^  r^    id  bl  he"""  '"'"''  ''   "  <=' 
in  the  other.  irav.rsea  by  the  voice  is  greater  than 

^^^"^^i^^^S^^-^i^  With 

th^':rs:r::;:x^"^"  --  "^^-^  ----  divisions  ^  the. «^. 

they  may  be  uttered  with  more  lb  uptl^^  *'f  "^^"'^^^  ^^P'^^*^  ' 

capable  uf  indefinite  prolonpatinn  th  °*^^'"  ^'^'"^"*"  •"  ^"d  being 

tion  of  the  vanishin7Ltrr  '"ZTZTZIT::  perfect  exe.plifiea' 
;n  ann  ,  a,  as  in  a.,;  &,  as  in  an  ;  a,  as  1^//.  jfs  n  ^  ^  '-  ''  "  "''''  '■  "^ 
Jn  end;  e,  as  in  ^rr  •   f  as  in  ir.  •   *    ^^'"«'^'  ^'  as  m  «rr,-  e.  as  in  eve;  g,  as 

in  odd;  ..  as  in  use';  U,  a    „"  :!'.    ^L"  ^ ''  ''^  '"  ^''''-  ''  ^^  '"  ''''••  ^'  ^ 

^«-  as  in  .«^.     (The  e  are  vlrioTs'wnv.    f  •'■  ^'^'  ^'  ^"  ^'^*'-  ''^■'  ^«  '"  ^^^'■ 

\    nere  are  various  ways  of  arranging  and  classifying  these  ) 

stres^rd";iT^arsgS.^:r'^^^^^^^^^^^  '-d  concrete,  radical 

sharp^penings.  and  with  graduall/arnu^d  ^iE:  ^onS  oftt  S^ 

dejrt.  rr"  ferp^eU'^lyTaT  th   1  '^'''  ^"^  ^^^'^^^^^  ^"  -- 
the...«/^.,.«,,y  rth/^am^^/"/^  '"'  ^'"•"  --''^y  (known  as 

sidered  not  elementary)  /  r  «  „         '  '"  "'T'^'  ^'  <"'  '"^■"'^^^'  ^^  ^«"^e  <=«". 
c.ciueniary;,  /,  ;%,  «,  „^  (as  m  j?«jr/  ^(as  in  — -  >  -n^     '      •     -     . 

I  ";^^r;;":„o;'rer^i„r  b^  ?--  t-™-  ^^-ra,;d'ror:o^; 

-ve.  .ae.siderab,e:r:a^C.;,So^XrLC^:^^^ 
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Exercise.— Utter  the  word  bud  slowly,  and  detach  from  the  rest  of  the 
word  the  obscure  murmur  heard  in  pronouncing  the  first  letter  :  this  is  the  sub- 
tonic  represented  by  b.  Utter  this  sound  with  different  degrees  of  initi^  pitch, 
and  with  different  intervals,  both  downward  and  upward.  Produce  as  full  an 
opening  of  the  radical  movement  as  possible,  but  do  not  attempt  to  give  it 
much  stress.  Obtain  in  every  case  a  distinct  vanish.  Be  careful  not  to  convert 
the  subtonic  into  a  tonic.  Proceed  in  a  similar  manner  with  the  other  sub- 
tonics.  Then,  distinctly  obtaining  the  subtonics,  unite  them  severally  with  the 
sound  of  a,  first  forcibly,  then  more  gently,  producing  such  syllables  as  bd,  da, 
etc.,  which  may  be  rendered  with  upward  and  downward  intervals,  and  with 
different  degrees  of  initial  pitch.  Finally,  with  such  syllables  as  ab,  ad,  cig,  dv, 
etc. ,  exemplify  all  the  varieties  of  stress. 

The  Atonies  correspond  with  the  first  eleven  of  the  subtonics  as  given  above, 
from  which  they  differ  almost  alone  in  having  no  vocality.  They  are/,  /,  k,/, 
s,  A,  wh  (as  in  when),  th  (us  in  thin),  sh,  and  ch  (as  in  child,  by  some  considered 
not  elementary). 

Exercise.— I.  Form  a  list  of  such  words  as  pipe,  tote,  kick,  fife,  siss,  etc., 
and  generally  utter  them  slowly,  holding  the  final  element  for  a  moment,  and 
then  lettipg  the  breath  escape  suddenly  ;  then,  holding  the  initial  letter  firmly 
for  a  moment  let  it  come  forcibly  against  the  sound  of  the  remainder  of  the 
word,  producing  bn  abrupt  opening,  and  radical  stress  of  the  vowel  concrete. 
2.  Aspirate  strongly  the  atonies  as  given  above. 

Exercise  Recapitulatory.—!.  Produce  the  syllable  pd  in  an  articulate 
whisper  in  all  the  different  varieties  of  pitch,  interval,  and  stress.  2.  Repeat 
with  such  syllables  as  paw,  pooh,  poh,  etc.  3.  Utter  these  syllables  (i)expul- 
sively,  (2)  explosively,  with  varying  mtervals  both  upward  and  downward,  and 
producing  distinct  and  clearly  attenuated  vanishes.  4.  Select  some  passage  of 
poetry  involving  passionate  thought,  and  read  in  articulated  whispers,  with 
appropriate  intonations,  somewhat  exaggerated,  it  may  be.  Let  the  intervals 
and  stresses  be  slowly  and  distinctly  given.  5.  Repeat  the  exercise  in  a  half 
whisper.  6,  Next  read  the  passage  over  several  times  in  pure  vocality,  without 
exaggeration,  increasing  the  strength  of  the  utterance  until  it  is  as  full  and 
ringing  as  possible.  Care  must  be  taken  that  the  utterance  is  in  reality  full  and 
ringing,  not  sharp  and  hard.  Let  the  pitch  chosen  be  not  too  high — as  low  as 
possible  ;  and  let  the  tones  cone  riiJitly  from"  the  chest  and  lower  part  of  the 
throat. 

Note. — In  all  the  exercises  care  should  be  taken  that  they  be  performed 
easily  and  naturally,  with  perfect  deliberation  and  without  undue  force  ;  else 
they  will  be  harmful  rather  than  useful. 

Exercise  in  Concrete  Intervals  Continued.— i.  Read  with  appropri- 
ate intonations  :  "Did  you  say  a,  as  in  all  f"-^"  No,  I  said  a,  as  in  arm," — 
producing  in  the  emphatic  syllables  suitable  rising  or  falling  intervals  of  one 
tone.  Then  repeat,  but  with  greater  emphasis,  producing  intervals  of  a  third,  a 
fifth,  or  an  octave.  Vary  the  sentences  so  as  to  include  a:ll  the  tonic  elemeiits. 
2.  With  each  tonic  element,  severally,  produce  first  a  rising  and  then  a  falling 
interval,  each  of  a  tone  ;  then  intervals  of  a  third,  a  fifth,  and  an  octave.  3. 
Extend  the  exercise  so  as  to  produce  with  each  element,  and  with  all  the  various 
intervals,  a  series  or  succession  of  rising  and  falling  intervals,  thus  :  rising,  fall- 
ing, rising,  falling,  etc.  Use  the  blackboard  and  the  musical  scale  for  illus- 
tration and  reference. 

Syllables  vary  greatly  in  their  capacity  for  prolongation,  and  in  this  respect 
are  classified  into  immutable,  mutable,  and  indefinite. 
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ble  of  „„.  prolongation  ;  for  exan.p  a    1  "^L  LT  "T"^'  ""  '=°'"- 
These  are  called  MatabtoSyllaMe.         '"'"^' ''"»■  H«t.  grab,  drmd.  grog. 

»b.on,es,  ,  ..  , ;  for  exa^pC^ll^r^rr'  """  "'  ""  ""^  "''"'" 
NOTK.— It  must  be  remembered  that  when  fnr  t»,»  '   i        , 

sy.iab.es  are  extended  in  time,  they  n,ust  L  so  u  t  ^Vtt  ^    '''f^°^  ^''^^ 

■mpaired.-that  is,  their  enunciation  must  hefrrr  '  "^^^''^^  ''^  "°» 

,      As  has  been  remarked  before  o^^pTZ^ilZT  "T'"^* 

less  .-  but  by  a  little  attention  anyoneTnTa  nv  fl  h""t  ^  ""'"'^"^'^  ''^''' 
_  Frequent  practice  in  the  accurate  en^   ilS  ^^^  hn"self  from  this  reproach. 

above.andahabitofwatchfu,nessesrb,i;h  r^^^^^^  T  '^^^"'"^^  ^^^'^^" 
are  most  easily  obscured,  in  all  words  in  wit  1  ^^^"""^^  °^  *^°^«  ^^ich 
not  a  resonant,  sonorous  utteranceth  L^'^^^^^^^^  r"^'  7'"  ^^  — •  if 
correct  pronunciation.     But  the  correct  TnTn  I  '  '''"'^"*^'  ^'  ^^^^^  ^ 

tonic,  and  especially  of  the  atonic  Irl  .  u  "'  P'-«"»^"'=i«^ion  of  the  sub- 
in  English  wo'rds.  in  com  Jna  bT^s  no  "  '  "^"  ''^^  °^^"'"'  ^^  '"^  ^°  ^-^-"^ 
in  this  respec.  as  a  .a..",  canno  'b  s!  uTe Hrour''"'^'  '  ^"'  ^"^°^'^^' 
practice.  For  example  the  wnrH  ^^  T  '  ^^^^  care  and  incess.int 
everyone  as  ,f  1.  werirrpeW  1^^  T^e  Lo^S  P °°"="'  "^  ^'"•- 
material  to  begin  with  ;  other  lists  shnnlH  L  ^  '  P'^"^*'"^^  ^i"  ^ffo^-d 

PJznlA.  bliL  sphere  sZtl        .        ^    .  ^''^^''^  ^y  '^^  ^^^^her. 

Uea,  dreamt,  alms,  a/apll  ZkJtT^^^^^^  '^''''''  '''''"'  ^^^« 

\milked,  mulcts,  elms,  prob'd'st  tLT  \,f  '  "^^''  '""^^'^  ^'''^'^''  ^^^^s, 
\mask'st.  ^  ''  '^'"^''-  '^^'^'''  ^ttempt'st,  want'st,  heard'st, 

f^^^^^r^:^^^  Whisht. : 

lanother.  Every  sentence  i^xCr^.:XtrJo::rt'^''  T" '  '""  °"^ 
composed  of  words  related  in  sense  •  and  fl  i    ^  '''"■'"  ^'""P^  ^'"^ 

each  group  should  be  imtlicatd  I:  T^  I  'rP'^'^'"^  reading  the  words  of 
^«-  upon  a  midnigkrll:^^^^^^  'T^T'     ^^'^  ^^^P'^.  i"  the  line, 

naturally  three  group^s  tZfunTJl/Zr;  ""'  '^'^'^  "^'^''-^'  ''^^^  -« 
but  one.     In  these  groups    he  trminff  '      f  %"""'''  "  "'''  ^''•^'■«''^-  ^here  is 

khe  initial  <;....^  ..fu     P    the  termmal  sound  of  each  word  is  imDlic.f.H  »,;.», 

lowing sub;o;'ic.th:;;:Ztb?cr';  '/ ''•^ '"""^^ ^"""^^ '^'- ^--- -'a 

-- -i„au..ent  ^-—;i  ^fr^rrz^^^^ 
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the  terminal  element  is  a  flowing  atonic  the  prolongation  will  not  be  accompa- 
nied by  a  murmur  ;  but  in  either  case  the  vocal  organs,  while  prolonging  the 
sound  of  one  word,  prepare,  as  it  were,  to  begin  the  next.  If  the  terminal  ele- 
ment be  one  of  the  abrupt  subtonics  the  vocal  murmur  is  difficult  to  produce, 
and  in  this  case,  and  also  when  the  terminal  element  is  an  abrupt  atonic,  there 
is  a  suspension  of  the  voice  for  a  time  equal  to  that  occupied  by  the  murmuring 
prolongation  in  the  other  cases  ;  but  the  organs  keep  the  position  which  they 
have  in  finishing  the  one  word  until  they  relax  to  take  position  for  the  utterance, 
with  renewed  exertion,  of  the  opening  sound  of  the  next. 

It  must  be  added  that  this  implication  is  not  confined  to  the  component  words 
of  a  group  ;  for  the  sake  of  impressiveness  the  groups  themselves  are  often 
implicated, — but  by  suspension  of  the  voice  and  a  maintenance  of  the  vocal 
organs  in  their  previous  position,  before  they  suddenly  relax  to  form  the  open- 
ing sound  of  the  first  word  in  their  next  group,  rather  than  by  the  murmuring 
prolongation  above  described. 

Exercise. — Read  with  suitable  implication  :  (i)  O  Tiber !  father  Tiber!  to 
whom  the  Romans  pray,  a  Roman's  life,  a  Roman's  arms,  take  thou  in  charge 
this  day  /  (2)  But  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot-bard,  in  bright  succession 
raise,  her  ornanient  and  guard. 

The  nicety  with  which  implication  should  be  effected  depends,  like  exactness 
of  articulation,  upon  the  gravity,  complexity,  fervor,  grace,  beauty,  or  other  dis- 
tinguishing and  elevated  quality  of  the  thoughts  and  sentiments  contained  in  the 
words  to  be  read.  Common-place  ideas  are  couched,  as  a  rule,  in  common- 
place language,  and  require  no  nice  discrimination  of  sounds,  or  other  refine- 
ment of  utterance,  for  their  full  rendering  ;  but  in  true  poetry  and  impassioned 
prose  implication  is  no  mean  instrument  of  effectual  interpretation. 

The  speaking  voice,  like  the  singing  voice,  is  capable  of  utterance  through  a 
considerable  range  of  pitch — in  highly  cultivated  voices,  of  three  octaves  ;  in  less 
highly  cultivated  voices,  of  one  octave  ;  but  for  all  voices,  not  perverted  by  bad 
habit,  there  are  three  or  four  notes,  of  moderate  height,  upon  which  utterance  is 
most  easy  and  natural,  and  most  capable  of  great  and  sustained  effort.  These 
notes  should  be  selected  as  the  normal  pitch  of  discourse. 

In  speaking  or  reading,  except  in  certain  infrequent  cases,  the  whole  of  the 
breath  expired  from  the  lungs  should  be  utilized  in  producing  pure  VOCallty. 
Should  any  breath  be  spent  in  .-^spiration,  or  in  hissing,  or  in  guttural  enunciation, 
the  vocality  is  said  to  be  impure.  Impure  vocaHty,  it  is  true,  has  its  own  appro- 
priate use,  in  the  representation  of  certain  emotional  states  of  the  mind.  Pure  | 
vocality  is  heard  naturally  in  the  tones  of  children  at  play  ;  but  in  adults,  j 
through  carelessness  or  injudicious  education,  it  is  often  wanting. 

The  mechanism  of  the  voice  is  very  complicated  and  not  thoroughly  under- 
stood.    It  is  a  matter  of  common  experience,  however,  that  in  the  utterance  of  j 
tones  of  low  pitch,  whether  speech  tones  or  musical,  the  voice  seems  to  come} 
from  the  chest  rather  than  from  the  head  ;  and,  in  the  utterance  of  tones  of 
Mk!!  pitch,  on  the  other  hand,  it  s'         'o  come  from  the  head  rather  than  from] 
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the  chest  :  so  that  all  tones  are  said  to  belong  either  to  tlie  Imver  or  che.t  regis- 
ter, or  to  the  higher  or  head  register.  As  both  chest  tones  and  head  tones  may 
be  obscured  by  impurities,  and  their  resonance  diminished  or  destroyed  by 
defective  enunciation,  the  pure,  clear,  ringing  utterance  of  tones  of  both  regis 
ters  shculd  be  constantly  striven  for.  The  normal  pitch  of  utterance,  referred 
to  above,  should  always  be  such  that  the  tones  comprised  :n  it  can  be  produced 
either  from  the  head  or  from  the  chest,  at  will  ;  out  for  sustained  efforts  for  the 
best  effects  both  of  reading  and  of  oratory,  the  chest  tones  are  much  to  be  pre- 
ferred, since,  as  compared  with  head  tones,  they  are  capable  of  lu-ing  produced 
with  greater  resonance  and  penetrating  power,  and.  for  any  considerable  length 
of  time,  with  greater  ease  to  the  speaker. 

All  tones  of  the  human  voice,  whether  speaking  or  musical,  whether  of  the 
head  or  of  the  chest,  a-e  spoken  of  as  having  quality,  or  tUnhre.  and  the  term 
IS  also  used  more  gen  rally  in  reference  to  the  whole  compass  of  utterance 
The  quality  of  the  voice  is  its  most  distinguishing  characteristic,  and  it  is  up.  i 
Its  cultivation  and  improvement  that  the  greatest  efforts  of  the  student  should 
be  spent.  Pure  voice  is  usually  spoken  of  as  being  manifested  in  two  qualities 
the  natural  and  the  orotund.  ' 

Natural  Quality  may  be  described  as  a  head  tone  to  which  some  degree  of 
resonance  is  given  by  the  chest ;  but  the  brilliancy  of  its  resonance  is  produced 
by  Its  reverberation  against  the  bony  arch  of  the  mouth.  It  may,  of  course  vary 
in  pitch,  but  tones  of  low  pitch  that  are  intended  to  be  impressive  are  most 
suitably  rendered  in  orotund  quality.  In  its  perfect  manifestations,  the  natural 
quality  should  be  clear,  ringing,  light,  and  sparkling.-if  it  be  possible  to 
describe  its  characteristics  by  such  metaphorical  words. 

Orotund  Quality  is  the  result  only  of  cultivation,  but  no  speaker  or  reader 
can  produce  those  finer  effects  which  are  the  appropriate  symbols  of  sirong  and 
deep  emotion,  whose  voice  cannot  assume  this  mode  at  will.  It  differs  from  the 
natural  mode  in  obtaining  from  the.chest  a  greater  supply  of  air,  and  a  deeper 
and  fuller  resonance,  and  the  reverberations  seem  to  be  against  the  walls  of  the 
pharynx,  or  posterior  regions  of  the  mouth,  rather  than  against  the  palate  or 
upper  part  of  the  mouth.  In  fulness,  strength,  and  ringing  quality,  it  is  supe- 
rior to  the  natural  mode,  but  not  distinct  from  it  ;  in  clearness  and  smoothness 
It  should  be  equal  to  it.  As  it  befits  a  chest  tone  rather  than  a  head  tone  it  is 
natural  to  utterances  in  medium  and  low  pitch  ;  but  it  must  not  be  confounded 
with  low  pitch  simply,  nor  must  its  characteristic  fulness  be  taken  for  loudness 
simply.  With  the  orotund,  as  well  as  with  the  natural  quality,  all  the  voice 
modes  previously  described  may  be  conjoined. 

wv£^''''''J'''-~''  ,^'/^  f!"^.  'y"^^'*^  ^^^-  '"^'^e  an  expiration  in  the  voice  of 
whisper,  forcing  slowly  all  air  out  from  the  chest.  Then  give  to  h  s  exnSinn 
vocahty.  producing  the  reverberation  far  back  in  the  mouth^  the  resultinrm^r 
7^:i:rtS^'^I^^!^I^^S;S^?^^  With  the  ino^thXrp^oSrn 
exercise  until  ^uttoi^i^i^^nt^pf^SSSS^^mS^li;?^^  S^^\^i^^ 
8.  Fgrm  similar  syllables  containing  other  tonjc  el/ments,  arid  make  sS 
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exercises,  takinc:  care  to  produce  a  srtiooth.  effusive  utterance.  3.  Select  a  sen- 
tence  iuch  as  "  Roll  on  thou  deep  and  dark  blu2  ocean,  roll,"  abounding  in  long 
open  vowels  and  indefinite  syllables,  and  using  suitable  intonations  read  it  in 
I  )w  pitch,  with  full,  resonant  chest  tones.  Then  gradually  raise  the  pitch  still 
obtaining  the  tones  from  the  chest  and  uttering  them  with  full  resonance'.  4 
With  such  syllables  as  hah,  you,  now,  man,  war,  hail,  fool,  practise  in  orotund 
voice  the  various  exercises  for  pitch,  oncrete  intervals,  vyaves,  stress  e*c  pre 
viously  suggested.  5.  Read  with  feeling  and  appropriate  intonations  selected 
sentences  trom  compositions  of  elevated  or  impassioned  diction,  as  "  Solo- 
mons's  Prayer"  (p.  35),  "The  Hymn"  (p.  68),  "  France"  (p.  205). 

Of  the  various  qualities  (as  they  are  called)  of  impure  voice,  the  Aspirate,  the 
SlbUant,  and  the  anttural  are  (Refined  wit  1  sufficient  clearness,  by  their  names. 
Though  these  modes  can  be  appropriately  used  only  occasionally,  nevertheless 
they  rre  of  great  value  to  the  reader,  and  the  voice  should  be  trained  to  assume 
them  whenever  necessary.  Great  care  must  be  exercised,  however,  that  impuri- 
ties shall  never  be  present  as  characteristics  of  normal  utterance  ;  this,  whether 
from  the  head  or  chest,  should  be  distinct,  sonorous,  and  smooth,  and  should 
exhaust  every  particle  of  air  expired. 

Another  impure  quality  is  the  Pectoral,  which  is  an  aspiration  produced,  as 
it  were,  from  the  lowest  cavities  of  the  chest ;  and  still  another  is  the  FalBetto, 
an  unnatural  voice,'  that  seems  to  be  produced  entirely  in  the  upper  cavities  of 
the  head.  The  employment  of  the  Falsetto  at  any  time,  either  in  speaking  or 
reading,  is  of  doubtful  taste. 

Exercise.— I.  With  the  syllable  hah  exemplify  severally  the  aspirate,  gut- 
tural, and  pectoral  qualities,  first  with  insufficient  vocality,  then  with  sufficient 
Exemplify  the  sibilant  impurity  with  such  syllables  as/«\f/i,  false,  trauress,  mis- 
creant. In  those  exercises  employ  intervals  of  varying  lengths,  different  degrees 
of  initial  pitch,  and  the  several  varieties  of  stress  ;  and  let  the  utterances  be  made 
eftusiv .  y.  expulsively,  and  explosively.  2.  Select  appropriate  passages  in  ' '  The 
Raven  '  (p.  258),  for  exercise  in  natural,  orotund,  asoirate.  guttural,  and  pec- 
toral qualities.  Read  the  passages  severally  with  appropriate  intonations.— it 
may  be  somewhat  exaggeratingly.  .Then  read  the  whole  poem  feelingly,  with 
appropriate,  but  not  exaggerated  intonations. 

So  far,  what  has  been  said  has  had  reference  mainly  to  the  cultivation  and 
improvement  of  the  voIl  ,  by  the  analogies  and  description  of  the  various  effec- 
tive modes  in  v  hich  it  can  be  manifested,  and  by  the  suggestion  of  suitable 
exercises  for  rnuenMng  Jt9  endurance,  strength,  flexibility,  and  resonance.  It 
remains  now  \'>  M  ...ss  '  ortly  <=oniv,  jf  the  principles  of  vocal  interpretation,— 
that  is.  to  discuss  .vhat  modes  of  voice-action  are  appropriate  to  the  representa- 
tion of  the  various  emotions  which  the  wide  range  of  literature  presents  to  the 
reader. 

It  must  be  said  in  respect  of  principles  that  only  broac,  ad  easily  verifiable 
ones  are  of  use,  and  even  these  may  be  abased  by  a  too  rigorou';  adherence  to 
them.  The  best  rule  that  can  be  given,  as  indeed  it  is  founded  on  a  principle 
of  widest  application,  is  that  laid  down  in  the  Fourth  Reader:— To  give  a  faith- 
ful sympathetic  attention  to  the  full  meaning  and  sentiment  of  what  is  read,  and 
to  manage  the  voue  so  as  effectively  to  express  this  muming  and  sentiment ;  since 
this  will  always  ensure  a  certain  measure  of  appropriateness,  if  not  the  full  per. 
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fection  of  it.    And  it  cannot  be  too  much  emphasized  that  even  the  fullest  Vnow- 
Ifdgeand  most  patient  study  can  establish  for  the  reading  of  any  selection   or 
passage,  or  sentence,  none  but  general  directions,  since  the  sam^  words  may 
very  frequently  be  rendered  in  several  ways,  with  differences  of  pitch,  time 
stress,  quality,  impIiGUion,  and  so  on,  but  with  equal  eflfectiveness     nd  equal 
appropriateness.     And,  on  the  other  hand,  any  whole  selection,  even  the  sim- 
plest, IS  far  too  complex  in  its  thought  £;nd  sentiment  to  be  disposed  of  in  one 
general  analysis,  which  shall  predetermine  the  pitch,  tone,  and  stress,  and  the 
prevaihng  width  of  the  intervals,  and  the  direction  oi  the  inflections;  all  these 
will  vary  from  paragraph  to  paragraph,  and  from  sentence  to  s.  ntence  even 
.rom  word  to  word.     To  sum  up.  it  may  be  said  that  good  reading  demands  as 
mdispensable.  quick-witted  intelligence,  ready  sympathy,  and  a  voice  so  trained 
as  to  be  flexible  and  resonant  ;  if  t^e  reader  have  this  much  endowment  his 
reading  will  always  be  effective,  and.  moreover,  appropriate  and  impressive. 

All  diction  may  be  roughly  described  as  exhibiting  one  of  three  states  of  feeling  ■ 
(I)  that  in  which  feeling,  as  it  is  generally  understood,  is   Umost  wanting  ;  (2) 
that  in  which  it  is  present  in  some  considerable  degree  ;  (3)  that  in  which  the 
feeling  is  present  in  an  extreme  degree,  dominating  the  ideas  which  the  severa' 
sentences  logically  express.     To  the  first  division,  which  may  be  called   the 
aictlon  of  discourse,  belongs  all  language  indicative  of  a  quiet  state  of  mind- 
formal  statement,  narrative,  description,  simple  argument  or  reasoning  :  it  is 
the  language  of  all  ordinary  writing.     To  the  second  division,  which  may  be 
called  the  diction  of  sentiment  or  feeling,  belongs  all  language  which  in 
cates  that  the  mind  of  the  speaker,  real  or  supposed,  is  in  a  state  of  mode  ate 
excitement ;  that  he  is  interested  in  the  relation  of  himself  to  others,  and  con- 
sequently, in  the  effect  of  his  utterances  upon  them  ;  or  that,  subjectively   he 
«s  interested  in  himself:  it  is  the  language  of  admiration,  reverence,  awe.  sin- 
cerity, dignity,  of  pathos,  supplication,  .penitence.     To  the  third  division  which 
may  be  called  the  diction  Of  passlon,  belongs  all  language  expressive  of  deeper 
excitement  and  more  vehement  interest  than  those  des^jribed  as  animating  the 
diction  of  feeling :  it  is  the  language  of  earnest  or  anxious  interrogation   of 
passionate  ejaculation,  of  powerful  appeal,  intense  accusation  and  fierce  denun- 
ciation ;  also,  of  contempt,  derision,  scorn,  loathing,  anger,  hate,  and  so  on. 

Voice,  as  we  have  seen,  possesses  five  generic  proi>erties.  pitch,  force,  quality 
time,  and  abruptness  ;  and,  in  every  spoken  word,  it  must  assume  some  moue 
of  each  of  these  properties,  manifesting  them  in  co-existence.  This  conjoint 
mode  or  vocal  sig„,  as  it  is  called,  should  be  the  appropriate  expression  of  the 
thought  and  feeling  of  which  the  word,  in  its  place  in  the  sentence,  is  the 
graphical  sign.  Hence,  as  each  word  in  a  sentence  may  be  said  to  have  its 
appropriate  vocal  sign,  so  each  variety  of  diction  may  be  said  to  have  its  appro- 
priate vocal  expression.-a  latitude  of  choice  in  the  constituent  modes,  and  a 
consequent  indeterminateness  in  the  resulting  expression,  being,  of  course,  always 
conceded.  ■' 

The  appropriate  vocal  expression  for  the  diction  of  discourse  may  be  said  to 
consist  of  the  foUowing  modes  :-normal  pitch,  simple  intonations,  and  waves 
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of  a  second,  moderate  force,  the  equable  concrete  varied  by  slight  radical  stress, 
in  quality  the  natural  mode,  in  abruptness  sufficient  sharpness  of  opening  to 
effect  clear  articulation,  and  in  time  a  moderate  rate  with  effusive  utterance. 

As  the  diction  rises  above  this  plain  unimpassioned  character,  and  becomes 
more  and  more  informed  with  feeling  and  sentiment,  the  constituent  vocal  signs, 
and  hence  the  whole  vocal  expression,  become  more  and  more  expressive.  In 
pitch  there  is  frequent  variation :  in  expressions  of  joy,  astonishment,  or  for  com- 
mand, the  voice  assumes  naturally  a  somewhat  higher  elevation  ;  and  with  eonal 
naturalness  it  descends  below  its  normal  level  to  utter  the  language  of  grave, 
solemn,  and  reverential  feeling.  Again,  masmuch  as  the  interval  of  the  second 
is  the  plainest  and  simplest  within  the  command  of  the  voice,  in  such  diction  as 
we  are  now  considering,  intervals  of  a  third,  a  fifth,  or  even  an  octave,  may  be 
heaid,  both  in  simple  intonations  and  in  waves.  Force,  too,  will  not  be  unvary- 
ingly applied,  but  wli  be  greater  or  less  according  as  energy  or  passion  may 
demand.  In  stress  the  equable  concrete  will  give  place  to  the  radical  or  to  the 
final,  to  express  energetic  resolve  ;  or,  in  the  language  of  pathos,  exaltation, 
reverence,  supplication,  and  so  on,  to  the  median — the  most  effective  of  all 
modes  for  the  expression  of  such  deep  feeling  as  is  compatible  with  slow  utter- 
ance. In  time  th^  rate  of  utterance  will  vary  with  the  syllabic  quantities,  these 
being  short  and  crisp  in  the  language  of  vivacious  conversation,  but  extended, 
and  with  distinct,  attenuated  vanishes,  in  grave  and  important  monologue.  In 
quality,  whenever  the  diction,  departing  from  its  simple  character,  becomes  per- 
vaded by  some  deep  emotion,  the  natural  mode  will  give  place  to  the  orotund. 
And  while  effusive  utterance  is  always  the  prevalent  mode,  it  will  give  place  to 
the  expulsive  mode  or  to  the  explosive,  when  energy  of  thought  or  force  of 
passion  requires  it  so. 

Thus,  as  the  diction  rises  from  plain  discourse  to  the  language  of  feeling,  the 
appropriate  vocal  expression  gathers  inter  sity  and  becomes  mo're  varied,  assumes, 
as  may  be  said,  brighter  colors  and  displays  greater  contrasts  ;  and  so,  in  the 
third  class  of  diction,  the  diction  of  passion,  it  displays  its  intensest  and  most 
vivid  modes— its  brightest  colors,  its  deepest  contrasts. 

As  it  is  in  a  general  sense  only,  that  diction  caa  be  understood  to  be  referrible 
to  three  classes,  so  also,  in  a  general  r«nse  only,  can  it  be  understood  that  any 
particu')!  sentence  or  passage  has  itL  appropriate  vocal  expression.  All  that  is 
intended  is  simply  this  :  an  analysis  of  the  sentence,  or  passage,  or  selection,  gives 
to  the  careful  student  a  certain  conception  of  the  quality  and  intensity  of  the 
feeling  or  passion  that  pervades  it ;  this  is  to  be  interpreted,  as  well  as  may  be, 
by  the  most  appropriate  vocal  signs  possible— the  whole  constituting  the  vocal 
expression  suitable  to  the  piece.  In  respect  to  its  pervading  emotion,  the  selec- 
tion will  have  what  is  called  a  drift,  or  general  tendency,  towards  one  of  those 
states  described  as  characteristic  of  the  diction  of  discourse,  the  diction  of  feel- 
ing, and  the  diction  of  passion,  respectively  ;  and  it  is  the  business  of  the  reader 
to  watch  for  this  drift,  which  of  course  may  vary  from  passage  to*  passage,  from 
sentence  to  scnlcncc,  and  sometimes  from  word  to  woiU,  uuU  to  interpret  it  as 
best  he  may. 
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To  indicate  what  modes  of  voice  utterance  are  n;,f„raii, 
the  expression  of  these  various  emotional  state  irS'it""  bTf"'^  T 
up.  one  by  one.  the  different  properties  of  the  voice   and    h  ,'     '°  '^^' 

which  they  are  manifested,  and  tfstate  briefly  and  i'n  ^^        ,  "'"     "'°^"  '" 
tional  state  or  drift  of  which  it  is  an  annrTn     ,  ^        ""'  *'''™''  '^^  ^'"°- 

.uahty  and  abruptness  this^Jln^ sXe^r:t:reT^^^^^^^^^  ^ 

then  must  for  himself,  if  he  wishes  to  apply  these  results    n^h     ^    I         ""^""^ 
selected  passage,  first  by  analysis  asc^rLk  what  .  ^^  ''^  ^"^  ""^  ""^ 

it  involves,  what  are  its  prevaiLg  dnT      Zn  in  T         ""'''°"''  -^^"^^^^  ^^^''^'^ 
voice  choose  the  suitable'mode  for  t  e  I     p^^^^^  P^P-^  °^  ^he 

drifts,  conjoin  the  selected  mode,  int^   '"^^rpretation  of  these  several  states  or 

form  the  tocal  expret^t  ^^     t.^nr  "^^^^^^^^^^^  Tl'  '"'  ^''  ''-' 
feacher,  or  the  teacher  and  student  ..  Ji^  Z/T  J/    .  ^  T""^''       ^'^ 

elsewhere,  sentences  or  passages  tfTfitT'  '^"""[^^.f^'^f''^'^  ^^^  Reader,  or 
should  te  written  .///Slw//;  r^^^^'^^f  ^  '^'^'-^  -'''^-'-  ^^- 

../.....  to  frequently  for  pracH^Z^  Z  Zi^Zi:^ :7 r'^^f:  ^'^  '^ 
tation.  culture  and  tn  vocal  interpre- 

I.  Pitch.   Pitch  must  be  considered  under  three  hn^ric  •  fi    * 
.he  prevailing  eleva.io„  of  .one  assumed  by  he    oL^, he  f  "h^  "  'f  "'"^  '° 
se„.ence,  passage,  or  sel-edon,  c^^.i  ,enerlZ"Zen,M^^t'°^       t  "'* 

..erri„g  ,o  .e  ~/o/.:t;er.r ^ra^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

in!hr:,ra"„t  *e':o:es°:;rr'  '^'^^ "'"-  ^--'"  p-^-^™ 

I.n,avbespoke„oL,„Z«  l,v/      H  V"  """'"8  ^  ^™'<="«  °r  passage. 

sponu  wi*  L  "»"«./;v^7^„:ttus,y'^„trjn  t°""  t- 

the  express  on  of  all  unimnas«,•,^„„^  .u      \.        "='V  "^■''^riDed.     It  is  natural  to 
livelier,  and  the  dee;rTrr  ^n^.^^;,^  ^^^^^^^^^^  ^^e 

relative  terms.     They  do  not  represent  fixed  fnH  H  7  "^'^  ^'"^  ""'^ 

and  all  that  can  be  said  is  that  forth!  W  ^"^  .''^'^"'^^  '"odes  of  utterance  ; 
lighter  feelings  and  e2  on  IhV,  .  rT'''""  °'  "^^^  "^^^  ^«  -"«d  the 
-  on,  also  for  the  expression  of  raiS  '  7  "  "''  ^°''  "^""^''°"'  ■"*--*•  --' 
I  laughter,  and  the  like  sentential  ^h';  ^T^'""^"^^^'  ^"morous  conversation, 
Pitch  is  appropriate    'and  r^^:^^^^^^^^^^  •^■.her  than  norn,ai 

be  called  the  graver  and  deeper  feel  ng     su  "h  [  '^'^'^P'^'-^'on  of  what  may 

and  melancholy,  and  the  more  impassioned  .       '  """"'''''''  '^""^'"'>''  ^''''' 

ror,  rage,  despair,  as  well  as  or  7e  eTe  1„T^^^^^^^  "  ''^^"^^'  '"^'''^^'  ^- 
thought,  sentential  pitch  of  a  21!^^  /"'^'"^ '*="""' '^"^  ""P'-«^^«''ve 
appropriate.     The  degree  of  eleven  anTd^^  ^'*^"  "°'-'"-'"  '^''^^  is 

thejudgment  and  good  taste  of  rreaTe^t^^^^^^^^^^  '"^"'     ''  ^y 

jth-s  degree  may  vary  from  passage  to  pallage   In,  Tom  '"  "'"'  '''^' 

jand  even  from  phrase  to  phrase  "  '  =c,ucncc  to  sentence. 

in  every  s,y,e  of  aic.ioa,  no  „,a.,er  how  untapassioned  i,  n,ay  be,  .here  wi„ 
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be  frequent  changes  in  the  train  of  thought,  and  frequent  changes  in  the  inten- 
sity of  feeling  ;  to  represent  these  changes  there  should  be  corresponding  varia- 
tions, or  tranaitionB  in  sentential  pitch.  These  transitions  also  serve  another 
purpose,  Tirxmely,  to  indicate  an  interpolated  or  parenthetical  idea.  In  making 
transitions  the  voice  follows  the  general  law  of  all  vocal  interpretation  ;  strong 
contrasts  in  thought  and  feeling  are  marked  by  transitions  of  wide  intervals,  and 
lesser  contrasts  by  lesser  intervals. 

Transitions  in  pitch  are  naturally  accompanied  by  corresponding  changes  in 
force,  rate  of  utterance,  and  phrasing ;  and,  like  all  other  modes  of  expression, 
these  receive  their  color  from  the  intensity  of  thought  and  feeling  of  which  they 
are  the  symbols.  For  example,  in  the  rendering  of  a  parenthetical  clause  (since,  as 
a  rule,  the  thought  expressed  in  the  parenthesis  is  of  less  gravity  than  the  thotight 
in  the  main  sentence),  the  voice  will  manifest  itself  in  lighter  force  and  generally 
in  quicker  movement,  that  is,  in  lighter,  less  contrasting  colors  ;  but  whether 
the  pitch  be  raised  or  lowered  depends  upon  the  sentential  pitch  appropriate  to 
the  main  sentence, — ifshould  be  in  contrast  with  that.  And  it  may  be  remarked 
in  passing,  that  the  reading  of  the  parenthesis  should  end  with  a  phrase  melody 
similar  to  that  appropriate  to  the  words  immediately  before  the  parenthesis,  so 
that  the  ear  may  naturally  be  carried  back  to  the  proper  place  in  the  main 
clause  for  the  continuation  of  the  expression  of  the  principal  thought. 

Radical  Pitch,  that  is,  the  pitch  with  which  the  opening  of  a  s)'llable  is 
uttered,  is  in  respect  of  appropriate  employment,  the  most  important  element  of 
readmg  or  speaking  ;  but  all  that  can  be  done  here,  is  to  call  attention  to  this, 
and  leave  the  student  to  exercise  his  taste  and  judgment  in  regard  to  its  use. 
The  importance  of  appropriately  varying  radical  pitch  so  as  to  impart  melody 
to  continued  utterance  will  be  seen  at  once  if  a  simple  sentence  (for  example, 
"  Tom  and  Jim  sat  on  a  log")  he  read,  first  in  that  monotonous  voice  (that  is, 
with  unvarying  radical  pitch)  so  often  heard  in  the  labored  reading  of  improperly 
taught  young  children,  and  then  with  those  appropriate  intonations  heard  in 
animated  colloquy.  When  properly  rendered,  even  if  read  with  but  little  ani- 
mation, each  syllable,  or  concrete,  passes  through  an  interval  of  a  se  :ond,  and 
the  several  syllables  are  discretely  uttered  ;  but  the  radical  pitch  varies  from 
syllable  to  syllable,  forming  a  diatonic  melody.  For  the  rendering  of  any  given 
sentence  in  appropriate  diatonic,  melody  positive  direction  as  to  the  order  of  suc- 
cession in  respect  of  radical  pitch  cannot  be  given  ;  the  same  words  may  \ie  uttered 
with  equal  appropriateness  in  many  varieties  of  melody.  The  ignoring  of  this 
fact  has  led  to  the  most  absurd  pretensions. 

A  group  of  two  or  three  syllabic  concretes  is  called  a  phrase  Of  melody ;  and 
as  phrases  vary  with  respect  to  pitch,  in  the  order  of  succession  of  the  radicals 
of  their  constituent  syllables,  they  receive  different  names  ;  such  as  the  mono- 
tone,  in  which  the  radicals  are  all  on  the  same  pitch  ;  and  the  ditone  and  the 
tritone,  groups  of  two  tones  and  three  tones  respectively,  with  radicals  of  dif- 
ferent pitch  ;  and,  again,  the  concretes  in  these  phrases  may  have  upward  or 
down-vvani  intonrtions  ;  but  nxcd  rules  cannot  be  laid  down  for  their  use.  Tlie 
reader  must  bear  in  mind,  however,  that  it  is  upon  the  tasteful  use  of  phrases 
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and  cadences  that  is.  upon  the  tasteful  employment  of  variation  in  radical  pitch 
that  the  n.elody  of  uttered  language  depends  ;  and  that  if  it  be  devo  d  of  th^i 
melody.  ,t  >s  both  wearisome  and  unimpressive  to  the  hearer 

The  mtonations  of  the  voice  must  necessarily  be  through  either  rising  in'er 
vals  or  falhng  intervals,  and  there  is  a  generic  difference  in  the  meaning  of  these 
The  rlsljag  interval  is  heard  naturally  at  the  end  of  a  direct  question  hat "' 
one  to  wh,ch  "  yes'^  or  '■  no"  is  an  expected  answer,  as  ^^Arelu  IZ.tlr' 
The  suspensive  tone  which  the  voice  assumes  at  the  end  of  the  inferrfga  "n  is 
md.cat.ve  of  ,ncomp,eteness  of  thought  ;  and  indication  of  incon.pltXu  L 
charactertstu  function  of  all  rising  intervals  '  J"^imess  ts  t/ie 

me  falUng  interval  is  heard  naturally  at  the  close  of  a  complete  statement 
as  "fa.n  here"  ;  and  hence,  W.  indicating  con^pleteness,  poltivenlT^soL 
Hon  are  appropnately  uttered  with  do.vnn.ard  intervals.     In  effecting  a  down 

Tnthi^h -rd ""  ^';  r"  ^^^"'^^  *"  °"^  °^  ^^°  ^^^^  ■■  ^'^^-  the  -Xix 

.n  which  ,t  descends  from  a  radical  pitch  at  or  near  the  current  tone  to  a  lowe; 
p.tch  or  Xh.  stronger  Mode,  in  which  it  assumes  discretely  a  radica  Jt  h  as 
much  a^ove  the  current  tone  as  the  emphasis  requires,  and  descends  on  rete^ 
either  to  the  current  tone  or  below  it.  ^""i-reieiy 

As  every  sentence  is  more  or  less  incomplete  until  the  end  is  reached  rising 
^"'ervalsare  the  rule  in  intonation,  and  falling  inter^-als  the  e.c^i  a"d  U 

1h  f  T".^y  °L""  "'"'  ^'''  ^°  ^^^^  f^"i"^  --ement  its  value  as  a 
mode  of  emphasis.  But  where  the  emphasis  is  that  of  doubt,  uncertl^my  sur 
prise,  or  interrogation,  the  suspensiveness  of  these  emotiona  states  is  a;pro 
pnately  expressed  by  rising  intonations  ;  and  hence,  too.  in  aU  "n  ences  in 
which  the  interrogative  element  is  strongly  present,  the  ri  ing  interval  shouW 
characterize  every  syllable  in  it,  and  the  sentences  Oe  uttered  with  interrott^e 
mtonations  throughout.  If  in  any  such  sentence,  a  particular  wori^o  c 
especially  emphasized,  th=s  is  effected  by  giving  to  the  word  a  low  rldi  afpit  h 
and  retaining  the  rising  interval  indicative  of  interrogation  ^ 

The  Width  Of  the  interval  depends,  as  is  natural,  upon  the  intensity  of  th. 
thought  or  emotion  of  which  the  concrete  is  intended  to  be  arrexp  s^^^^^  For 
example  suppose  the  statement,  "  Y^y,  ar.  the  culprit ,"  be  ansv^red  bv  he 
surprised  and  indignant  interrogation.  ■.  1 7  "  The  emphatic  word  here  used 
may  be  appropriately  uttered  with  intervals  of  a  tone  a  third  a  fi/th 
octave,  according  to  the  emphasis  supposed  necessary  '       ''^''  °^  ^" 

lanluLeTr?  ''  ""^^  ""f"  "^'^  ^'^""'  '^  '-^^  '"^^^^^^  ^"'"^'imes  heard  in 
|Occ'.ZXti"";  "/'':'"'  ^'''''  ^"'"'■""'  ^'^"^^^--'  compassion,  pit 
mode  of  ut  '    ■■"    ."''^  '"  ^'■'"''^"'^  "^^'°^y  ^^  ^"  appropriate  empliatL 

V   '^'"''•''"•"'"''serealfieiiiMitym  the  vocal  organs  and  a  high  degree  of 
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taste  in  the  reader.  Like  all  other  unusual  modes,  its  employment  lends  color 
and  contrast  to  utterance  ;  that  is,  it  makes  it  more  effective  for  the  purposes  of 
emphasis  or  distinction.  The  wave,  as  has  been  described,  is  a  concrete  with 
an  upward  and  a  downward  movement  united  ;  but  its  last  constituent  is  that 
which  most  affects  the  ear  and  leaves  upon  it  the  stronger  impression,  and  hence, 
especially  if  it  be  given  with  a  wide  interval,  its  dominant  characteristic  will 
be  that  of  the  second  movement;  for  example,  if  the  second  movement  be  up- 
ward, the  wave  may  express  interrogation  mingled  with  surprise  or  scorn  ;  if  the 
second  movement  be  downward,  the  wave  may  express  astonishment  mingled 
with  indignation.  The  intervals  which  are  given  to  the  wave  depend  upon  the 
diction  to  which  it  is  applied.  To  express  great  surprise  or  vehement  indigna- 
tion it  may  sweep  through  a  fifth  or  a  whole  octave.  In  these  extreme  modes 
the  wave  frequently  if  given  a  zoider  interval  in  thf  second  movement  than  in 
the  first,  and  its  effect  intensified  by  the  appropriate  use  of  stress,  and  (for  the 
expression  of  such  emotions  as  scorn,  contempt,  irony,  ridicule,  and  so  on)  of 
the  impure  qualities  of  voice  When  used  with  intervals  of  the  second,  the 
characieristics  of  direct  and  inverted  forms  lose  some  of  their  distinctness,  but 
in  this  degree  the  wave  is  effectively  used  to  put  into  relief  occasional  words  ;  or, 
with  median  stres^i  and  long  quantities,  to  give  to  the  otherwise  short  and  trip- 
ping character  of  the  second  a  dignified  and  impressive  effect  suited  to  the  ren- 
dering of  all  serious  and  important  diction  that  is  not  impassioned. 

The  Wave  of  the  Semitone  is  generally  employed  when  time,  or  syllabic 
quantity,  is  needed  as  an  element  in  the  expression  of  the  language  of  complaint 
or  pathos.     The  effect  is  much  the  same  whether  it  be  direct  or  indirect. 

The  Tremor  may  be  used  to  express  grief,  supplication,  tenderness,  in  which 
the  interval  through  which  it  ranges  may  be  wide,  or,  for  a  more  plaintive  effect, 
be  limited  to  the  semitone.  With  constituent  intervals  other  than  the  semitone 
(that  is,  of  a  tone  or  otherwise),  and  ranging  through  an  aggregate  interval  of  less 
or  greater  width,  it  may  be  used  to  express  laughter  ;  as,  for  example,  in  the 
utterance  of  the  syllables  "ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,"  which,  when  rapidly  effected, 
resembles  one  syllable  uttered  with  discrete  intervals.  Combined  with  stress, 
aspiration,  and  guttural  vibration,  in  suitable  modifications,  this  laughing  tone 
may  be  made  to  express  scorn,  derision,  -exultation,  triumph,  and  so  on. 

II.  Forcp:.  Force  must  be  considered  under  two  aspects  :  first,  as  to  the  de- 
gree of  its  intensity  in  the  utterance  of  syllables,  words,  phrases,  and  sentences  ; 
and  second,  as  to  the  form  of  its  application  in  the  utterance  of  the  concrete. 
When  the  term  is  used  without  qualification,  the  first  of  these  considerations  is 
intended  ;  when  the  second  is  intended,  force  is  generally  spoken  of  as  stress. 

Force  must  be  contradistinguished  from  loudness.  In  mere  loudness  the  vocal 
organs  are  comparatively  relaxed— the  intensity  of  sound  being  produced  by  the 
violent  discharge  of  a  great  volume  of  air  from  the  lungs.  In  forceful  utterance 
the  vocal  organs  are  compressed  and  tense,  and  though  the  volume  of  air  ef- 
fused be  small,  the  resulting  sound-vibrations  are  strong,  and  distinct,  and  of 
penetrating  power. 

In  respect  of  intensity,  force  may  be  manifested  in  infinity  variation,  but  the 
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degrees  usually  spoken  of  are  verj>  ligkt.  light,  moderate,  strong,  and  very  strong. 
As  with  all  other  modes,  these  degrees  will  vary  from  word  to  word,  and  from 
sentence  to  sentence  ;  and  great  judgment  and  taste  must  be  exercised  in  em- 
ploying them  so  that  they  appropriately  represent  the  intensity  of  the  thought 
and  feelmg  of  which  they  are  to  be  the  expression 

Moderate  Force  is  the  natural  expression  of  tranquillity,  and.  therefore,  of  all 
un>mpass.o„ed  d.ct.on.  As  the  diction  becomes  pervaded  by  the  more  positive 
emotions,  the  tones  of  the  voice  naturally  become  stronger.  Certainty  requires 
strong  force  w.th  pure  quality.  So  all  the  passions,  the  lighter  as  well  as  the 
more  vehement,  require  the  degree  of  force  to  be  heightened  :  cheerfulness  joy 
ecstacy.  requinng  force  moderately  strong;  and  anger,  hate,  terror.  rev;nge' 
being  suitably  rendered  by  very  strong  force.  Again,  doubt,  uncertainty,  secrecy' 
as  well  as  the  gentler  and  more  plaintive  emotions,  are  most  suitably  repre: 
sented  by  the  lighter  shades  of  force.  ^      ^ 

As  the  voice  assumes  the  intenser  modes  of  force,  the  vocal  organs  become 
more  and  more  compressed,  and  utterance  is  more  and  more  labored  ;  the  b  eaTh 
forced  out  cannot  all  be  vocalized;  the  voic  becomes  less  and  les  pure  and 
manifests  itself  in  the  a.pirate  and  guttural  qu.hties.  Hence,  strongl^pZ^, 
utterance  rn  ..npure  vocality.rather  than  mere  loudness  in  pure  Icaliiy  the 
appropriate  expression  for  all  the  intenser  passions.  ^ 

III.  Stress.  Stress  is  force  considered  with  respect  of  the  form  of  its  aoDlica 
tion  to  the  concrete.     Since  the  equable  concrete  is  the  natural  co lorL'ss  et 
press.on  of  unimpassioned  thought,  force  applied  to  any  part  of  it  chanis  ks 
character,  and  gives  it  a  more  or  less  significant  empha'sis.     The  th"e'm« 
usua  forms  of  stress  are  the  radical,  the  median,  and  \.  Jinal :  these  maTbe 

Idmt  f'b  n'f '''  '^""^^  °'  '°^^^-     '''^^''''^'  ^^--  -d  thorZgTtrl 
admit  of  but  little  variation.  ^ 

Radical  Stress,  to  some  extent  an  essential,  but  not  an  expressive  element  in 
the  equable  concrete,  is,  in  a  somewhat  stronger  form,  an  elemennnaH  utter 
ance  that  is  intended  to  be  vivid  and  energetic,  emphasizing  these  charac  r"  t  '^ 
by  Its  own  incisive  clearness.  The  more  animated  and  energetic  the  Scbn  he 
clearer  and  more  determined  should  be  the  opening  of  the  con  ete  tha  is  -the 
more  distinct  and  forcible  should  be  its  radical  strL  ;  while  inTraJer  lang^^^^^^ 
he  radical  stress  is  less  pronounced.     In  its  emphatic  degree  itTughtrno 

h^al' L teTfs  11  b'r T  ^  r ^"  '"°^^'  ^'"P-^^"^' ^  PecXnirv 
nrZl  ,        I  ^       ^^  •  '^°"^^'  ^°''  "^P^^'^1  emphasis,  it  may  be  appro 

Iv  ind,V  f  '     ""^  '^^'"'"^  '''^''  principally  in  this,  that  while  it  equal 

./^/.  .f  rtnection.      J^adtcal  stress  denotes,  as  it  were,  an  involuntary 

^^^ ^ J  energy. .Jinal  stress,  the  energy  or  Ji.edness  of  resove.     Hence    finll 
^res      s  app  op,,,,,  ,„  ,,^  ^^^^^^^.^^  ^^  ^^^^^^^^.^^    /^  nee    fina 

^  r'i "  'r^'"".  ^"°'^^-      ''  ^-"P*^-'-  "^^  characteri:;ics  c^wS 
andm    '^      M.        '""^'"'°""''°"^  '"^  '""'•^  decidedly  interrogatory  character 
and  making  falling  intonations  more  vehemently  and  passionafely  po^i^v 
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Median  Stress,  as  it  can  be  effectively  applied  to  none  but  indefinite  or 
mutable  syllables,  is  compatible  only  with  such  a  rate  of  utterance  as  will  permit 
of  these  receiving  long  quantities.  It  may  receive  any  degree  of  force,  from 
that  gentle  swell  which  indicates  a  tranquil  flow  of  emotion,  to  that  firm  and 
swelling  energy  which  is  the  appropriate  expression  of  the  language  of  elevated 
feeling.  With  the  wider  intervals  it  should  be  used  only  fo.-  occasional  em- 
phasis ;  but  in  its  lighter  forms  it  may  prevail  as  a  drift  of  dignified  expression. 
Median  stress,  being  always  necessarily  associated  with  long  quantity  in  syllables, 
is  not  an  appropriate  mode  in  the  langliage  of  colloquy,  or  in  vivacious  c  i 
course  of  any  kind.  It  is,  however,  the  fit  intf-rpreter  of  that  fervid  and  lofty 
imagination  which  clothes  itself  in  forms  of  g.ice  and  grandeur  ;  and  hence, 
with  intonations  and  waves  of  the  lesser  intervals,  with  medium  or  low  senten- 
tial pitch,  a  moderate  degree  of  force,  and  the  pure  or  orotund  quality,  it  is  the 
appropriate  expression  of  all  exalted  prose  and  poetry,  not  strongly  dramatic. 

Thorough  Stress  is  effected  by  continuing  the  force  and  fulness  of  the  radi- 
cal stress  throughout  the  whole  concrete.  Used  as  a  current  mode,  which 
should  be  but  rarely,  it  is  expressive  of  bluntness,  arrogance,  bravado  ;  and, 
with  short  quantities,  of  ignorant  coarseness.  Occasionally  it  may  be  used  in- 
stead of  final  stress  to  give  emphasis  to  a  syllable  whose  vanishing  movement  is 
but  little  capable  of  receiving  an  increase  of  force. 

Compound  Stress  combines  the  qualities  of  both  radical  and  final  stress  ;  it 
is  therefore  of  extreme  character,  and  can  be  only  occasionally  used.  With 
wide  intervals,  in  its  stronger  modes,  it  is  expressive  of  the  utmost  intensity 
orfeeling  ;  in  its  lighter  modes  it  is  the  natural  expression  of  strong  surprise. 

The  Loud  Concrete  is  simply  the  equable  concrete  uttered  with  greater  ful- 
ness of  breath  and  loudness  of  tone.  It  is  used  to  break  a  current  of  light  force 
for  the  sake  of  emphasizing  some  word  or  phrase  ;  and,  in  impassioned  disourse, 
it  may  be  used  as  a  current  n.ode,  individual  words  or  phrases  being  then  put  in 
relief  by  receiving  the  forcible  radical,  or  thorough, or  compound  stress. 

In  reference  to  stress  it  must  be  remembered  that,  as  with  all  other  varieties 
of  emphatic  utterance,  no  one  form  should  prevail  as  an  exclusive  mode.  Even 
a  prevalent  drift  of  thought  or  feeling  will  be  most  effectively  rendered  by  vocal 
signs  which  change  in  color  and  intensity  from  word  to  word.  It  must  also  be 
borne  in  mind  in  reference  both  to  force  an  Istress,  and  to  pitch  and  time  as  well, 
that  the  modes  wiiich  are  employed  must  sustain  a  suitable  relation  to  the  situ- 
ation and  surroundings  of  the  speaker.  Where  considerable  space  has  to  be 
filled  and  distance  overcome,  the  energy  of  utterance  should  be  correspondingly 
intense  ;  but  for  great  distances,  what  is  called  level  speaking  is  the  only  effec- 
tual mode,— that  is,  speaking  exclusively  in  those  tones  of  normal  pitch  in  which 
the  voice  has  most  penetrating  power,  with  force  of  almost  constant  intensity, 
and  in  a  somewhat  slow  movement  with  long  syllabic  quantities,  but  of  course 
with  as  much  needful  variation  of  expression  as  is  possible  within  these  limits. 
IV.  Time.  Time  is  rate  of  utterance.  It  comprehends  quantity,  or  rate  con- 
sidered in  reference  to  the  duration  of  individual  syllables  ;  nnd  mcwement,  or 
rate  considered  in  reference  to  the  utterance  of  syllables  and  words  in  succession. 
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I  With  it  may  be  considered  pauses,  or  cessations  of  the  voice,  helpful  in  the  ex- 
pression of  thought  and  feeling,  and  necessary  to  the  working  of  the  vocal 
mechanism. 

Quantity,  as  defined  above,  is  an  arbitrary  thing,  dependent  almost  entirely 
upon  the  will  of  the  speaker.  But  many  words  and  syllables  are  more  expres- 
sive of  their  meaning  when,  in  uttering  them,  the  voice  is  somewhat  prolonged, 
—hence  quantity  is  an  element  of  expression.  Again,  many  words  and  syllables 
can  receive  this  prolongation  of  utterance  more  readily  than  others,-- hence 
quantity  is  a  natural  element  of  spoken  language.  As  indefinite  syllables  are 
much  more  capable  of  prolongation  than  mutable  or  immutable  syllables,  they 
are  said  to  possess  long  quantity,  or,  more  shortly,  "to  possess  quantitv"  ; 
mutable  syllables  possess  quantity  in  a  less  degree,  and  immutable  syllables  are 
naturally  deficient  in  quantity. 

As  an  element  of  expression,  quantity  (that  is,  long  quantity)  lends  dignity  and 
grace  to  the  movement  of  the  voice,  and  affords  ground  for  the  display  of  those 
'  expressive  modes  of  vocal  action  which  are  incom.patible  with  the  rapid  or  ejacu- 
!  latory  utterance  of  the  concrete  ;  and  hence,  with  median  stress,  the  wave, 
moderate  intervals,  medium  or  low  sentential  pitch,  it  is  used  as  naturally  inter- 
pretative of  solemnity,  reverence,  awe,  deep  pathos,  ardent  admiration,  and 
all  elevated  emotion.  Colloquial  tones,  excited  argument,  wit,  raillery,  and  ail 
the  lighter  emotions,  require  for  their  expression,  brilliancy  rather  than  grace, 
and  so  are  more  fittingly  interpreted  by  short  quantity  and  radical  stress. 

The  discerning  reader,  in  his  work  of  vocal  interpretation,  will  not  fail  to  take 
advantage  of  the  inherent  character  of  syllables  with  respect  to  quantity.  Our 
language  abounds  in  indefinite  syllables  to  which  he  may  impart  whatever  quan- 
tity he  may  desire.  On  the  other  hand,  immutable  syllables,  while  not  admit- 
ting the  wave  and  the  median  stress,  are  eminently  fitted  to  receive  the  more 
forcible  forms  of  radical  stress  ;  and  mutable  syllables,  with  their  abrupt  closes 
i  permit  of  perfect  exemplifications  of  thorough  and  final  stress. 

Movement,  though  it  depends  for  its  slower  and  more  expressive  forms  upon 
the  capacities  of  syllables  for  the  reception  of  long  quantities,  is,  in  its  more 
rapid  forms,  quite  independent  of  syllabic  structure,  and  dependent  only  on  the 
will  of  the  speaker  ;  hence  it  may  be  spoken  of  as  being  altogether  under  his 
control.  A  medium  rate  of  utterance  is,  with  respect  to  time,  the  natural  ex- 
pression of  an  equable  flow  of  thought.  The  livelier  emotions  should  be  indicated 
by  quicker  ates,  and  hence,  cheerfulness,  joy,  vivacious  dialogue,  animated 
narration,  naturally  find  their  expression  in  movements  more  or  less  brisk,  with 
short  quantities,  varied  intonations,  and  pitch  higher  than  the  normal ;  the 
more  vehement  emotions,  eagerness,  anger,  excited  anxiety,  demand  si'n.ply 
heightened  forms  of  these  modes.  Contrariwise,  thought  of  grave  and  medi- 
tative character,  admiration,  reverence,  and  all  the  deeper  and  calmer  feelings, 
require  a  deliberative,  slow-timed  utterance,  with  long  quantites  for  accented 
syllables,  and  extended  time  for  even  unaccented  syllables.  As  these  serious 
emotions  become  stronger  and  deeper,  the  syllabic  quantities  become  proportion- 
I  ately  longer,  and  with  impressive  median  swells,   orotund  quality,  low  pitch, 
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waves  and  simple  intonations  of  the  second,  frequent  phrases  in  monotone,  and 
an  occasional  tremor,  constitute  the  most  impressive  utterance  of  adoration. 

Occasionally  an  abrupt  change  in  quantity,  or  movement,  may  be  employed  as 
a  mode  of  emphasis,  either  positive  or  negative  ;  for  example,  in  a  current  of 
rapid  movement,  a  word  may  be  put  into  strong  relief  by  being  uttered  with 
quantity  much  extended  ;  contrariwise,  a  parenthetical  or  explanatory  phrase 
is  usually  touched  upon  lightly  and  with  a  more  rapid  movement  than  that  of 
the  current  in  which  it  is  found. 

Pause  may  be  used  as  an  element  in  the  expression  of  thought  simply,  that  is, 
as  a  help  to  the  interpretation  of  the  mere  sense  of  the  words  read;  or,  more 
emphatically,  as  an  element  in  the  expression  of  feeling  and  emotion.     As  inter- 
pretative of  thought,  pauses  should  correspond  mainly  with  the  graphical  marks 
of  punctuation.     Two  things,  however,  must  be  borne  in  mind  :  ^rst,  the  use  of 
punctuation  marks  in  writing  and  in  printing  is  always  more  or  less  an  arbitrary 
matter,  scarcely  any  two  authors  agreeing  in  their  employment  of  them  ;  and 
therefore  the  reader's  own  good  sense  must  be  to  him  his  principal  authority  as 
to  the  closeness  with  which  he  follows  them  ;  and  second,  pauses  are  to  an  audi- 
tor what  punctuation  marks  are  intended  to  be  to  a  reader.     But.  whereas  the 
eye  may  constantly  keep  within  its  vision  the  relation  of  each  word  uttered,  both 
to  those  which  preceded  it  and  to  those  which  are  to  follow,  the  ear  hears  the 
words  that  are  read  only  ictus  by  ictus,  stroke  by  stroke,  and  therefore  can  not 
aid  the  mind  to  grasp  this  relation — the  memory  alone  helping  to  do  that ;  and 
hence,  in  reading,  pauses  should  be  more  frequent,  and  perhaps  more  pro- 
longed, than  the  punctuation  marks  might  seem  to  necessitate.     The  reader 
should  also  bear  in  mind  that  even  the  plainest  and  simplest  diction,  or  that  re- 
quiring the  most  rapid  utterance,  may  be  so  marked  by  appropriate  pauses  that 
those  stoppages  of  the  voice  necessarily  required  for  inspiration,  shall  never 
occur  except  when  they  assist  to  interpret  the  sense, — they  must  not  interrupt  it. 
As  interpretative  of  emotion  pauses  do  not  necessarily  correspond  to  gram- 
matical structure  ;  but,  as  with  all  the  modes  of  expression  previously  considered, 
their  frequency  and  length— their  only  modifications— must  harmonize  with  the 
feeling  which  they  are  to  assist  in  inferpreting.     In  length,  for  example,  they 
should  correspond  with  the  movement  of  ■which  they  may  be  said  to  form  a  part ; 
when  the  movement  is  slow,  as  in  the  expression  of  awe,  reverence,  and  the  like, 
they  are  naturally  long  ;  in  the  brisk  mc  /ement  required  to  interpret  the  livelier 
emotions,  they  should  be  short.     As  a  mode  of  emphasis  pause  serves  to  fix  the 
attention  of  the  li»arer, — either  backward  upon  a  word  or  phrase,  that  the  mind 
may  dwell  upon  it,  or  forward  to  awaken  curiosity  and  expectation  :  it  is  evident 
then  that  a  frequent  use  of  it  for  this  purpose  would  destroy  its  value. 

Pauses  may  be  used  in  retding  to  simulate  an  appropriate  labor  of  utterance, 
as  when  the  mind  is  supposed  to  be  overcome  by  sorrow,  or  disturbed  by  anger. 
At  such  times  also,  they  serv^e  as  fit  rests  for  the  voice  in  its  efforts  to  express 
the  disturbed  condition  of  t'le  mind,  and  as  appropriate  avenues  for  the  escape  of 
emotion  otherwise  than  by  vocality,  as  by  sighing.  Pauses  should  be  used  also 
to  indicate  sudden  transitions  from  one  state  of  emotion  to  another. 
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I.    KING   SOLOMON'S   PRAYER   AND   BLESSING   AT  THE 
DEDICATION  OF  THE  TEMPLE. 


From  THE  First  Book  of  Kings. 
Translated  i6ii~Revised  tSSj. 

Then  Solomon  assembled  the  elders  of  Israel,  and  all 
the  heads  of  the  tribes,  the  princes  of  the  fathers'  houses 
of  the  children  of  Israel,  unto,  king  Solomon  in  Jerusa- 
lem, to    ring  up  the  ark  of  the  covenant  of  the  Lord  out 
of  the  city  of  David,  which  is  Zion.     And  all  the  men 
of  Israel  assembled  themselves  unto  king  Solomon   at 
the  feast,  in  the  month  Ethanim,  which  is  the  seventh 
month.     And   all   the   elders  of  Israel   came,   and   the 
priests  took  up  the  ark.     And  they  brought  up  the  ark 
of  the  Lord,  and  the  tent  of  meeting  and  all  the  holy 
vessels  t^nr  were  in  the  Tent ;  even  these  did  the  priests 
and  the  Levites  bring  up.     And  king  Solomon  and  all 
the   congregation  of  Israel,  that  were  assembled  unto 
him,  were  with  him  before  the  ark,  sacrificing  sheep  and 
oxen,  that  could  not  be  told  nor  numbered  for  multi--Ho 
And  the  priests  brought  in  the  ark  of  the  covenan.  of 
the  Lord  unto  its  place,  into  the  oracle  of  the  house  to 
the   most  holy   place,    even   under  the  wino-c:   nf   \\.^ 
cherubim.     For  the  cherubim  spread  forth  their  wings 
over  the  place  of  the  ark,  and  the  cherubim  covered  the 
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ark  and  the  staves  thereof  above.  There  was  nothing 
in  the  ark  save  the  two  tables  of  stone  which  Moses  put 
there  at  Horeb,  when  the  Lord  made  a  covenant  with 
the  children  of  Israel,  when  they  came  out  of  the  land 
of  Egypt.  And  it  came  to  pass,  when  the  priests  were 
come  out  of  the  holy  place,  that  the  cloud  filled  the 
house  of  the  LoRD,  so  that  the  priests  could  not  stand 
to  minister  by  reason  of  the  cloud  :  for  the  glory  of  the 
Lord  filled  the  house  of  the  Lord. 

Then  spake  Solomon,  The  LORD  hath  said  that  he 
would  dwell  in  the  thick  darkness.     I  have  surely  built 
thee  an  house  of  habitation,  a  place  for  thee  to  dwell  in 
for  ever.     And   the   king  turned   his   face   about,  and 
blessed    all    ,the    congregation  .of  Israel :  and   ail   the 
congregation  of  Israel  stood.     And  he  said,  Blessed  be 
the  Lord,   the   God  of  Israel,  which   spake  with   his 
mouth  unto  David  my  father,  and  hath  with  his  hand 
fulfilled  it,  saying,  Since  the  day  that  I  brought  forth 
my  people   Israel  out  of  Egypt,  I  chose  no  city  out  of 
all  the  tribes  of  Israel  to  build  an  house,  that  my  name 
might  be  there  ;  but  I  chose  David  to  be  over  my  people 
Israel.     Now  it  was  in  the  heart  of  David  my  father  to 
Duild   an   house  for  the  name  of  the   Lord,  the  God 
of  Israel.     But  the  Lord  said   unto   David  my  father, 
Whereas  it  was   in   thine  heart  to  build  an  house  for 
my  name,  thou  didst  well  that  it  was  in  thine  heart: 
nevertheless  thou  shalt  not  build  the  house  ;  but  thy  son 
that  shall  come  forth  out  of  thy  loins,  he  shall  build  the 
house  for  my  name.     And  the  Lord  hath  established 
his  word  that  he  spake  ;  for  I  am  risen  up  in  the  room 
of  David  my  father,  and  sit  on  the  throne  of  Israel,  as 
the  Lord  promised,  and  have  built  the  house  for  the 
name  of  the  Lord,  the  God  of  Israel.     And  there  have 


SOLOMON'S  PRAYER  AND  BLESSING.  jj 

[ol'  ^wV^'  '^'  "'^'  "''"<='■"  '^  'he  covenant  of  the 
LORD,  which  he  made  with  our  fcth»,=      i,  '"''""= 

them  out  of  the  land  of  Egy^  '       ""  ""^  ''™"^''* 

theX'ntT:,,rcontL?^^'r,°^'''^  ^°-  ■•" 
forth  his  hands  towa^h^r  a"nd  he"!  ^^^  ?'''" 
the  God  of  Israel,  there  is  .oG^iu^tZ'^,"''' 
above,  or  on  earch  beneath  •  wK„  i,  '        ''^^'"'" 

mercy  with  thy  sen-ants  t^^ti^K^f  '°^'="^"'  ^"^ 
their  heart :  who  hit  klfwith  th  ^'"^'^  *^"  "'*  '"' 
father  that  which  thou  dLsT  Im-  'T"'  ""'"'  ""^ 
sparest  With  thymouth,t?h  ™,  -;S  *°" 

ft;a:.'t?t?th^°-'''-^°-°^^^^ 
wh.ch  th;u^Zt^;::iitr:ir  sa^-^  xTerf:;:;,  r 

-l^rcLidr^sreSfd^^ 

verged,  whichlori'ett  2oThy 'seLTo*^:'  "^ 
athe.     But  wi„  God  in  ve^.  deed'^X^  thH  rt^^ 
Dehold,  heaven  and  the  heavpn  of  u 

thee  this  dav  •  th Jth,^  ^     "^^"^  P-'^y^"^  before 

house  nighTand  a^  rveTLrj;,':;''^';  '"  """^ 
thou  hast  said,  My  na'meTaU  bSre  J^\"'"^°' 
the  prayer  which  thy  servant  sh.T '  '^''"  ""'° 

£!„.^"3  tr' ™  thttSar  :r.  S 

i^  yea,  hear  thou  in  heaven  thy  dwelhng 
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place  :  and  when  thou  hearest,  forgive.  If  a  man  sin 
against  his  neighbour,  and  an  oath  be  laid  upon  hjm  to 
cause  him  to  swear,  and  he  come  and  swear  before  thine 
altar  in  this  house:  then  hear  thou  in  heaven,  and  do, 
and  judge  thy  servants,  condemning  the  wicked,  to  bring 
his  way  upon  his  own  head  ;  and  justifying  the  righteous, 
to  give  him  according  to  his  righteousness.  When  thy 
people  Israel  be  smitten  dowri  before  the  enemy,  because 
they  have  sinned  against  thee  ,  if  they  turn  again  to 
thee  and  confess  thy  name,  and  pray  and  make  suppli- 
cation unto  thee  in  this  house  :  then  hear  thou  in  heaven, 
and  forgive  the  sin  of  thy  people  Israel,  and  bring  then, 
again  unto  the  land  which  thou  gavest  unto  their  fathers. 
When  heaveA  is  shut  up,  and  there  is  no  rain,  because 
they  have  sinned  against  thee  ;  if  they  pray  toward 
this  place,  and  confess  thy  name,  and  turn  from  their 
sin,  when  thou  dost  afflict  them  :  then  hear  thou  in 
heaven,  and  forgive  the  sin  of  ihy  servants,  and  of  thy 
people  "srael,  when  thou  teachest  them  the  good  way 
wherein  they  should  walk  ;  and  send  rain  upon  thy  land, 
which  thou  hast  given  to  thy  people  for  an  inheritance.' 
If  there  be  in  the  land  famine,  if  there  be  pestilence,  if 
there  be  blasting  or  mildew,  locust  or  caterpiller  ;  if 
their  enemy  besiege  them  in  the  land  of  their  cities  ; 
whatsoever  plague,  whatsoever  sickness  there  be  ;  what 
prayer  and  supplication  soever  be  made  by  any  man,  or 
by  all  thy  people  Israel,  which  shall  know  every  man  the 
plague  of  his  own  heart,  and  spread  forth  his  hands 
toward  this  house :  then  hear  thou  in  heaven  thy 
dwelhng  place,  and  forgive,  and  do,  and  render  unto  every 
man  according  to  all  his  ways,  whose  heart  thou  knowest; 

I  for  thnu   f»vfr«n   fh*^"   '^'^K''    \yn^rr,r^^L.  *.u_   i -^  _  _r     11  .i 

^ —  -i-_i_, ..!!.,„  ^-1,1^-,  rwtiijvVcBt  LUC  Hearts  ui  aii  tne 

children  of  men ;)  that  they  may  fear  thee  all  the  days 
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fathers.     Moreover  concerning  the  stranger,  that  is  not  of 
hy  people  Israel,  when  he  shall  come  out  of  a  far  country 
for  thy  name's  sake  ;  (fur  they  shall  hear  of  thy  gre« 
name  and  of  thy  mighty  hand,  and  of  thy  stretched  ou 
arm  :    when  he  shall  come  and  pray  towa'^d  this  house 

to  ."iuK  VI  "''"  *^  ''"^"'"^  P'^^^'  «"'!  do  according 
to  al  that  the  ..^ranger  calleth  to  thee  for;  that  all  th! 
peoples  of  the  earth  may  know  thy  name,  to  fear  chee  a 

thTs  hl^"^  '"v  K  ,  r  -  """^  *=*'  *^>'  "^-y  '<"°-  that 
th,s  house  which  I  have  built  is  called  by  thy  name      If 

thy  people  go  out  to  battle   against  their  enemy    by 

whatsoever  way  thou  shalt  send  them,  and  they'^pray 

andV      ^^'r^'^  *^  "'^  "'''■^•'  *ou  hast  choseT 
and  toward  the  house  which  I  have  built  for  thy  name 
hen  hear  thou  in  heaven  their  prayer  and  their  supplTca-' 
t  on,  and  mamtain  their  cause.     I,  they  sin  againsfthee 

£  th"  '^  "?.*:;?  ''^'  ^'""^*  "<"-)  -^  "'-  be  am  ry 
carrtm  T  '^^'■^^^">^"'  '°  *-  enemy,  .so  that  ^hey 
far?^ff  ^^^  '^P"^"  ""'°  *"=  '^"-^  "'  *e  enemy 

tt  t:  'z^z:^:^^:^^^'^-  ■^' 

a.ain,  and  make  sup;yaLTrHr^^;hetnd"of 
hem  that  carried  them  captive,  saying,  We  have  signed 

arid  have  done  perversely,  we  have  dealt  wickedly  if 
hey  return  unto  thee  with  all  their  heart  and  wi  h  'a 

he'm  Tp  ,::  f  h'""  "'  '"^''^  ^"^'"■■^^-  -hich  c" 
tnem  capt.ve,  and   pray  unto  thee  toward    their  land 

wh,ch  thou  gavest  unto  their  fathers,  the  city  whi  h  Zu 
hast  chosen,  and  the  house  which   I   have  buMt  for  th 
name  :  then  hear  thou  their  t,r.v..  .^^X;.  "  _'.f°'  .^^ 
.n  heaven  thy  dwelling  plac;,"  and  mTintin  ZrcTuTe" 
-g.ve  thy  people  which  have  sinned  aga^^st  thee* 
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and  all  their  transgressions  wherein  they  have  trans- 
gressed against  thee  ;  and  give  them  compassion  before 
those  who  carried  them  captive,  that  they  may  have 
compassion  on  them  :  for  they  be  thy  people,  and  thine 
inheritance,  which  thou  broughtest  forth  out  of  Egypt, 
from  the  midst  of  the  furnace  of  iron  :  that  thine  eyes 
may  be  open  unto  the  supplication  of  thy  servant,  and 
unto  the  supplication  of  thy  people  Israel,  to  hearken 
unto  them  whensoever  they  cry  unto  thee.  For  thou 
didst  separate  them  from  among  all  the  peoples  of  the 
earth,  to  be  thine  inheritance,  as  thou  spakest  by  the 
hand  of  Moses  thy  servant,  when  thou  broughtest  our 
fathers  out  of  Egypt,  O  Lord  GOD. 

And  it  was  ^o,  that  when  Solomon  had  made  an  end 
of  praying  all  this  prayer  and  supplication  unto  the 
Lord,  he  arose  from  before  the  altar  of  the  Lord,  from 
kne«  ling  on  his  knees  with  his  hands  spread  forth  toward 
heaven.  And  he  stood,  and  blessed  all  the  congregation 
of  Israel  with  a  loud  voice,  saying.  Blessed  be  the  LORD, 
that  hath  given  rest  unto  his  people  Israel,  according  to 
all  that  he  promised  :  there  hath  not  failed  one  word  of 
all  his  good  promise,  which  he  promised  by  the  hand  of 
Moses  his  servant.  The  Lord  our  God  be  with  us,  as 
he  was  with  our  fathers  :  let  him  not  leave  us,  nor 
forsake  us  :  that  he  may  incline  our  hearts  unto  him,  to 
walk  in  all  his  ways,  and  to  keep  his  commandments, 
and  his  statutes,  and  his  judgments,  which  he  commanded 
our  fathers.  And  let  these  my  words,  wherewith  I  have 
made  supplication  before  the  LORI),  be  nigh  unto  the 
Lord  our  God  day  and  night,  that  he  maintain  the  cause 
of  his  servant,  and  the  cause  of  his  people  Israel,  as 
every  day  shall  require  :  that  all  the  peoples  of  the  earth 
may  know  that  the  Lord,  he  is  God  ;  there  is  none  else. 
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Let  your  heart  therefore  be  perfect  with  the  Lord  our 
God  to  walk  in  his  statutes,  and  to  keep  his  command- 
ments as  at  this  day.  And  the  king,  and  all  Israel  with 
tiim,  offered  sacrifice  before  the  Lord. 


II.     INVITATION. 


/''rom  Isaiah. 
Translated  i6ii~Revised  i88j. 

Ho,  every  one  that  thirsteth,  come  ye  to  the  waters 
and  he  that  hath  no  money ;  come  ye,  buy,  and  eat ;  yea' 
come,  buy  wme  and  milk  without  money  and  without' 
price.  Wherefore  do  ye  spend  money  for  that  which  is 
not  bread  ?  and  your  labour  for  that  which  satisfieth  not  ? 
hearken  djhgently  unto  me,  and  eat  ye  that  which  is 
good,  and  let  your  soul  delight  itself  in  fatness.  Incline 
your  ear  and  come  unto  me  ;  hear  and  your  soul  shall 
hv.  :  and  I  will  make  an  everlasting  covenant  witL  yo 
even  the  sure  mercies  of  David 

hi^'^'ir  '^  ^°'"'  ^•'"^  ^^  """^y  ^  ''°""d,  call  ye  upon 
hm  while  he  IS  near:  let  the  wicked  forsake  L  way" 
and  the  unrighteous  man  his  thoughts  :  and  let  him  re 
turn  unto  the  LoK.i,  and  he  will  hL  mercy  u^on  him 

thou' ht"""  ''"'■  ''"■  "^-^  "'"  '"^"-'^"''y  P-don.     FoJ  my' 
thoughts  are  not  your  thoughts,  neither  are  your  ways 

than  r'  "'i^  ''"^  '■'"'"■     "'"'  '^  ""^  l^™  -e  highe 

Ind  mv  .r  ;,  "  r  ""^  "''>'■''  •''eh^'-  *an  your  ways 
and  my  thoughts  than  vn„r  fi,„.,„i,...  ,:._  -^  ,.  V' 
rnmoth  ^,      ~      J    .       ■■  "" "S'-'i.     1  ur  as  tne  rain 

nor  tlitherT  T  '''  I"""  ''""^  '"^^^^■"'  ''"'•  -'-neth 
not  thither,  but  watereth  the  earth,  and  maketh  it  bring 
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forth  and  bud,  and  giveth  seed  to  the  sower  and  bread  to 
the  eater  ;  so  shall  my  word  be  that  goeth  forth  out  of 
my  mouth  :  it  shall  not  return  unto  me  void,  but  it  shall 
accomplish  that  which  I  please,  and  it  shall  prosper  in 
the  thing  whereto  I  sent  it.  For  ye  shall  go  out  with 
joy,  and  be  led  forth  with  peace  :  the  mountains  and  the 
hills  shall  break  forth  before  you  into  singing,  and  all  the 
trees  of  the  field  shall  clap  their  hands.  Instead  of  the 
thorn  shall  come  up  the  fir  tree,  and  instead  of  the  brier 
.shall  come  up  the  myrtle  tree  :  and  it  shall  be  to  the 
Lord  for  a  name,  for  an  everlasting  sign  that  shall  not 
be  cut  ofT 


III.    THE   TRIAL   SCENE   IN   THE    ''MERCHANT   OF 

VENICE."* 


William  Shakesi-eare.— 1564-1616. 

Scene— h  Court  of  Justice.     Present—Tn^  Duke,  the  Magni- 

ficoes,  Antonio,  Bassanio,  Gratiano,  Solanio,  and  others. 

Duke.  What,  is  Antonio  here  ? 

Antonio.  Ready,  so  please  your  grace. 

Duke.  I  am  sorry  for  thee  :  thou  art  come  to  answer 
A  stony  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Antonio.  i  have  heard 

Your  grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualify 
His  rigorous  course ;  but  since  he  stands  obdurate, 
And  ';hat  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 


^*  As^an  introduction  read  "The  Merchant  of  Venice."  Fourth  Reader. 
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T//E  ''MERCHANT  OF  VENICE:' 

Out  of  his  envy's  reach,  I  do  oppose 
My  patience  to  his  fury  ;  and  \m  arm'd 
To  suffer,  with  a  quietness  of  spirit, 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  one,  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  court. 

So/anio.  He's  ready  at  the  door :  he  comes,  my  lord. 

Enter  Shvlock. 

Duke.  Make  room,  and  let  him  stand  before  our  face. 

Shylock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  so  too. 

That  thou  but  lead'st  this  fashion  of  thy  malice 

To  the  last  hour  of  act ;  and  then  'tis  thought 

Thou'lt  show  thy  mercy  and  remorse,  more  strange 

Than  is  thy  strange  apparent  cruelty ; 

And  where  thou  now  exact'st  the  penalty, — 

Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flesh, — 

Thou  wilt  not  only  loose  the  forfeiture, 

But,  touch'd  with  human  gentleness  and  love, 

Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal ;      • 

(ilancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  losses. 

That  have  of  late  so  huddled  on  his  back, 

Enough  to  press  a  royal  merchant  down 

And  pluck  commiseration  of  his  state 

From  brassy  bosoms  and  rough  hearts  of  flint, 

From  stubborn  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  train'd 

To  oflices  of  tender  courtesy. 

We  all  t  \pect  a  gentle  answer,  Jew. 

Shylock.  I  have  possess'd  your  grace  of  what  I  purpose  ; 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  sworn 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond  : 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 
I' pen  your  charter  and  your  city's  freedom. 
You'll  o«;k  m»^   whv  T  r^i-'^p*'  ^h'^-^'--^  ^-^  u„..- 

A  weight  of  carrion  flesh  than  to  receive 
Tnree  thousand  ducats  :  I'll  not  answer  that : 
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But,  say,  it  is  my  humor ;  is  it  answer'd  ? 

What  if  my  house  be  troubled  with  a  rat,  \ 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thousand  ducats 

To  have  it  ban'd  ?    What,  are  you  answer'd  yet  ? 

Some  men  there  are  love  not  a  gaping  pig ; 

Some,  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a  cat ; 

And  others,  when  the  bagpipe  sings  i'  the  nose. 

Cannot  contain  themselves  :  for  affection. 

Master  of  passion,  sways  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes,  or  loathes.     Now,  for  your  answer : 

As  there  is  no  firm  reason  to  be  render'd, 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig  ; 

Why  he,  a  harmless  necessary  cat ; 

Why  he,  a  wopllen  bagpipe,— but  of  force 

Must  yield  to  such  inevitable  shame 

As  to  offend,  himself  being  offended  ; 

So  can  I  give  no  reason,  nor  I  will  not. 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate  and  a  certain  loathing 

I  bear  Antonio,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  losing  suit  against  him.     Are  you  answer'd  ? 

Bassanio.    I'his  is  no  answer,  thou  unfeeling  man, 
To  excuse  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shylock.  I  am  not  bound  to  please  thee  with  my  answer. 
Bassanio.  Do  all  men  kill  the  things  they  do  not  love  ? 
Shylock.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 
Bassanio.  Every  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  first. 
Shylock.  What,  would'st  thou  have  a  serpent  sting  thee  twice 
Antonio.  I  pray  you,  think  you  question  with  the  Jew. 
You  may  as  well  go  stand  upon  the  beach. 
And  bid  the  main  flood  bate  his  usual  height ; 
You  may  as  well  use  question  with  the  wolf. 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb ; 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noise. 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gusts  of  heaven  j 


THE  ''MERCHANT  OF  VENICE^ 

fou  may  as  well  do  anything  most  hard, 

^s  seek  to  soften  that— than  which  what's  harder  ?— 

lis  Jewish  heart :  therefore,  I  do  beseech  you, 

lake  no  more  offers,  use  no  further  means, 

iut,  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency. 

Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 
Bassanio.  For  thy  three  thousand  ducats  here  is  six. 
Shy  lock.  If  every  ducat  in  six  thousand  ducats 

^ere  in  six  parts,  and  every  part  a  ducat, 

would  not  dra-  •  fhem  ;  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke.  Ho^    *.u.,   fiiou  hope  for  mercy,  rend'ring  none  ? 

Shy  lock.  W  .at  ji^  ^ment  shall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong  ? 
fou'  have  am^       ^  ju  many  a  purchas'd  slave, 

^hich,  like  your  asses,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules, 
[ou  use  in  abject  and  in  slavish  parts, 
lecause  you  bought  them  :  shall  I  say  to  you, 
let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 

%  sweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
le  made  as  soft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
|e  season'd  with  such  viands  ?    You  will  answer, 
I  The  slaves  are  ours  :"  so  do  I  answer  you  ; 
pe  I.    md  of  flesh,  which  I  demand  of  him, 

dearly  bought ;  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it : 
'you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law  ! 
Ihere  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice, 
[stand  for  judgment :  answer ;  shall  I  have  it  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  power  I  may  dismiss  this  court, 
[nless  Bellario,  a  learned  doctor, 
rhom  I  have  sent  for  to  determine  this, 
)me  here  to-day. 
'  Solanio.  My  lord,  here  stays  without 

messenger  with  letters  from  the  doctor, 
|ew  come  from  Padua 
Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters  ;  call  the  messenger. 
Y^^^scinio,  Good  cheer,  Antonio  !    What,  man,  courage  yet  I 
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The  Jew  shall  have  my  flesh,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Ere  thou  shalt  lose  for  me  one  drop  of  blood.  .^ 

Antonio.  I  am  a  tainted  wether  of  the  flock, 
Meetest  for  death  :  the  weakest  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earliest  to  the  ground,  and  so  let  me  : 
You  cannot  better  be  employ'd,  Bassanio, 
Than  to  live  still,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

Enter  Nerissa,  dressed  like  a  lawyer's  clerk. 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  ? 

Nerissa.  From  both,  my  lord  :  Bellario  greets  your  grace. 

\Presents  a  letteA 

Bassanio.  Why  dost  thou  whet  thy  knife  so  earnestly  ? 

Shylock.  To  cut  the  forfeiture  from  that  bankrupt  there. 

Gratiano.  Not  on  thy  sole,  but  on  thy  soul,  harsh  Jew, 
Thou  mak'st  thy  knife  keen  ;  but  no  metal  can. 
No,  not  the  hangman's  axe,  bear  half  the  keenness 
Of  thy  sharp  envy.     Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 

Shylock.  No,  none  that  thou  hast  wit  en    igh  to  make. 

Gratiano.  O,  be  thou  damn'd,  mexorable  dog  ! 
And  for  thy  life  let  justice  be  accus'd. 
Thou  almost  mak'st  me  waver  in  my  faith. 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  souls  of  animals  infuse  themselves 
Into  the  trunks  of  men  :  thy  currish  spirit 
(lovern'd  a  wolf,  who,  hang'd  for  human  slaughter. 
Even  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  soul  fleet, 
And,  whilst  thou  lay'st  in  thy  unhallow'd  dam, 
Infus'd  itself  in  thee  ;  for  thy  desires 
Are  >volfish,  bloody,  starv'd,  and  ravenous. 

Shylock.  Till  thou  canst  rail  the  seal  from  off  my  bond, 
Thou  but  offend'st  thy  lungs  to  speak  so  loud : 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  ynuth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  cureless  ruin.     I  stand  here  for  law. 
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Duke.  This  letter  from  Bellario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  doctor  to  our  court  :— 
Where  is  he  ? 

Nerissa.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by, 
To  know  your  answer,  whether  you'll  admit  him 

/;./. W  h  all  my  heart.-Some  three  or  fou;  of  you 
(.0  give  him  courteous  conduct  to  this  place  — 
Meantime  the  court  shall  hear  Bellario's  letter 

w  tun,M  „W  many  booh  Jethert       T    ^^ '"'"''''''' ' 

Ueno/I,,„„ot  enough  .-o.n.nn.J,  .«. J^^lf  f  " 

yr'uxity,  to  fill  up  your  grab's  r^J^'^  "'j  ""l 

.-,  letMsla^k  of  years  be  no  IpeZ^      t  kLZ' 

I ,  ^"^-  ^™  hear  the  learned  Bellario,  what  he  write,  • 
[And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  doctor  come.-  ' 

Enter  Portia,  dressed  lite  a  doctor  of  lam. 

iGive  me  your  hand  :  came  you  from  old  Bellario^ 
I    fortia.  I  did,  my  lord. 

he  you  acquamted  with  the  ^ :„::'°"'^ '  '^^^  ^"^  P'-' 

\p  ''"''^V''''  P'^'™'  l"-^^"""  '•"  «he  court  > 

Vhicht.h    " '"f"'^''' "'~"e'"y  °f 'he  cause, 
hu-h  ,s  the  merchant  here,  and  which  th.  I„..  , 

^2  A"to  ,0  and  old  Shylock,  both'stand  forth. 
^orlta.  Is  yourname  Shylock  ? 
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Shyhck.  Shylock  is  my  name. 

Portia.  Of  a  strange  nature  is  the  suit  you  follow ; 
Yet  in  such  rule  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you  as  you  do  proceed. — 
You  stand  within  his  danger,  do  you  not?  \To  Antoniq 

Antonio.  Ay,  so  he  says. 

Portia.  Do  you  confess  the  bond  ? 

Antonio.  I  do. 

Portia.  Then  must  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shylock.  On  what  compulsion  must  I  ?    Tell  me  that. 

Portia.  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strain'd  ; 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath  :  it  is  twice  bless'd  ; 
It  blesseth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes : 
'Tis  mightiest' in  the  mightiest :  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown  ; 
His  sceptre  shows  che  force  of  temporal  power, 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majesty, 
Wherein  doth  sit  the  dread  and  fear  of  kings ; 
But  mercy  is  above  this  sceptred  sway ; 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings, 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himself; 
And  earthly  power  doth  then  show  likest  God's 
When  mercy  seasons  justice.     Therefore,  Jew, 
Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  consider  this, — 
That,  in  the  course  of  justice,  none  of  us 
Should  see  salvation  :  we  do  pray  for  mercy ; 
And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.     I  have  spoke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  justice  of  thy  plea  ; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  strict  court  of  Venice 
Must  needs  give  sentence  'gainst  the  merchant  there. 

Shylock.  My  deeds  upon  my  head  !     I  crave  the  law, 
1  he  penalty  anu  lorieit  oi  my  bond. 

Portia.  Is  he  not  able  to  discharge  the  money  ? 
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Bassanio.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  court ; 

("ea,  twice  the  sum  :  if  that  will  not  suffice, 
will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 

)n  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart  : 

If  this  will  not  suffice,  it  must  appear 

Ih     malice  bears  down  truth.     And  I  beseech  you, 

p'rest  once  the  law  to  your  authority  : 

To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong ; 

\nd  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

^  Portia.  It  must  not  be  ;  there  is  no  power  in  Venice 

'an  alter  a  decree  established  ; 

"will  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 

^nd  many  an  error,  by  the  same  example, 
fVill  rush  into  the  state.     It  cannot  be. 
Shy/ock.  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment !  yea,  a  Daniel  ' 
wise  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee  ! 

Portia.  I  pray  you,  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 

Shv/ock.  Here  'tis,  most  reverend  doctor,  here  it  is. 

Portia.  Shylock,  there's  thrice  thy  money  offer'd  thee 

Shy/ock.  An  oath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  heaven  : 
Bhall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  soul  ? 
lo,  not  for  Venice. 

Portia.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit ; 

bd  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
i  pound  of  flesh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Nearest  the  merchant's  heart.— Be  merciful  ; 
Take  thrice  thy  money  ;  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Shy/ock.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenor. 
It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  judge  ] 
Tou  know  the  law,  your  exposition 
lath  been  most  sound :  I  charge  you  by  the  law, 
^^hereof  you  are  a  well-deserving  pillar, 
proceed  to  judgment.     By  my  soul  I  swear 
Pherc  IS  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
ro  alter  me  :  I  stay  here  on  my  bond.  « 
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Antonio.  Most  heartily  I  do  beseech  the  court 
'1  o  give  the  judgment. 

^''''^''^-  Why,  then,  thus  it  is  : 

You  must  prepare  your  bosom  for  his  knife;— 

Shylock.  O  noble  judge  !  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

Portia.-  Yor  the  intent  and  purpose  of  the  law- 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond 

Shylock.  'Tis  very  true  :  O  wise  and  upright  judge  ! 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks  ! 

Portia.  Therefore,  lay  bare  your  bosom. 

^^y^''^'  Ay,  his  breast 

So  says  the  bond  :-  doth  it  not,  noble  judge  ?- 
"  Nearest  his  heart :"  those  are  the  very  words. 

Portia.  Ii  is  so.     Are  there  balance  here,  to  weitfh 
The  flesh  ? 

Shyiock.  I  have  them  ready. 

Portia.  Have  by  some  surgeon,  Shylock,  on  your  charge. 
To  stop  his  wounds,  lest  he  do  bleed  to  death. 

Shylock.  Is  it  so  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

Portia.   It  is  not  so  express'd  ;  but  what  of  that  ? 
'Twere  good  you  do  so  much  for  charity. 

Shylock.  I  cannot  find  it ;  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 

Portia.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  anything  to  say  ? 

Ant<inio.  But  little  :  I  am  arm'd,  and  well  prepar'd.— 
Give  me  your  hand,  Bassanio  :  fare  you  well  ! 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fallen  to  this  for  you  ; 
For  herein  Fortune  shows  herself  more  kind 
Than  is  her  custom  :  it  is  still  her  use 
To  let  the  wretched  man  outlive  his  wealth, 
T         w  with  hollow  eye  and  wrinkled  brow 
An  a^e  of  poverty  ;  from  which  ling'ring  penance 
Of  such  a  misery  doth  she  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  honorable  wife  ;  -  ; 

Tell  her  the  process  of  Antonio's  end ; 


Say  how  ] 
And,  whe; 
Whether  ] 
Rej)en!;  nc 
And  he  re 
For,  if  the 
ril  pay  it  i 
Bassanii 
^^'hich  is  a 
But  life  its( 
Are  not  wii 
I  would  los 
Here  to  thi 
Portia.  1 
j  If  she  were 
Grafiano 
I  would  she 
I  Entreat  son- 
Nerissa.  ' 
[The  wish  w< 
Shylock.  [ 
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[Would  any  c 
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THE  ''MERCHANT  OF  VENICE" 

Say  how  I  lov'd  you,  speak  me  fair  in  death  • 
And,  when  the  tale  is  '  M,  bid  her  be  judge' 
Whether  Bassanio  h....  ,ot  once  a  love. 
Repenr.  not  you  that  you  shall  lose  your  friend 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  debt ;     ' 
For,  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
ril  pay  it  instantly  with  all  my  heart. 

Bassanio.  Antonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  itseh  , 
l^ut  life  itself,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world, 
I  Arc  not  with  me  esteem'd  above  thy  life': 
'  I  would  lose  all,  ay,  sacrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Portia.  Your  wife  would  give  you  httle  thanks  for  that 
If  she  were  by,  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Gmfiano.  I  have  a  wife,  whom,  I  protest,  I  love  • 
I  would  she  were  in  heaven,  so  she  could 
Entreat  some  power  to  change  this  currish  Jew 
\ferissa.  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back  • 
1  he  wish  would  make  else  an  unquiet  house 
Shyiock   [Aside.]  These  be  the  Christian  husbands  !     I  have 
a  daughter ;  ^ 

IWould  any  of  the  stock  of  Barrabas 
Had  been  her  husband  rather  than  a  Christian  !- 

ThV       ;      ^T'^  °^  '^^'  '"^^  merchant's  flesh  is  thine  • 
n  he  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it 

■    Sky/ock.  Most  rightful  judge  ! 

IruV''''  1^""^  ^°"  ""'^'^  "^"^  ^^^  flesh  from  off  his  breast  • 
1  he  law  allows  it,  and  the  court  awards  it.  ' 

^hy/ock.  Most  learned  judge  '    A  sentenrp  i     r^ 

Pnrfin   T-.  1-   ,      ^     ^^  •    ^  ^^"tence  !— Come,  prepare. 

\xyT'7r'^  ""  ^'"^'  ^  '^"^^  '^  something  else, 
flhis  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood  : 

U  ne  WQrns  ov»i-o — i ..  .  ' 

^i-i-^  v.^i^x^aaiy  urc  "a  pound  of  flesh"- 

'  then^hy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flesh ; 
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But,  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  dost  shed 

One  drop  of  Christian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 

Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice,  confiscate 

Unto  the  state  of  Venice. 

Gratiano,  O  upright  judge  ! — Mark,  Jew  ;  — O  learned  judge  ! 

Shy  lock.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

Portia.  Thyself  shalt  see  the  act : 

For,  as  thou  urgest  justice,  be  assur'd 
Thou  shalt  have  justice,  more  than  thou  desirest. 

Gratiano.  O  learned  iudge  ! — Mark,  Jew  : — a  learned  judge  I 

Shylock.  I  take  this  offer,  then  :  pay  the  bond  thrice. 
And  let  the  Christian  go, 

Bassanio.  Here  is  the  money. 

Portia.  Soft! 
The  Jew  shall  bave  all  justice  ; — soft !  no  haste  : — 
He  shall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gratiano,  O  Jew  !  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge  ! 

Portia.  Therefore,  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flesh. 
Shed  thou  no  blood ;  nor  cut  thou  less  nor  more 
But  just  a  pound  of  flesh  :  if  thou  tak'st  more 
Or  less  than  a  just  pound, — be  it  but  so  much 
As  makes  it  light,  or  heavy,  in  the  substance. 
Or  the  division  of  the  twentieth  part. 
Of  one  poor  scruple ;  nay,  if  the  scale  do  turn 
But  in  the  estimation  of  a  hair,-— 
Thou  diest,  and  all  thy  goods  are.  confiscate. 

Gratiano.  A  second  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew  ! 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

Portia.  Why  doth  the  Jew  pause  ?     Take  thy  forfeiture. 

Shylock.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 

Bassanio.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee ;  here  it  is. 

Portia.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  court : 
He  shall  have  merely  justice  and  his  bond. 

Gratiano.  A  Daniel,  still  hay  I ;  a  second  Daniel  !— 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 


THE  ''MERCHANT  OF  VENICE:^ 

Shyhck.  Shaii  I  not  have  barely  my  principal  ? 

Portia,  Thou  shalt  have  nothing  but  ^he  forfeiture 
To  be  so  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew.  ' 

Shylock.  Why,  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it  : 
1 11  stay  no  longer  question. 

^^''^'■^-  Tarry,  Jew  : 

The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you. 

It  is  enacted  in  the  l?ws  of  Venice, 

If  it  be  prov'd  agn-nst  an  alien 

That  by  direct  c;       lirect  attempts 

He  seek  the  life  u    xny  citizen, 

The  pa-ty  'gainst  the  which  he  doth  contrive 

Shall  seize  one  half  his  goods  ;  the  other  half 

Comes  to  the  privy  coffer  of  the  state ; 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  duke  only,  'gainst  all  other  voice. 
In  which  predicament,  I  say,  thou  stand'st ; 
For  It  appears,  by  manifest  proceeding, 
That,  indirectly,  ajid  directly  too, 
Thou  hast  contriv'd  against  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant ;  and  thou  hast  incurr'd 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  duke. 

Gratiano    Beg  that  thou  mayst  have  leave  to  hang  thyself 
And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  state,  " 

Ihou  hast  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  • 
Therefore,  thou  must  be  hang'd  at  the  ^state's  charge 

Duke.  That  thou  shalt  see  the  difference  of  our  spirit 
1  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  ask  it  : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Antonio's  ; 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  state, 
Which  humbleness  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 

Portia.  Ay,  for  the  stat.  ;  not  for  Antonio. 

^hylock.  x\ay,  take  my  life  and  all ;  pardon  not  that : 
Vou  take  my  hcr.e  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
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That  doth  sustain  my  house ;  you  take  my  life, 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

Portia.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Antonio  ? 
Gratiano.  A  halter  gratis  ;  nothing  else,  for  God's  sake. 
Antonio.  So  please  my  lord  the  duke,  and  all  the  court. 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods, 
I  am  content,  so  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  use,  to  render  it, 
Upon  his  death,  unto  the  gentleman 
That  lately  stole  his  daughter  :  / 

Two  things  provided  more,— that,  for  this  favor, 
He  presently  become  a  Christian  ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  gift. 
Here  in  the  court,  of  all  he  dies  possess'd, 
Unto  his  son  Ldrenzo  and  his  daughter. 

Buke.  He  shall  do  this ;  or  else  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 
For   I.  Art  thou  contented,  Jew  ?  what  dost  thou  say  ? 
Shyiock.  I  am  content. 

Portia.  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 

Shylock.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence ; 
I  am  not  well :  send  the  deed  after  me. 
And  I  will  sign  it. 

Duke.  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gratiano.  In  christening  thou  shalt  have  two  godfathers  ; 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  should'st  have  had  ten  more. 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font.  {Exit  Shylock. 

Duke.  Sir,  I  entreat  you  home  with  me  to  dinner. 
Portia.  I  humbly  do  desire  your  grace  cf  pardon  : 
I  must  away  this  night  toward  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet  I  presently  set  forth. 

Duke.  I  am  sorry  that  your  leisure  serves  you  not. 
Antonio,  gratify  this  gentleman, 
For,  in  my  mind,  you  are  much  bound  lo  him. 

\Exeunt  omnes. 
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IV.    OF  BOLDNESS. 

Lord  Bacon. -1561-1626. 
From  Essays. 

thene,  what  was  the  chief  p^t  1"  olt^  He'''  ''^"' t 
action:  what  next?  action-  wh^^f  <-  "^ ''"'^""^'•^d. 
\  He  said  it  that  know  it  l^st'  alS^.Th  '^""  '  '''"°"- 
ho  advantage  in  that  he  cot  tended  XT'"  ''"'^'' 
that  that  part  of  an  orator  Xhl  but  /  /'  !''"^' 
naher  the  virtue  nf  =.     i  i  superiicial,  and 

above  thosr  ler  n  bEll tf  ■'  "^  ^'''^^''  ^^  '^'^'^ 
and  the  rest  •  nav  =lmT.     ,     '        '"^^""°n.  elocution, 

ButthereaLTpraS^'^V^r^l''-'^-  ''"  -  «"' 
orally  more  of  the  fool  than  of  the  ?'"'  ^'="- 

those  faculties  by  which  thf    ,•  u     *"^  '  ''"<'  ^'^'^r^^or^ 

boldness  in  civil  business;  what  fi  i  ,  h  U        '''' °' 
i^econd  and  third ?  boldness      A   /      .  boldness:  what 

»f  ■•gno.ance  and  ba™  L  inirto  oT"^  "  ^  t'"" 
levertheless   i>  HofK  r      •        '"^^"^^  to  other  parts  :  but, 

[hose  tha^re  ettr  ITow  iT'  d  "'  "''"'^  ''"^  ^-' 
0"rage.  which  are  the  teate't  oa/t    ^"''="'  ^  "^^"^  '" 
l^'ith  wise  men  at  wealTtTmls    fh     7'''  '"''  P'''^^^''^"'    • 

OH  Pe.o„; intactS  'Z  Z^ Z.'t^-  ^^ 

w  Po..icb;d;::t-i— s:  ^^r^"^  '^^ 

^:-  We  been  lucK-y  in  two  or  three  fCr-Cr^ut 


^i 


:::| 


^  iP 


w  ^ 


54 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  READER, 


'  ii 


;i,t' Willi: 


% 


want  the  grounds  of  science,  and  therefore  cannot  hold 
out.  Nay,  you  shall  see  a  bold  fellow  many  times  do  Ma- 
homet's miracle.  Mahomet  made  the  people  believe  that 
he  would  call  a  hill  to  him,  and  from  the  top  of  it  offer 
up  his  prayers  for  the  observers  of  his  law.  The  people 
assembled  :  Mahomet  called  the  hill  to  come  to  him 
again  and  again  ;  and  when  the  hill  stood  still,  he  was 
never  a  whit  abashed,  but  said,  "  If  the  hill  will  not  come 
to  Mahomet,  Mahomet  will  go  to  the  hill."  So  these  men, 
when  they  have  promised  great  matters,  and  failed  most 
shamefully,  yet,  if  they  have  the  perfection  of  boldness, 
they  will  but  slight  it  over,  and  make  a  turn,  and  no  more 
ado.  Certain^,  to  men  of  great  judgment,  bold  persons 
are  sport  to  behold  ;  nay,  and  to  the  vulgar  also  bold- 
ness hath  somewhat  of  the  ridiculous :  for,  if  absurdity 
be  the  subject  of  laughter,  doubt  you  not  but  great  bold- 
ness is  seldom  without  some  absurdity  ;  especially  it  is  a 
sport  to  see  when  a  bold  fellow  is  out  of  countenance, 
for  that  puts  his  face  into  a  most  shrunken  and  wooden 
posture,  as  needs  it  must — for  in  bashfulness  the  spirits 
do  a  little  go  and  come — but  with  bold  men,  upon  like 
occasion,  they  stand  at  a  stay  ;  like  a  stale  at  chess,  where 
it  is  no  mate,  but  yet  the  game  cannot  stir  :  but  this  last 
were  fitter  for  a  satire  than  for  a  serious  observation. 
This  is  well  to  be  weighed,  that  boldness  is  ever  blind, 
for  it  seeth  not  dangers  and  inconveniences  :  therefore  it 
is  ill  in  counsel,  good  in  execution  ;  so  that  the  right  use 
of  bold  persons  is,  that  they  never  command  in  chief,  but 
be  seconds,  and  under  the  direction  of  others ;  for  in 
counsel  it  is  good  to  sec  dangers,  and  in  execution  not  to 
see  them,  except  they  be  very  great. 


He  that  cannot  sec  iveii,  let  hint  go  softly. 


Bacon. 
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V.    TO  DAFFODILS. 


Robert  Herrick.— 1594-1674. 

Fair  Daffodils,  we  weep  to  see 

You  haste  away  so  soon  ; 
AS  yet  the  early-rising  sun 
Has  not  attain'd  his  noon. 
Stay,  stay. 
Until  the  hasting  day 

Has  run 
But  to  the  even-song ; 
And,  having  pray'd  together,  we 
Will  go  with  you  along. 

We  have  short  time  to  stay,  as  you  ; 

We  have  as  short  a  spring ; 
As  quick  a  growth  to  meet  decay, 
As  you,  or  anything. 
W^e  die 
As  your  hours  do,  and  dry 
Away, 
Like  to  the  summer's  rajn  ; 
Or  as  the  pearls  of  morning's  dew. 
Ne'er  to  be  found  again. 


Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

Nor  iron  bflrs  a  cage  ; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  a  hermitage  : 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love, 

And  in  my  soul  am  free. 
Angels  alone,  that  soar  above, 

Enjoy  such  liberty. 


I  I 


Richard  Lovelace.— i 618- 1658. 
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Jeremy  Taylor.— 1613-1667. 
From  Holy  Living. 

k 

Virtues  and  discourses  are,  like  friends,  necessary  in 
all  fortunes  ;  but  those  are  the  best,  which  arc  friends  in 
our  sadnesses,  and  support  us  in  our  sorrows  and  sad  acci- 
dents :  and  in  this  sense,  no  man  that  is  virtuous  can  be 
h-iendless  ;  nor  hath  any  man  reason  to  complain  of  the 
Divine  Providence,  or  accuse  the  public  disorder  of  thin-s 
or  m  his  own  infelicity,  since  God  hath  appointed  one 
.  remedy  for  all  the  evils  in  the  world,  and  that  is  a  con- 
tented spirit :  for  this  alone  makes  a  man  pass  through 
fire,   and   not  be   scorched ;  through  seas,   and  not  be 
drowned;   through   hunger    and    nakedness,   and   want 
nothing.     For  since  all  the  evil  in  the  world  consists  in 
the  disagreeing  between  the  object  and  the  appetite  as 
when  a  man  hath  what  he  desires  not,  or  desires  what  he 
hath  not,  or  desires  amiss  ;  he  that  composes  his  spirit  to 
the  present  accident,  hath  variety  of  instances  for  his 
virtue,  but  none  to  trouble  him,  because  his  desires  en- 
large not  beyond  his  present  fortune :  and  a  wise  man  is 
placed  in  the  variety  of  chances,  like  the  nave  or  centre 
of  a  wheel,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  circumvolutions  and 
changes  of  posture,  without  violence  or  change,  save  that 
It  turns  gently  in  compliance  with  its  changed  parts,  and 
IS  indifferent  which  part  is  up,  and  which  is  down  ;  for 
there  is  some  virtue  or  other  to  be  exercised,  whatever 
happens,  either  patience  or  thanL-sn-.NMr.o-    1^^,^  ^„  r__.. 
moderation  or  humility,  charity  or  contentedness,  and 
they  are  every  one  of  them  equally  in  order  to  his  great 
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end  and  immortal  felicity :  and  beauty  is  not  made  by 
white  or  red,  by  black  eyes  and  a  round  face,  by  a  straight 
body  and   a  smooth  skin  ;  but  by  a  proportion  to  the 
fancy.     No  rules  can  make  amiability ;  our  minds  and 
apprehensions  make  that :  and  so  is  our  felicity  ;  and  we 
may  be  ^reconciled  to  poverty  and  a  low  fortune,  if  we 
suffer  contentedness  and  the  grace  of  God  to  make  the 
proportions.     For  no  man  is  poor  that  does  not  think  him- 
selt  so  :  but  if,  m  a  full  fortune,  with  impatience  he  desires 
more  he  proclaims  his  wants  and  his  beggarly  condition. 
But  because  this  grace  of  contentedness  was  the  sum  of  all 
the  old  moral  philosophy,  and  a  great  duty  in  Christian- 
ity, and  of  most  universal  use  in  the  whole  course  of  our 
lives  and  the  only  instrument  to  ease  the  burdens  of  the 
world  and  the  enmities  of  sad  chances,  it  will  not  be  amiss 
to  press  it  by  the  proper  arguments  by  which  God  hath 
bound  ,t  upon  our  spirits  ;  it  being  fastened  by  reason 
and  religion,  by  duty  and  interest,  by  necessity  and  con- 
veniency,  by  example,  and  by  the  proposition  of  excellent 
rewards,  no  less  than  peace  and  felicity. 

Contentedness  in  all  estates  is  a  duty  of  religion  •  it 
IS  the  great  reasonableness  of  complying  with  the  Divine 
l^rovidence,  which  governs  all  the  world,  and  hath  so 
ordered  us  in  the  administration  of  his  great  family 
Ho  were  a  strange  fool  that  should  be  angry  because  dogs 
and  sheep  need  no  shoes,  and  yet  himself  is  full  of  care 
to  get  some.  God  hath  supplied  those  needs  to  them  by 
natural  provisions,  and  to  thee  by  an  artificial :  for  he 
hath  g.ven  thee  reason  to  learn  a  trade,  or  some  means  to 
make  or  buy  them,  so  that  it  only  differs  in  the  manner 

or  ZIT^      a:.  ''"''  ''"'"''  ''""'^  ^°"  '''^^'''  ^^"t'  •'^hoes 

"  patron,  that  hath  given  me  a  fnrm  Jc 
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however,  all  these  gifts  come  from  him,  and  therefore  it 
is  fit  he  should  dispense  them  as  he  pleases  ;  and  if  we 
murmur  here,  we  may,  at  the  next  melancholy,  be 
troubled  that  God  did  not  make  us  to  be  angels  or  stars. 
For  if  that  which  we  are  or  have  do  not  content  us,  we 
may  be  troubled  for  every  thing  in  the  world,  which  is 
beside  our  being  or  our  possessions. 

God  is  the  master  of  the  scenes  ;  we  must  not  choose 
which  part  we  shall  act ;  it  concerns  us  only  to  be  careful 
that  we  do  it  well,  always  saying,  "  Jf  this  please  God,  let 
it  be  as  it  is :"  and  we,  whc  pray  that  God's  will  may  be 
done  in  earth  as  it  is  in  heaven,  must  remember  that  the 
angels  do  whatsoever  is  commanded  them, and  go  wherever 
they  are  sent,  and  refuse  no  circumstances  ;  and  if  their 
employment  be  crossed  by  a  higher  decree,  they  sit  down 
in  peace,  and  rejoice  in  the  event ;  and  when  the  angel  of 
Judea  could  not  prevail  in  behalf  of  the  people  committed 
to  his  charge,  because  the  angel  of  Persia  opposed  it,  he 
only  told  the  story  at  the  command  of  God,  and  was  as 
content,  and  worshipped  with  as  great  an  ecstasy  in  his 
proportion,  as  the  prevailing  spirit.  Do  thou  so  likewise: 
keep  the  station  where  God  hath  placed  you,  and  you 
shall  never  long  for  things  without,  but  sit  at  home,  feast- 
ing upon  the  Divine  Providence  and  thy  own  reason,  by 
which  we  are  taught  that  it  is  necessary  and  reasonable 
to  submit  to  God. 

For  is  not  all  the  world  God's  family?  Are  not  we 
his  creatures  ?  Are  we  not  as  clay  in  the  hand  of  the 
potter?  Do  we  not  live  upon  his  meat,  and  move  b\ 
his  strength,  and  do  our  work  by  his  light?  Are  we 
any  thing  but  what  we  are  from  him  ?  And  shall  there 
be  a  mutiny  among  the  flocks  and  herds,  because  their 
lord  or  their  shepherd  chooses  their  pastures,  and  suffers 
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them  not  to  wander  into  deserts  and  unknown  ways  ?  If 
we  choose,  we  do  it  so  foolishly  that  we  cannot  like  it 
long,  and  most  commonly  not  at  all :  but  God,  who  can 
do  what  he  pleases,  is  wise  to  choose  safely  for  us,  affec- 
tionate to  comply  with  our  needs,  and  powerful  to  exe- 
cute all  his  wise  decrees.  Here,  therefore,  is  the  wisdom 
of  the  contented  man.  to  let  God  choose  for  him  ;  for 
when  we  have  given  up  our  wills  to  him,  and  stand  in 
that  station  of  the  battle  where  our  great  General  hath 
placed  us,  our  spirits  must  needs  rest  while  our  conditions 
have  for  their  security  the  power,  the  wisdom,  and  the 
charity  of  God. 

Contentedness  in  all  accidents  brings  great  peace  of 
spirit,  and  is  the  great  and  only  instrument  of  temporal 
felicity.      It  removes  the  sting  from  the  accident,  and 
makes  a  man  not  to  depend  upon  chance  and  the  uncer- 
tain dispositions  of  men  for  his  well-being,  but  only  on 
God  and  his  own  spirit.    We  ourselves  make  our  fortunes 
good  or  bad  ;  and  when  God  lets  loose  a  tyrant  upon  us, 
or  a  sickness,  or  scorn,  or  a  lessened  fortune,  if  we  fear  to 
die,  or  know  not  to  be  patient,  or  are  proud  or  covetous 
then  the  calamity  sits  heavy  on  us.     But  if  we  know  how 
to  manage  a  noble  principle,  and  fear  not  death  so  much 
as  a  dishonest  action,  and  think  impatience  a  worse  evi' 
than  a  fever,  and  pride  to  be  the  biggest  disgrace,  and 
poverty  to  be  infinitely  desirable  before  the  torments  of 
covetousness  ;  then  we  who  now  think  vice  to  be  so  easy 
and  make  it  so  familiar,  and  think  the  cure  so  impos- 
sible shall  quickly  be  of  another  mind,  and  reckon  these 
accidents  amongst  things  eligible. 

ut  no  man  can  be  happy  that  haili  great  hopes  and 
great  fears  of  things  without,  and  events  depending  upon 
other  men,  or  upon  the  chances  of  fortune.     The  rewards 
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of  virtue  are  certain,  and  our  provisions  for  our  natural 
support  are  certain  ;  or  if  we  want  meat  till  we  die,  then 
we  die  of  that  disease— and  there  are  many  worse  than 
to  die  with  an  atrophy  or  consumption,  or  unapt  and 
coarser  nourishment.     But  he  that  suffers  a  transporting 
passion  concerning  things  within  the  power  of  others,  is 
free  from  sorrow   and   amazement   no  longer  than  his 
enemy  shall  give  him  leave  ;  and  it  is  ten  to  one  but  he 
shall  be  smitten  then  and  there  where  it  shall  most  trouble 
him  ;  for  so  the  adder  teaches  us  where  to  strike,  by  her 
curious  and  fearful  defending   of  her  head.      The  old 
Stoics,  when  you  told  them  of  a  sad  story,  would  still 
answer,  "  Whaf  is  that  to  me  ?"     Yes,  for  the  tyrant  hath 
sentenced  you  also  to  prison.     Well,  what  is  that?     He 
will  put  a  chain  upon  my  leg ;  but  he  car  lot  bind  my 
soul.     No ;  but  he  will  kill  you.     Then  I  will  die.     If 
presently,  let  me  go,  that  I  may  presently  be  freer  than 
himself:  but  if  not  till  anon,  or  to-morrow,  I  will  dine 
first,  or  sleep,  or  do  what  reason  or  nature  calls  for,  as  at 
other  times.     This,  in  Gentile  philosophy,  is  the  same 
with  the  discourse  of  St.  Paul,  "  I  have  learned,  in  what- 
soever state  I  am,  therewith  to  be  content.     I  know  both 
how  to  be  abased,  and  I  know  how  to  abound :  every 
where  and  in  all  things  I  am  instructed,  both  to  be  full 
and  to  be  hungry  ;  both  to  abound  and  sufter  need." 

We  are  in  the  world  like  men  playing  at  tables  ;  the 
chance  is  not  in  our  power,  but  to  play  it  is ;  and  when 
it  is  fallen  we  must  manage  it  as  we  can  :  and  let  nothing 
trouble  us,  but  when  we  do  a  base  action,  or  speak  like 
a  fool,  or  think  wickedly,— these  things  God  hath  put 
mto  our  powers  :  but  conrernincr  th^icf^  th«n"-'^  ,.ri^;-u  ^^^ 
wholly  in  the  choice  of  another,  they  cannot  fall  under 
our  deliberation,  and  therefore  neither  are  they  fit  for 
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lour  passions.  My  fear  may  make  me  miserable  but  it 
cannot  prevent  what  another  hath  in  his  power  and  pur- 
pose ;  and  prosperities  can  only  be  enjoyed  by  them  who 
fear  not  at  all  to  lose  them  ;  since  the  amazement  and 
passion  concerning  the  future  takes  off  all  the  pleasure 
of  the  present  possession.  Therefore,  if  thou  hast  lost 
thy  land,  do  not  also  lose  thy  constancy ;  and  if  thou 

Imust  die  a  little  sooner,  yet  do  not  die  impatiently      For 
no  chance  is  evil  to  him  that  is  content :  and  to  a  man 

[nothing  IS  miserable  unless  it  be  unreasonable.  No  man 
:an  make  another  man  to  be  his  slave  unless  he  hath 
irst  enslaved  himself  to  life  and  death,  to  pleasure  or 
)am  to  hope  or  fear :  command  these  passions,  and  you 
ire  freer  ^han  the  Parthian  kings. 


VII.    TO  LUCASTA,  ON  GOING  TO  THE  WARS. 

Richard  Lovelace,  -1618-1658. 

Tell  me  not,  sweet,  I  am  unkind, 

That  from  the  nunnery 
Of  thy  chaste  breast  and  quiet  mind, 

To  war  and  arms  I  fly. 

True,  a  new  mistress  now  I  chase, 

The  first  foe  in  the  field ; 
And  with  a  stronger  faith  embrace 

A  sword,  a  horse,  a  shield. 

Yet  this  inconstancy  is  such 

As  you,  too,  shall  adore,— 
I  could  not  love  thee,  dear,  so  much, 

Lov'd  I  not  honor  more. 
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VIIL    ANGLING, 


I  IP 


IzAAK  Walton. — 1593-1683.  < 

From  The  Complete  Angler. 

Venator. — O  my  good  master,  this  morning  walk  has 
been  spent  to  my  great  pleasure  and  wonder  ;  but  I  pray, 
when  shall  I  have  your  direction  how  to  make  artificial 
flies,  like  to  those  that  the  trout  loves  best,  and  also  how 
to  use  them  ? 

Piscator.-  My  honest  scholar,  it  is  now  past  five  of  the 
clock ;  we  will  fish  till  nine,  and  then  go  to  breakfast.  Go 
you  to  yon  sycamore-tree,  and  hide  your  bottle  of  drink 
under  the  hollow  root  of  it ;  for  about  that  time,  and  in 
that  place,  we  will  make  a  brave  breakfast  with  a  piece 
of  powdered  beef,  and  a  radish  or  two,  that  I  have  in  my 
fish-bag  :  we  shall,  I  warrant  you,  make  a  good,  honest, 
wholesome,  hungry  breakfast,  and  I  will  then  give  you 
direction  for  the  making  and  using  of  your  flies  ;  and  in 
the  meantime,  there  is  your  rod  and  line,  and  my  advice 
is,  that  you  fish  as  you  see  me  do,  and  let's  try  which 
can  catch  the  first  fish. 

Venator. — I  thank  you,  master  ;  I  will  observe  and 
practise  your  direction  as  far  as  I  am  able. 

Piscator. — Look  you,  scholar,  you  see  I  have  hold  of 
a  good  fish  :  I  now  see  it  is  a  trout.  I  pray  put  that  net 
under  him,  and  touch  not  my  line,  for  if  you  do,  then 
we  break  all.     Well  done,  scholar  !     I  thank  you. 

Now  for  another.     Trust  me,    I    have   another   bite : 
come,  scholar,  come,  lay  dqwn  your  rod,  and  help  me  to  | 
land  this  as  you  did  the  other.     So  now  we  shall  b 
sure  to  have  a  good  dish  for  supper. 
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VenatoK^l  am  glad  of  that ;  but  I  have  no  fortune  • 
sure,  master,  yours  is  a  better  rod  and  better  tackling 

Ptscator.-^^y^  then,  take  mine ;  and  I  will  fish  with 
yours.  Look  you,  scholar,  I  have  another.  Come  do 
as  you  did  before.  And  now  I  have  a  bite  at  another. 
Oh  me  !  he  has  broke  all  :  there's  half  a  line  and  a  good 
hook  lost.  ° 

Venator.— hy,  and  a  good  trout  too. 

Piscator.~^^y,  the  trout  is  not  lost;  for  pray  take 
notice,  no  man  can  lose  what  he  never  had 

F««/<,^._.Master,  I  can  neither  catch   with  the  first 
nor  second  angle :  I  have  no  fortune. 

Piscator.-\.ook  you,  scholar,  I  have  yet  another. 
And  now,  having  caught  two  brace  of  trouts,  I  will  tell 
you  a  short  tale  as  we  walk  towards  our  breakfast  A 
scholar,  a  preacher  I  should  say,  that  was  to  preach  to 
procure  the  approbation  of  a  parish  that  he  might  be 
their  lecturer,  had  got  from  his  fellow-pupil  the  copy  of 

Lrr;^-     i""  '^"'  P-''^^'^''^''  -■■*  ^^-^  commenda- 
tion by  him  that  composed  it ;  and  though  the  borrower 

of  It  preached  ,t,  word  for  word,  as  it  was  at  first,  yet  it 
was  utterly  disliked  as  It  was  preached  by  the  second  to 
his  congregation  ;  which  the  sermon  borrower  complained 
of  to  the  lender  of  it ;  and  thus  was  answered  :  "  I  lent 
you   indeed,  my  fiddle,  but  not  my  fiddle-stick  ;  for  you 

2h°  '^"°.*' '''^'r^'-y  °"^  """°t  -"^ke  music  with  my 
vords,  which  are  fitted  to  my  own  mouth."  And  so,  my 
cholar,  you  are  to  know,  that  as  the  ill  pronunciation  or 

arr  age  of  your  line,  or  not  fishing  even  to  a  foot  in  a 

klfr:  T^'^'J'"''  ^°^  y°"^  '-^bor  ;  and  you  are  to 
l^nou,  that  though  you  have  my  fiddle,  that 
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have  not  my  fiddle-stick,  that  is,  you  yet  have  not  skill 
to  know  how  to  carry  your  hand  and  line,  nor  how  to 
guide  it  to  a  right  place  ;  and  this  must  be  taught  you  ; 
for  you  are  to  remember,  I  told  you  p.igling  is  an  art,' 
either  by  practice  or  a  long  observation,  or  both.  But 
take  this  for  a  rule  :  when  you  fish  for  a  trout  with  a 
worm,  let  your  line  have  so  much  and  not  more  lead 
than  will  fit  the  stream  in  which  you  fish  ;  that  is  to  say, 
more  in  a  great  troublesome  stream  than  in  a  smaller 
that  is  quieter  ;  as  near  as  may  be,  so  much  as  will  sink 
the  bait  to  the  bottom,  and  keep  it  still  in  motion,  and 
not  more. 

But  now  let's  say  grace  and  fall  \j  breakfast.  What 
say  you,  scholdr,  to  the  providence  of  an  old  angler  ?  doe? 
not  this  meat  taste  well?  and  was  not  this  place  well 
chosen  to  eat  it  ?  for  this  sycamore-tree  will  shade  us 
from  the  sun's  heat. 

Venator.— h\\  excellent  good,  and  my  stomach  excel- 
lent good  too.  And  now  I  remember  and  find  that  true 
which  devout  Lessius  says  :  "  That  poor  men,  and  those 
that  fast  often,  have  much  more  pleasure  in  eating  than 
rich  men  and  gluttons,  that  always  feed  before  their 
stomachs  are  empty  of  their  last  meal,  and  call  for  more ; 
for  by  that  means  they  rob  themselves  of  that  pleasure 
that  hunger  brings  to  poor  men."  And  I  do  seriously 
approve  of  that  saying  of  yours,  "  that  you  would  rather 
be  a  civil,  well-governed,  well-grounded,  temperate,  poor 
angler,  than  a  drunken  lord."  But  I  hope  there  is  none 
Jch :  however,  I  am  certain  of  this,  that  I  have  been  at 
many  very  costly  dinneis  that  have  not  afforded  me  half 
the  content  that  this  has  done,  for  whch  I  thank  God  and 
you. 

And  now,  good  master,  proceed  to  your  promised  di- 
rection for  making  ai;id  ordering  my  artificial  fly. 
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/'.>c;./.;'._My  honest  scholar,  1  will  do  it ;  for  it  is  a 
debt  due  unto  you  by  my  promise. 

.     .     Look  how  it  begins  to  rain  !-and  by  the  clouds 

.f  I  mistake  not,  we  shall   presen'Jy   have   a  smoking 

ower,  and  therefore  sit  close :  this  sycamore-tree  will 

shelter  us  ;  and   I  will  tell  you,  as  they  shall  come  into 

my  mmd  more  observations  of  fly-fishing  for  a  trout 

.     .     And  now.  scholar,  my  direction  for  fly-fishing  is 
ended  with  this  shower,  for  it  has  done  raining";  and  now 
00k  about  you,  and  see  how  pleasantly  that  meadow 
ooks  ;  nay,  and  the  earth  smells  as  sweetly  too.     Come 
et  me  tell  you  what  holy  Mr.  Herbert  says  of  such  days' 
and  flowers  as  these  ;  and  then  we  will  thank  God  that 
^ve  enjoy  them,  and  walk   to   the  river  and  sit  down 
quietly,  and  try  to  catch  the  other  brace  of  trouts. 

Sweet  day,  so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright, 
The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky  : 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  faJ  to-r.ight ; 

For  thou  must  die. 

Sweet  rose,  whose  hue,  angry  and  brave, 
Bids  the  rash  gazer  wipe  his  eye, 
Thy  root  is  ever  in  its  grave  ; 

And  thou  must  die. 

Sweet  Spring,  full  of  sweet  days  and  roses, 
A  box  where  sweets  comprcted  lie  ; 
Thy  music  shows  ye  have  your  closes  ; 

And  all  must  die. 

Only  a  sweet  and  virtuous  soul, 
Like  season'd  timber,  never  gives  ; 
But,  though  the  whole  woi 
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world  turn  to  coal, 
Then  chiefly  lives. 
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Venator.— \  thank  you,  good  master,  for  your  good 
direction  for  fly-fishing,  and  for  the  sweet  enjoyment  of 
the  pleasant  day,  which  is  so  far  spent  without  offence  to 
God  or  man  ;  and  I  thank  you  for  the  sweet  close  of 
your  discourse  with  Mr.  Herbert's  verses,  who,  I  have 
heard,  loved  angling  ;  and  I  do  the  rather  believe  it,  be- 
cause he  had  a  spirit  suitable  to  anglers,  and  to  thor.e 
primitive  Christians  that  you  love  and  have  so  much 
commended. 

Piscaior.—^ ^Wy  my  loving  scholar,  and  I  am  pleased 
to  know  that  yu  are  so  well  pleased  with  my  direction 
and  discourse.  .  .  And  now,  1  think  it  will  be  time  to 
repair  to  our  ^ngle-rods,  which  we  left  in  the  water  to 
fish  for  themselves  :  and  you  shall  choose  which  shall  be 
yours  ;  and  it  is  an  even  lay,  one  of  them  catches. 

And,  let  me  tell  you,  this  kind  of  fishing  with  a  dead 
rod,  and  laying  ni^ht-hooks,  are  like  putting  money  to 
use  ;  for  they  both  work  for  the  owners,  when  they  do 
nothing  but  sleep,  or  eat,  or  rejoice  ;  as  you  know  we 
have  done  this  last  hour,  and  s-/  as  quietly,  and  as  tree 
from  cares  under  this  .sycamore,  as  Virgil's  Tityrus  and 
his  Meliboeus  did,  under  their  broad  beech  tree.  No  life, 
my  honest  scholar,  no  life  so  happy  and  so  pleasant,  as 
the  life  of  a  well-governed  angler  ;  for  when  the  lawyer 
is  swallowed  up  with  business,  and  the  statesman  is  pre- 
venting or  contriving  plots,  then  we  sit  on  cowslip  banks, 
hear  the  birds  sing,  and  possess  ourselves  in  as  much 
quietness  as  these  silent  silver  streams,  which  we  now  see 
glide  so  quietly  by  us.  Indeed,  my  good  scholar,  we 
may  say  of  angling  as  Dr.  Boteler  said  of  strawberries, 
"Doubtless,  God  could  have  m^'-e  a  better  berry,  but 
doubtless,  God  never  did  : "  and  so,  if  I  might  be  judge 
"  God  never  did  make  a  more  calm,  quiet,  innocent  re- 
creation than  angling." 
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This  is  the  month,  and  this  the  happy  morn, 
Wherein  the  Son  of  Heaven's  Eternal  King 
Of  wedded  maid  and  virgin  mother  born 
Our  grc  t  redemption  from  above  did  bring  • 
For  so  the  holy  sages  once  did  sing  ' 

I  hat  he  our  deadly  forfeit  should  release 
And  with  his  Father  work  us  a  perpetual  peace. 

II. 

That  glorious  form,  that  light  unsufferable 
And  that  tar-beaming  blaze  of  majesty       ' 

^Tt  ''7'"'  '^  '''^^^"'^  ^^g'^  council-table 
lo  sit  the  midst  of  TrinalUnit)^ 

He  laid  a^ide ;  and,  here  with  us  to  be 
Forsook  the  courts  of  everlasting  da-' 
And  chose  with  us  a  darksou.      use  ol  mortal  clay. 

III. 

Say,  Heavenly  Muse,  shall  not  thy  sacred  vein 

Afford  a  present  to  the  Infant  (lod  ? 

Hast  thou  no  verse,  no  hymn,  or  solemn  strain 

1  o  welcome  him  to  this  his  new  abode 

Now  while  the  heaven,  by  the  Sun's  team  untrod, 

Hath  took  no  print  of  the  approaching  light. 
And  all  the  spangled  host  keep  watch  in  squadrons  bright  ? 
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IV. 

See  how  from  far  upon  the  eastern  road 
The  star-led  wizards  haste  with  odors  sweet ! 
O  run,  prevent  them  with  thy  humble  ode, 
And  lay  it  lowly  at  his  blessed  feet ; 
Have  thou  the  honor  first  thy  Lord  to  greet, 
And  join  thy  voice  unto  the  Angel  Choir, 
From  out  his  secret  altar  touch'd  with  hallow'd  fire. 


THE  HYMN. 


It  was  the  winter  wild. 
While  the  Heaven-born  child, 

All  meanly  wrapt,  m  the  rude  manger  lies ; 
Nature,  in  awe  to  him. 
Had  doff'd  her  gaudy  tnm. 

With  her  great  Master  so  to  sympathize  : 
It  was  no  season  then  for  her 
To  wanton  with  the  Sun,  her  lusty  paramour. 


2. 

Only,  with  speeches  fair. 
She  woos  the  gentle  Air 

To  hide  her  guilty  front  with  innocent  snow, 
And  on  her  naked  shame, 
Pollute  with  sinful  blame. 

The  saintly  veil  of  maiden  white  to  throw  ; 
Confounded,  that  her  Maker's  eyes 
Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deformities. 
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But  he,  her  fears  to  cease, 

Sent  down  the  meek-ey'd  Peace  : 

She,  crown'd  with  olive  green,  came  softly  sliding 
Down  through  the  turning  sphere, 
His  ready  harbinger, 

With  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds  dividing- 
And,  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand. 
She  strikes  a  universal  peace  through  sea  and  land. 

No  war,  or  battle's  sound, 
Was  heard  the  world  around  : 

The  idle  spear  and  shield  were  high  up  hung; 
I  he  hooked  chariot  stood, 
Unstain'd  with  hostile  blood  j 

The  trumpet  spake  not  to  the  armbd  throng  • 
And  kmgs  sat  still  with  awful  vv/e. 
As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovran  Lord  was  by 


But  peaceful  was  the  night 
Wherein  the  Prince  of  Light 

His  reign  of  peace  upon  the  earth  began  : 
I  he  wmds,  with  wonder  whist, 
Smoothly  the  waters  kiss'd. 

Whispering  new  joys  to  the  mild  Ocean    * 
H'ho  now  hath  quite  forgot  to  rave 
While  birds  of  calm  sit  brooding  on  the  charmed  wave. 

6. 

The  stars,  with  deep  amaze, 
Stand  fix'd  in  steadfast  gaze, 
i^ending  one  wa^-  their  precious  influence  ; 


70 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  READER. 


\    Wiilil 


r  I  III 


And  will  not  take  their  flight, 
For  all  the  morning  light, 

Or  Lucifer  that  often  warn'd  them  thence  ; 
But  in  their  glimmering  orbs  did  glow. 
Until  their  Lord  himself  bespake,  and  bid  them  go. 

7. 

And,  though  the  shady  gloom 
Had  given  day  her  room, 

The  Sun  himself  withheld  his  wonted  speed  ; 
And  hid  his  head  for  shame. 
As  his  inferior  flame 

T:.e  new-enlighten'd  world  no  more  should  need  ; 
He  saw  a  greafer  Sun  appear 
Than  his  bright  throne  o.  burning  axletree  could  bear. 

8. 

The  shepherds  on  the  lawn. 
Or  ere  the  point  of  dawn. 

Sat  simply  chatting  in  a  rustic  row  ; 
Full  little  thought  they  then 
That  the  mighty  Pan 

Was  kindly  come  to  live  with  them  below : 
Perhaps  their  loves,  or  else  their  sheep, 
Was  all  that  did  their  silly  thoughts  so  busy  keep. 


When  such  music  sweet 
Their  hearts  and  ears  did  greet, 

As  never  was  by  mortal  finger  strook. 
Divinely- warbled  voice 
Answering  the  stringed  noise, 

As  all  their  souls  in  blissful  raj)ture  took  : 
The  Air,  such  pleasure  loth  to  lose, 
With  thousand  echoes  still  prolongs  each  heavenly  close. 
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10. 

Nature,  that  heard  such  sound 
Beneath  the  hollow  round 

Of  Cynthia's  seat,  the  Airy  region  thrilling, 
Now  was  almost  won 
To  think  her  part  was  done, 

And  that  her  reign  had  here  its  last  fulfilling  • 
She  knew  such  harmony  alone  ' 

Could  hold  all  Heaven  and  Earth  in  happier  union. 

At  last  surrounds  their  sight 
A  globe  of  circular  light, 

That  with  long  beams' the  shame-faced  Night  arrav'd  • 
I  he  helmbd  cherubim,  ^        ^  ^  ' 

And  swordbd  seraphim, 

Are  seen  in  glittering  ranks  with  wings  display'd 
Harpmg  m  loud  and  solemn  choir  ^     ' 

With  unexpressive  notes  to  Heaven's  new-born  Heir. 

12. 

Such  music  (as  'tis  said) 
Before  was  never  made, 

But  when  of  old  the  Sons  of  Morning  sung 
While  the  Creator  great  ^' 

His  constellations  set, 

And  the  well-balanced  world  on  hinges  hung 
And  cast  the  dark  foundation,  deep  ^' 

And  bid  the  welt'ring  waves  their  oozy  channel  keep. 

13. 

J^'ng  out,  ye  crystal  spheres  !    * 
Once  bless  our  human  ears, 
(If  ye  have  power  to  touch  our  senses  so,) 


!i 


,  ;..! 


'  ;;l 


III 


■/^9 

^^^1 

II 

is       i    ,  ^^k 

72  THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  READER. 

And  let  your  silver  chime 

Move  in  melodious  time  ;  ^ 

And  let  the  bass  of  Heaven's  deep  organ  blow ; 
And  with  your  ninefold  harmony 
Make  up  full  consort  to  the  angelic  symphony. 

14. 

For,  if  such  holy  song 
Enwrap  our  fancy  long, 

Time  will  run  back,  and  fetch  the  Age  of  Gold  ; 
And  speckled  Vanity 
Will  sicken  soon  and  die; 

And  leprous  Sin  will  melt  from  earthly  mould  ; 
And  Hell  itself  will  pass  away, 
And  leave  her  dolorous  mansions  to  the  peering  day. 

15- 

Yea,  Truth  and  Justice  then 
Will  down  return  to  men, 

Orb'd  in  a  rainbow  ;  and,  like  glories  wearing, 
Mercy  will  sit  between, 
Thron'd  in  celestial  sheen. 

With  radiant  feet  the  tissu'd  clouds  down  steering ; 
And  Heaven,  as  at  some  festival. 
Will  open  wide  the  gates  of  her  high  palace-hall. 

16. 

But  wisest  Fate  says,  No, 
This  must  not  yet  be  so ; 

The  Babe  yet  lies  in  smiling  infancy, 
Thut  on  the  bitter  cross 
Must  redeem  our  loss  ; 

So  hcrh  himself  and  us  to  glorify  : 
Yet  first,  M!  those  ychain'd  in  sleep. 
The  wakofiil  trump  of  doom  must  thunder  through  the  dee^ 
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Wi'h  such  a  horrid  clang 
As  on  Mount  Sinai  rang, 

AVhile  the  red  fire  and  smould'ring  clouds  out  brake  : 
The  aged  Earth,  aghast, 
With  terror  of  that  blast, 

Shall  from  the  surface  to  the  centre  shake  • 
When,  at  the  -^rorld's  last  session 
The  dreadful  Judge  in  middle  ai^  shall  spread  his  throne. 

18. 

And  then  at  last  our  bliss 
Fi '    ind  perfect  is. 

But  now  begins  ;  for  from  this  happy  day 
I  he  Old  Dragon  under  ground. 
In  straiter  limits  bound. 

Not  half  so  far  casts  his  usurped  sway  • 
And,  wroth  to  see  his  kingdom  fail 
Swinges  the  scaly  horror  of  his  folded  tail. 

19. 

The  Oracles  are  dumb  ; 
No  voice  or  hideous  hum 

Runs  through  the  arched  roof  in  words  deceiving 
Apollo  from  his  shrine  "eceivmg. 

Can  no  more  divine. 

With  hollow  shriek  the  sfppn  r^f  n  1  u 
KT„    •  ,  ,  ^  ^^^^P  o*  i^elphos  eav  ne 

No  nightly  trance,  or  breathed  spell  ^' 

Inspires  the  pale-ey'd  priest  from  the  prophetic  cell. 


20. 
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From  haunted  spring,  and  dale 

Edg'd  with  poplar  pale,  v 

The  parting  Genius  is  with  sighing  sent ; 
With  flower-inwoven  tresses  torn 
The  Nymphs  in  twilight  shade  of  tangled  thickets  mourn. 

21. 

In  consecrated  earth. 
And  on  the  holy  hearth, 

The  Lars,  and  Lemures,  moan  with  midnight  plaint ; 
In  urns,  and  altars  round, 
A  drear  and  dying  sound 

Affrights  the  Flamers  at  their  service  quaint ; 
And  the  chill  tnarble  seems  to  sweat, 
While  each  peculiar  Power  forgoes  his  wonted  seat. 

22. 

Peor,  and  Baalim, 
Forsake  their  temples  dim, 

With  that  twice-batter'd  God  of  Palestine  ; 
And  mooned  /  shtaroth. 
Heaven's  queen  and  mother  both. 

Now  sits  not  girt  with  tapers'  holy  shine : 
The  Libyc  Hammon  shrinks  his  horn  ; 
In  vain  the  Tyrian  maids  their  wounded  Thammuz  mourn. 

23. 

And  sullen  Moloch,  fled. 
Hath  left  in  shadows  dread, 

His  burning  idol  all  of  blackest  hue 
In  vain  with  cymbals'  ring 
They  call  the  grisly  king. 

In  dismal  dance  about  the  furnace  blue  ; 
The  brutish  gods  of  Nile  as  fast, 
I  sis,  and  Orus,  and  the  dog  Anubis,  haste. 
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24. 

Nor  is  Osiris  seen  , 

In  Memphian  grove  or  green, 

Trampling  the  unshower'd  grass  with  lowings  ioud  ; 
Nor  can  he  be  at  rest 
Within  his  sacred  chest ; 

Naught  but  profoundest  Hell  can  be  his  shroud  ; 
In  vain,  with  timbrell'd  anthems  dark, 
The  sable-stolid  sorcerers  bear  his  worshipp'd  ark. 

25- 

He  feels  from  Juda's  land 
The  dreaded  Infant's  hand  ; 

The  rays  of  Bethlehem  blind  his  dusky  eyn  ; 
Nor  all  the  gods  beside 
Longer  dare  abide, 

Not  Typhon  huge  ending  in  snaky  twine  : 
Our  Babe,  tp  show  his  Godhead  true. 
Can  in  his  swaddling  bands  control  the  damned  crew. 

26. 

So,  when  the  sun  in  bed, 
Curtam'd  with  cloudy  red, 

Pillows  his  chin  upon  an  orient  wave, 
The  flocking  shadows  pale 
Troop  to  the  infernal  jail, 

Each  fetter'd  ghost  slips  to  his  several  grave  ; 
And  the  yellow-skirted  fays 
Fly  after  the  night-steeds,  leavin^^  their  moon-lov'd  maze. 

27. 

Hut  see  !  the  Virgin  blest 
Hath  laid  her  Babe  to  rest. 
Time  is  our  tedious  song  should  here  have  ending  : 
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Heaven's  youngest-teemed  star, 
Hath  fix'd  her  polish'd  car, 

Her  sleeping  Lord  with  handmaid  lamp  attending  ; 
And  all  about  the  courtly  stable 
Bright-harness'd  Angels  sit  in  order  serviceable. 


X.    CHARACTER  OF  LORD  FALKLAND. 


Lord  Clarendon. — 1608-1674. 
From  History  of  the  Rebellion. 

In  this  unhappy  battle  [of  Newbury]  was  slain  the 
Lord  Viscount  Falkland  ;  a  person  of  such  prodigious 
parts  of  learning  and  knowledge,  of  that  inimitable 
sweetness  and  delight  in  conversation,  of  so  flowing  and 
obliging  a  humanity  and  goodness  to  mankind,  and  of 
that  primitive  simplicity  and  integrity  of  life,  that  if  there 
were  no  other  brand  upon  this  odious  and  accursed  civil 
war,  than  that  single  loss,  it  must  be  most  infamous,  and 
execrable  to  all  posterity. 

Before  this  parliament,  his  condition  of  life  was  so 
happy  that  it  was  hardly  capable  of  improvement. 
Before  he  came  to  be  twenty  years  of  age,  he  was  master 
of  a  noble  fortune,  which  descended  to  him  by  the  gift  of 
a  grandfather,  without  passing  through  his  father  ori 
mother,  who  were  then  both  alive,  and  not  well  enough 
contented  to  find  themselves  passed  by  in  the  descent 
His  education  for  some  years  had  been  in  Ireland,  where 
his  father  was  lord-deputy;  so  that,  when  he  returned 
into  England,  to  the  possession  of  his  fortune,  he  was! 
unentangled   with   any   acquaintance   or   friends,  which 
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usually  grow  up  by  the  custom  of  conversation  ;  and 
therefore  was  to  make  a  pure  election  of  his  company- 
>vh,ch  he  chose  by  other  rules  than  were  prescribed  to 
tlK-  young  nobility  of  that  time.  And  it  cannot  be 
dcn^.,1,  though  he  admitted  some  few  to  his  friendship 
for  the  agreeableness  of  their  natures,  and  their  undoubted 
afifecfon  to  h,m,  that  his  familiarity  and  friendship,  for  the 
most  part,  was  with  men  of  the  most  eminent  and  sublime 
parts,  and  of  untouched  reputation  in  point  of  inte-ritv  ■ 
and  such  men  had  a  title  to  his  bosom  " 

Ho  was  a  great  cherisher  of  wit,  and  fancy,  and  good 
parts  m  any  man  ;  and,  if  he  found  them  clouded  with 
poverty  or  want,  a  most   liberal  and   bountiful  patron 
towards  them,  even  above  his  fortune  ;  of  which,  in  those 
adm„„strations,  he  was  such  a  dispenser,  as,  if  he  had 
eon  trusted  with  it  to  such  u.os,  and  if  tker    had  been 
he  least  of  vice  in  his  expense,  he  might  have  been 
hought  too  prodigal.     He  was  con.stant  and  pertinacious 
m  u  hatsoever  he  resolved  to  do,  and  not  to  be  wearied  by 
any  pams  that  were  necessary  to  that  end.     And  there- 
fore, havmg  once  resolved  not  to  see  London,  which  he 
lov-ed  above  all  places,  till  he  had  perfectly  i;arned  the 
Greek  tongue  ne  went  to  his  own  house  in  the  country 
and  pursued  ,t  with  that  indefatigable  indust^.  that  U 
«.     not  be  believed  in  how  short  a  time  he  wa"' mast 
of  .t,  and  accurately  read  all  the  Greek  historians 

tn„      r'  r^"' ''''  ■'""''^  ""^'"S  *''hi"  little  more  than 

P  iitlth      °^'''^  T"'™^'^'  '"^"'"^^"'>'  -d  friend- 
Ship  w,th   the   most  polite  and  accurate  men  of  that 

un,vers,ty  ;  who  found  such  an  immenseness  of  wit,  and 
uch  a  sol,d,t,.  of  judgment  in  him,  so  infinite  a  f^ncy, 
Douncl  in   bv  a  mo-*-  i-~---i        ....  ^^ 

L-n^   1  a'     ',      "^°"^  lu^icui  ratiocination,  such  a  vast 
knowledge,  that  he  was  not  ignorant  in   anything,  yet 
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such  an  excessive  humility,  as  if  he  had  known  nothinij, 
that  they  frequently  resorted  md  dwelt  with  him,  as  if 
college  situated  in  a  purer  air  ;  so  that  his  house  was 
university  in  a  less  volume  ;  whither  they  came  not  m. 
much  for  repose  as  study;  and  to  examine  and  re^ne 
those  j,n-osser  propositions,  which  laziness  and  cons  .  t 
made  current  in  vulga   conversation.  . 

He  was  superior  to  all  those  passions  and  affections 
which  attend  vulgar  minds,  and  was  guilty  of  no  other 
ambition  than  of  knowledge,  and  to  be  reputed  a  lever 
of  all  gooa  men  ;  and  that  made  him  too  much  a  con- 
temner of  those  arts,  which  must  be  indulged  in  the  trans- 
actions of  human  affairs.  .  .  . 

He  had  a  courage  of  the  most  clear  and  keen  temper, 
and  so  far  from  fear,  that  he  seemed  not  without  some 
appetite  of  danger  ;  and  therefore,  upon  any  occasion  of 
action,  he  always  engaged  hi.,  person   in  those   troops 
which  he  thought,  by  the  forwardness  of  the  commanders, 
to  be  most  like  to  be  farthest  engaged  ;  and  in  all  such 
encounters,  he  had  about  him  an  extraordinary  cheer- 
fulness, without  at  all  affecting  the  execution  that  usually 
attended  them  ;  in  which  he  took  no  delight,  but  took 
pains  to  prevent  it,  where  it  was  not  by  resistance  made 
necessary  :  insomuch  that  at  Edge-hill,  when  the  enemy 
was  routed,  he  was  like  to  have  incurred  great  peril,  by 
interposing  to  save  those  who  had»thrown  away  their 
arms,  and  against  whom,  it  may  be,  others  were  more 
fierce  for  their  having  thrown  them  away  :  so  that  a  man 
might  think  he  came  into  the  field  chiefly  out  of  curiosity 
to  see  the  face  of  danger,  and  charity  to  prevent  the 
shedding  of  blood.     Yet,  in   his  natural  inclination,  he 
acknowledged  he  was  addicted  to   the  profession  of  a 
soldier ;  and  shortly  after  he  came  to  his  fortune,  before 
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V.  was  of  age,  he  went  into  the  Low  Countries,  with  a 
resolution  of  procuring  comman.i,  an<l  to  give  himself  up 
to  ,t ;  from  wh.ch  he  was  .liverte.!  by  the  complete  inac- 
tmty  of  that  .summer  ;  so  he  returnc..  into  Kngland,  and 
shortly  after  entere,!  upon  that  vehement  course  of  stu.ly 
we  mercone.!  before,  till  the  first  alarm  from  the  north 
then  again  he  made  ready  for  the  field,  and  though  he' 
reccml  some  repulse  in  the  eomman.I  of  a  troop  of 
.  orse  of  which  he  had  a  promise,  he  went  a  volunteer 
with  the  earl  of  tssex. 

From  the  entrance  into  this  unnatural  war,  his  natural 
cheerfulness  and  vivacity  grew  cloude.1,  an<l  a  kind  of 
soilness  and  dejection  of  spirit  stole  upon  him,  which  he 
had  never  been  used  to ;   yet  being   one  of  those  who 
believed  that  one  battle  would      ,d  all  differences,  and 
hat  there  would  be  so  great  a  victory  on  one  side,  that 
he  other  would  be  compelled  to  submit  to  any  conditions 
from    the    victor -which    supposition   and   conclusion 
{{enerally  sunk  in.,  the  minds  of  most  men,  and  pre- 
vented the  looking  after  many  advantages  that  might 
hen  have  b^en  laid  hold  of-he  resisted  those  indispo- 
tions.     But  after  the  king's  return  from  Brentford,  and 
the  furious  resolution  of  the  two  Houses  not  to  admit 
any   treaty  for  peace,  those   indispositions,  which  had 
b   ore  touc.  ed  him,  grew  into  a  perfect  habit  of  uncheer- 
fulness ;  and  he,  who  had  been  so  exactly  unreserved 
d  affable  to  all  men,  that  his  face  and  countenance  was 
always  present,  and  vacant,  to  his  company,  and  held 
any  cloudiness,  and  less  pleasantness  of  the  visage   a 

cl  IT"  °'  '"''"'">''  ^^'''^^'  °"  ^  sudden,  i;ss 

Z:TT:  '  .T^  ''^^"'^^'  ^^-^  -'''  P-'-.  -"<^  ex  eed- 
uCvi  r~L"?  P  ■''""•     ^"  ^^''^  clothes  and  habit, 

^vh.ch  he  had  minded  before  always  with  more  neatness, 
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and  industry,  and  expense,  than  is  usual  to  so  great  a 
soul,  he  was  not  now  only  incurious,  but  too  negligent ; 
and  in  his  reception  of  suitors,  and  the  necessary  or 
casual  addresses  to  his  place,  so  quick,  and  sharp,  and 
severe,  that  there  wanted  not  some  men — strangers  to 
his  nature  and  disposition — who  believed  him  proud  and 
imperious  ;  from  which  no  mortal  man  was  ever  more 
free.  .  .  . 

When  there  was  any  overture  or  hope  of  peace,  he 
would   be   mDre  eiect   and   vigorous,  and    exceedingly 
solicitous   to   press   anything  which  he  thought  might 
promote  it ;  and  sitting  among  his  frionds,  often,  after  a 
deep  silence,  ^nd  frequent  sighs,  would,  with  a  shrill  and 
sad   accent,   ingeminate   the   word   Peace,   Peace;    and 
would  passionately  profess,  "  that  the  very  agony  of  the 
war,  and  the  view  of  the  calamities  and  desolation  the 
kingdom  did  and  must  endure,  took  his  sleep  from  him, 
and  would  shortly  break  his  heart."     This  made  some 
think,   or  pretend    to   think,   "  that    he   was    so   much 
enamoured  of  peace,  that  he  would  have  been  glad  the 
king  should  have  bought  it  at  any  price  ;"  which  was  a 
most  unreasonable  calumny.     As   if  a   man,  that  was 
himself  the  most  punctual  and  precise  in  every  circum- 
stance  that   might   reflect   upon    conscience   or   honor, 
could  have  wished  the  king  to  have  committed  a  trespass 
against  either.  .  .  . 

In  the  morning  before  the  battle,  as  always  upon 
action,  he  was  very  cheerful,  and  put  himself  into  the 
first  rank  of  the  Lord  Byron's  regiment,  then  advancing 
upon  the  enemy,  wiio  had  lined  the  hedges  on  both 
sides  with  musketeers  ;  from  whence  he  was  shot  with 
a  m.uskot  in  the  lower  part  of  the  belly,  and  in  the 
instant  falling  from  his  horse,  his  body  was  not  found 
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till  the  next  morning;  till  when,  there  was  some  hope 
he  m.ght   have   been   a  prisoner;   though   his  nea^"^^* 
nends   who  knew  his  temper,  received  small  como 
from   that   unagination.     Thus   fell   that   incompamble 
young  man,  m  the  four-and-thirtieth  year  of  T t 
hav,„g  so  much  despatched    the  true  business  of    I' 
la     he  oldest  rarely  attain  to  that  immense  knowledge 
and  the  youngest  enter  not  into  the  world  with  more 
-nnocency :  whosoever  leads  such  a  life,  needs  be  the T  s 
anxious  upon  how  short  warning  it  is  taken  from  him 
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John  Dryden.-~i63i-i7oo. 
Creator  Spirit,  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mi.id ; 
Come,  pour  thy  joys  on  humankind  • 
From  sin  and  sorro.v  set  us  free. 
And  make  thy  temples  worthy  thee. 

O  source  of  uncreated  light. 
The  Father's  promis'd  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire; 
Come,  and  thy  sacred  unction  bring 
10  sanctify  us,  v/hile  we  sing. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high 
Rich  in  thy  sevenfold  energy  ! 
I'hou  strength  of  his  Almighty  hand. 
Whose  power  does  heaven  and  earth' command 
1  roceedmg  Spirit,  our  defenco. 
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Who  dost  the  gift  of  tongues  dispense, 
And  crown'st  thy  gift  with  eloquence. 

Refine  and  purge  our  earthy  paits  \ 
But,  oh,  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts  ! 
Our  frailties  help,  ou-r  vice  control, 
Submit  the  senses  to  the  soul ; 
And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown, 
Then  lay  thy  hand,  and  hold  them  -^own. 

Chase  from  our  minds  the  infernal  foe, 
\nd  peace,  the  fruit  of  Love,  bestow  \ 
And  lest  our  feet  should  step  astray, 
Protect  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 

Make  us  eternal  truths  receive. 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe  : 
Give  us  thy  self,  that  we  may  see 
The  Father  and  the  Son  by  thee. 

Immortal  honor,  endless  fame, 
Attend  the  Almighty  Father's  name  : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorified. 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died  : 
And  equal  adoration  be, 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  thee  ! 


XII.  LINES  PRINTED  UNDER  THE  PORTRAIT  OF  M.LTC:. 


Dryden. 


Three  poets,  in  three  distant  ages  born, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 
The  first  in  loftiness  of  thought  surpassed. 
The  next  in  majesty,  in  both  the  last. 
The  force  of  Nature  could  no  farther  go  ; 
To  make  a  third  she  join'd  the  fo'-mer  two. 
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XIII.     REASON. 


Dryden. 
From  Religio  Laici. 
Dim  as  the  borrow'd  beams  of  moon  and  stars 
To  lonely,  weary,  wandering  travellers, 
Is  Reason  to  the  soul ;  and  as  on  high 
'i^hose  rolling  fires  discover  but  the  sky 
Not  light  us  here ;  so  Reason's  glimmering  ray 
Was  lent,  not  to  assure  our  doubtful  way. 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day 
And  as  those  nightly  tapers  disappear, 
When  day's  bright  lord  ascends  our  hemisphere 
So  pale  grows  Reason  at  Religion's  sight ; 
So  dies,  and  so  dissolves,  in  supernatural'light 


XIV.    ON  THE  LOVE  OF  COUNTRY  AS  A  PRINflPLE 

OF  ACTION. 


Richard  Steele.— 1672 -J729. 
Fro7n  The  Tatlep,  June  to    i^o. 

When  men  look  into  their  ow.  00.0ms,  and  consider 
he  generous  seeds  which  are  there  planted,  that  might  if 
%  culfvated.  ennoble  their  ....s.  and  make  thd 

.    r    refl"''      t  '"  '"'""'^ '    '""^   '^"    ^'^"-'y.  -i*out 
2'      t.    k""  ""!  ™''""^''  d'--^'^"'=^acy  from  that  public 

^M  thcr  a.uon5 ,    t„  che  '-recian  and  Roman  nations 
they  were  w>se  enough  to  k.v  o  up  this  great  incentive," 
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and  it  was  impossible  to  be  in  the  fashion  without  being 
a  patriot.     All  gallantry  had  its  first  source  from  hence; 
and   to  want  a  warmth  for  the  public  welfare,  was  a 
defect  so  scandalous,  that  he  who  was  guilty  of  it  had 
no  pretence  to  honor  or  manhood.     What  makes  the 
depravity  among  us,  in  this  behalf,  the  more  vexatious 
and  irksome  to  reflect  upon,  is,  that  the  contempt  of  life 
is  carried   as  far  amongst  us,  as  it  could  be  in  those 
memorable  people  ;  and  we  want  only  a  proper  appli- 
cation of  the  qualities  which  are  frequent  among  us,  to 
be  as  worthy  as  they.     There  is  hardly  a  man   to  be 
found  who  will  not  fight  upon  any  occasion,  which  he 
thinks  may  , taint  his  own  honor.     Were  this  motive  as 
strong  in  everything  that  regards  the  public,  as  it  is  in 
this  our  private  case,  no  man  would  pass  his  life  away 
without  having  distinguished  himself  by  some  gallant 
instance  of  his  zeal  towards  it  in  the  respective  incidents 
of  his  li '    .t    i  profession.     But  it  is  so  far  otherwise,  that 
there  c     t  „  at  present  be  a  more  ridiculous  animal, 
than  one  wno  seems  to  regard  the  good  of  others.     He, 
in  civil  life,  whose  thoughts  turn  upon  schemes  which 
may  be  of  general  benefit,  without  further  reflection,  i.v 
called  a  projector;    and  the   man   whose   mind   seems j 
intent  upon  glorious  achievements,  a  knight-errant.    The| 
ridicule  smong  us  runs  strong  against  laudable  actions; 
nay,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  things,  and  the  common  | 
regards  of  life,  negligence  of  the  public  is  an    ;pi:^ciTiic 
vice.     The  brewer  in  his   excise,  the   merchan      n  hisi 
customs,  and,  for  aught   we   know,  the   soldier  in  hi'f 
muster-rolls,   think  never  the  v/orse  of  themselves  for 
being  guilty  of  their  respective  frauds  towards  the  public. 
This  evil  is  come  to  such  a  fantastical  height,  that  hc!>: 
a  man  of  a  public  spirit,  and  heroically  affected  to  his 
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country,  who  can  go  so  far  as  even  to  tnrn 
all  1.0  has  in  her  funds.     ThereTs  ItV  V       ""'"  *'* 
imagination  sueh  a  one  does  no.  '"  ''^''"'^ 

il«M  of  glory,  as  CodrL,  sCr,    T^'ot^  ^^"'^ 
,>«inc  in  old  Rome.     Were  it  notVn    n^.  ^'""^^ 

\^^^^ per  cent,  as  have  regird  Lou  i  ?     1    '™"  °'  ■'^° 
.Heir  nation  to  trade  with'w  uSe' "eX  r  '"' 
notion  of  public  love  would  lone  ere  nn,    t       '         '''^''^ 
from  a,r,ong  u,s.    But  however  gL"^,";;:'^''^^  ^'•■"'■*^d 
u,s  away  in  the  stream  of  /' §^''"'=' ^' <^"»tom  may  hurry 

evil,  no^rime,  so  "r L"  as  thatTfT"  """''  '"""'^  ''  ™ 
relating  to  the  com'mo     ^o^,      ThisTs'       '  I"  '"''''''' 

U  f  »picur  initr  rtr  °:e::,t  ^^  r: 

kfaces  not  only  the  pra  ^'„  tu^Z  "  ""''''''=■     T*"-' 

i>!  honor  and  virtue    and  h,'    T  ,        "'"'^  ^PProbation 

]o  speak  freely,  "he  'verv  se         1  '""^  "'  <=''<"'^«'  "'^t. 

k- a  part  eVnln^:^  ::;:  tiS''\rt, '^'^  r 

tiost  generous  motive  of  life  T.        !'  .   """  *'="  **= 

-ily  banished  the   breas    of  man  r?',"**^''^' ''^  - 

K  all  our  pa,s.sions  inward/   ^hn        "  P°'"''''^  *° 

fyou.hbesunkinpeirre    1  k- ""^  ''°"''"^  *"=-' 

^  selfish  intri..ues  ?     str,     ',     t  """""^  "'"  "^^"h^^d 

«'rth  the  n^"' ;      f    ^"  "■*"  '^^''"  glorious,  all  that 

(verted   from   the   senle  o     S-™  "   '"'°^'''  """"' 

^"-n   glory,  it   C^    ll't   Lair""  T™''-  '^""^ 

"pending  misfortune  ^'  ''"''   '^"■''"*   "^ 

ioo!iXrv"n;!  ir'  "°^^  ""^^"--^  -^- 

^  well,  that  there  was  hardly  an  oratton 
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ever  made,  which  did  not  turn  upon  this  general  sense, 
"  That  the  love  of  their  country  was  the  first  and  most 
essential  quality  in  an  honest  mind."  Demosthenes, 
in  a  cause  wherein  his  fame,  reputation,  and  fortune, 
were  embarked,  puts  his  all  upon  this  issue  ;  "  Let  the 
Athenians,"  says  he,  "  be  benevolent  to  me,  as  they  think 
I  have  been  zealous  for  them."  This  great  and  discern- 
ing orator  knew,  there  was  nothing  else  in  nature  could 
bear  him  up  against  his  adversaries,  but  this  one  quality 
of  having  shown  himself  willing  or  able  to  serve  his 
country.  This  certainly  is  the  test  of  merit ;  and  the  first 
foundation  for  deserving  good-will  is,  having  it  yourself 
The  adversary  of  this  orator  at  that  time  was  ^schines, 
a  man  of  wily  arts  and  skill  in  the  world,  who  could,  as 
occasion  served,  fall  in  with  a  national  start  of  passion, 
or  sullenness  of  humor,  which  a  whole  nation  is  some- 
times taken  with  as  well  as  a  private  man  ;  and  by  that 
means  divert  them  from  their  common  sense,  into  an 
aversion  for  receiving  anything  in  its  true  light.  But 
when  Demosthenes  had  awakened  his  audience  with  that 
one  hint  of  judging  by  the  general  tenor  of  his  life 
towards  them,  his  services  bore  down  his  opponent  before 
him,  who  fled  to  the  covert  of  his  mean  arts,  until  somej 
more  favorable  opportunity  should  offer  against  thej 
jiuperior  merit  of  Demosthenes. 

It  were  to  be  wished,  that  love  of  their  coisntrv  were  I 
the  first  principle  of  action  in  men  of  business,  even  for 
their  own  sakes  ;  for  when  the  world  begins  to  examine 
into  their  conduct,  the  generality,  who  have  no  share  in, 
or  hopes  of  any  part  in  power  or  riches,  but  what  is  the 
effect  of  their  own  labor  or  prosperity,  will  judge  of  theinj 
by  no  other  method,  than  that  of  how  profitable  liwi 
administration  has  .been  to  the  whole.     They  who  are! 
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out  of  the  influence  of  men's  fortune  or  favor,  will  let 
them  stand  or  fall  by  this  one  only  rule  ;  and  men  who 
can  bear  being  tried  by  it,  are  always  popular  in  their 
fall.  Those,  who  cannot  suffer  such  a  scrutiny,  are  con- 
temptible in  tneir  advancement. 

But  I  am  here  running  into  shreds  of  maxims  from 
reading  Tacitus  this  morning,  which  has  driven  me  from 
my  recommendation   of  public   spirit,   which   was   the 
intended   purpose  of  this  lucubration.     There  is  not  a 
more  glorious  instance  of  it,  than  in  the  character  of 
Regulus.     This  same  Regulus  was  taken  prisoner  by  the 
Carthaginians,  and  was  sent  by  them  to  Rome,  in  order 
to  demand  some  Punic  noblemen,  who  were  prisoners, 
in  exchange  for  himself;   and  was   bound  by   an  oath 
that  he  would   return   to  Carthage,  if  he  failed  in  his 
commission.     He  proposes  this  to  the  senate,  who  were 
in  suspense  upon  it,  which  Regulus  observing,  without 
having  the  least  notion  of  putting  the  care  of  his  own 
life  in  competition  with  the  public  good,  desired  them 
to  consider  that  he  was  old,  and  almost  useless  ;  that 
those    demanded    in    exchange    were   men    of    daring 
tempers,    and    great    merit    in    military    affairs  ;    and 
wondered   they  would    make   any  doubf   of  permitting 
him  to  go  back  to  the  short  tortures  prepared  for  him 
at  Carthage,  where  he  should  have   the  advantage  of 
ending  a  long  life   both  gloriously  and  usefully.     This 
generous   advice   was   consented    to  ;  and   he   took   his 
leave  of  his  country  and  his  weeping  friends,  to  go  to 
certain  death,  with  that  cheerful  composure,  as  a  man, 
after  the  fatigue  of  business  in  a  court  or  a  city,  retires' 
to  the  next  village  for  the  air. 


When  the  heart  is  right  there  is  true  patriotism. 

Bishop  Berkelky.— 1684-1753. 
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XV.    THE  GOLDEN  SCALES. 


Joseph  Addison.— 1672- 1719, 
Fron„  Thk  Spectatcr,  August  21,  1712. 

I    WAS   lately    entertaining   myself  with    comparing 
Homer's   balance,   in  which   Jupiter   is   represented   as 
weighing  the  fates  of  Hector  and  Achilles,  with  a  pas- 
sage  of    Virgil,   wherein   that    deity   is   introduced    as 
weighing    the   fates   of    Turnus   and   ^neas.      I    then 
considered  how  the  same  way  of  thinking  prevailed  in 
the  eastern  parts  of  the  world,  as  in  those  noble  passages 
of  Scripture,  where  we  are  told,  that  the  great  king  of 
Babylon,  the  day  before  his  death,  had   been  weighed 
in    the   balance,   and    been   found   wanting.     In   other 
places  of  the  holy  writings    the  Almighty  is  described 
as  weighing  the  mountains  in  scales,  making  the  weight 
for  the  winds,  knowing  the   balancings  of  the  clouds  ; 
and,   in   others,   as   weighing  the   actions   of  men,   and 
laying  their  calamities  together  in  a  balance.     Milton,  as 
I  have  observed  in  a  former  paper,  had  an  eye  to  several 
of  these  foregoing  instances,  in  that  beautiful  description 
wherein  he  represents  the  archangel  and  the  evil  spirit 
as  addressing  themselves  for  the  combat,  but  parted  by 
the  balance  which  appeared  in  the  heavens,  and  weighed 
the  consequences  of  such  a  battle. 

The  Eternal,  to  prevent  such  horrid  fray, 
Hung  forth  in  Heaven  his  golden  scales,  yet  seen 
Betwixt  Astrea  and  the  Scorpion  sign, 
Wherein  all  things  created  first  he  weigh'd. 
The  pendulous  round  earth  with  balanced  air 
In  counterpoise  ;  now  ponders  all  events, 
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Battles  and  realms  :  in  these  he  puts  two  weights 
The  seque!  each  of  parting  and  of  fight : 
The  latter  quick  up  flew,  and  kick'd  the  beam  • 
Which  Cabriel  spying,  thus  bespake  the  fiend  :' 

"Satan,  I  know  thy  strength,  and  thou  know'st  mine.- 
Neither  our  own,  but  given  ;  what  folly  then 
To  boast  what  arms  can  do !  since  thine  no  more 
ihan  Heaven  permits;  nor  mine,  though  doubled  now 
lo  trample  thee  as  mire  :  for  proof  look  up, 
And  read  thy  lot  in  yon  celestial  sign 
Where  thou  art  weigh'd,  and  shewn  how  light,  how  weak, 
If  thou  resist."     The  fiend  look'd  up  and  knew 
His  mounted  scale  aloft ;  nor  more  :  but  fled 
Murm'ring,  and  with  him  fled  the  shades  of  night. 

These  several  amusing  thoughts  having  taken  posses- 
sion of  my  mind  .some  time  before  I  went  to  sleep   and 
mingling  tnemselves  with  my  ordinary  ideas,  raised  in 
my  imagination   a   very   odd   kind    of  vision.     I    was 
methought,   replaced   m    my  .study,   and   seated  in  my' 
Ibow-chair  where  I  had  indulged  the  foregoing  specu^ 
ations,  with  my  lamp  burning  by  me,  as  usual.     Whilst 
andc'       ?  "^-^^''t^'i"?  °"  several  .subjects  of  morality, 
™d  consKlermg  the  nature  of  many  virtues  and  vices,  as 
rnaterials  for  tho.se  disccurses  with  whicn  I  daily  entertain 
the  public  ;    I  saw,  methought,  a  pair  of  golden  scales 

ttf  ?  ^V/*"^"'"   '"  *"  '^'"'^  '"^'^'  °^<='-  the  table 
tha    stood  before   me;  when,  on  a  sudden,  there  were 

g  cat   heaps  of  weights  thrown  down  on  each  side   of 

tLen,.     1    found   upon   examining    these  weights    thev 

^owed  the  value  of  everything  that  is  in  estee'm  =;mong 

men.     I  made  an  essay  of  them,  by  puttine  the  weight 

"'  wisdom  in  one  scale,  and  that  of'riche^m  another, 

upon  which  the  latter,  to  show  its  comparative  lightness 

.mmcdiately  "  flew  up  and  kicked  the  beam  " 
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But,  before  I  proceed,  I  must  inform  my  reader,  that 
these  weights  i  d  not  exert  their  natural  gravity,  till  they 
were  laid  in  the  golden  balance,  insomuch  that  I  could 
not  guess  which  was  light  or  heavy,  whilst  I  held  them 
in  my  hand.  This  I  found  by  several  instances,  for 
upon  my  laying  a  weight  in  one  of  the  scales,  which  was 
inscribed  by  the  word  Eternity  ;  though  I  threw  in  that 
of  time,  prosperity,  affliction,  wealth,  poverty,  interest, 
success,  with  many  (  ther  weights,  which  in  my  hand 
seemed  very  ponderous,  they  were  not  able  to  stir  the 
opposite  balance,  nor  could  they  have  prevailed,  though 
assisted  with  the  weight  of  the  sun,  the  stars,  and  the 
earth.  , 

Upon  emptying  the  scales,  I  laid  several  titles  and 
honors,  with  pomps,  triumphs,  and  many  weights  of  the 
like  nature,  in  one  of  them,  and  seeing  a  little  glittering 
weight  lie  by  me,  I  threw  it  accidentally  into  the  other 
scale,  when,  to  my  great  surprise,  it  proved  so  exact  a 
counterpoise,  that  it  kept  the  balance  in  an  equilibrium. 
This  little  glittering  weight  was  inscribed  upon  the  edges 
of  it  with  the  word  Vanity.  I  found  there  were  several 
other  weights  which  were  equally  heavy,  and  exact 
counterpoises  to  one  another  ;  a  few  of  them  I  tried,  as 
avarice  and  poverty,  riches  and  content,  with  some 
others. 

There  were  likewise  several  weights  that  were  of  the 
same  figure,  and  seemed  to  correspond  with  each  other, 
but  were  entirely  different  when  thrown  into  the  scales, 
as  religion  and  hypocrisy,  pedantry  and  learning,  wit  and 
vivacity,  superstition  and  devotion,  gravity  and  wisdom, 
with  many  others. 

I  observed  one  particular  weight  lettered  on  both  sides, 
and  upon  applying  myself  to  the  reading  of  it,  I  found 


THE  GOLDEN  SCALES.  5, 

on  one  side  written,  "  In  the  dialect  of  men;'  and  under- 
neath it  "  CALAMITIES  '  on  the  Other  side  was  written, 
•  In  tlie  language  of  the  gods;'  and  underneath  "  bles- 
sings." I  found  the  intrinsic  value  of  this  weight  to  be 
much  greater  than  I  imagined,  for  it  overpowered  health 
«ealth,  good-fortune,  and  many  other  weights,  which 
were  much  mor    ponderous  in  my  hand  than  the  other 

There  is  a  saying  among  the  Scotch,  that  "  an  ounce 
of  rnother  is  worth  a  pound  rf  clergy  ;  "  1  was  sensible 
of  the  truth  of  this  saying,  when  I  saw  the  difference 
between  the  weight  of  natural  parts  and  that  of  learning 
1  he  observation  which  I  made  upon  these  two  weights 
opened  to  me  a  new  field   of  discoveries,  for  notwith- 
standmg  the  weight  of  natural  parts  was  much  heavier 
than  that  of  learning,    I   observed  that   it   wt  -hed  an 
hundred  times  heavier  than  it   did  before,  when  I  put 
learnmg  into  the  same  scale  with  it.     I  made  the  same 
observation  upon  faith  and  morality  ;  for  notwithstanding 
the  latter  outweighed  the  former  .separately,  it  received  I 
housand  fmes  more  additional  weight  from  its  conjunc- 
tion vv.th  the  former,  than  what  it  had  by  itself     This 
odd  phenomenon  showed  itself  in  other  particulars,  as  in 
«it  and  judgment,  philosophy  and  religion,  justice  and 
humanity   zeal   and   charity,  depth   of  sens,    .nd  per 
sp.cu,ty  of  style,  with  innumerable  other  particulars,  too 
long  to  be  mentioned  in  this  paper. 

As  a  dream  seldom  fails  of  dashing  .seriousness  with 
imper  mence,  mirth  with  gravity,  methought  I  made 
several  other  experiments  of  a  more  ludicrous  nature  by 
oneof  hich  I  found  that  an  English  octavo  was  v'er^ 
0  ten  he^av,er  than  a  French  folio  ;  and  by  another,  tha^ 
an  Old  ^reek  or  Latin  author  weighed  down  a  whole 
library  of  moderns.     Seeing  one  of  my  Spectators  lying 
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by  me,  I   laid  it  into  one  of  the  scales,  and  flung  a 
twopenny  piece  in  the  other.     The  reader  will  not  inquire 
into  the  event,  if  he  remembers  the  first  trial  which  I 
have  recorded  in  this  paper.     I  afterwards  threw  both 
the  sexes   into  the   balance  ;  but  as  it  is  not  for   my 
mterest  to  disoblige  either  of  them,  I  shall  desire  to  be 
excused   from   telling    the    result    of  this   experiment. 
Having  an  opportunity  of  this  nature  in  my  hands,  I 
could  not  forbear  throwing  into  one  scale  the  principles 
of  a  Tory,  and  in  the  other  those  of  a  Whig  ;  but  as  I 
have  all  along  declared  this  to  be  a  neutral  paper,  I  shall 
likewise  desire  to  be  silent  ,under  this  head  also,  though 
upon  examining  pne  of  the   weights,  I  saw  the  word 
TEKEL  engraven  on  it  in  capital  letters. 

I  made  many  other  experiments,  and  though  I  have 
not  room  for  them  all  in  this  day's  speculation,  I  may 
perhaps  reserve  them  for  another.  I  shall  only  add, 
that  upon  my  awaking  I  was  sorry  to  find  my  golden 
scales  vanished,  but  resolved  for  the  future  to  learn  this 
lesson  from  them,  not  to  despise  or  value  any  things  for 
their  appearances,  but  to  regulate  my  esteem  and  passions 
towards  them  according  to  their  real  and  intrinsic  value. 


//  must  be  so— Plato,  thou  reasonest  we  111 

Else  7vhence  this  pleasing  hope,  this  fond  desire. 

This  longing  after  immortality  ? 

Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  horror,      ■ 

Of  falling  into  nought  ?     IVhy  shrinks  the  soul ' 

Back  on  herself,  and  startles  at  destruction  ? 

'Tis  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us  ; 

'Tis  heaven  itself  that  points  out  an  hereafter. 

And  intimates  eternity  to  man. 

From  Cato. — Addison. 


MISJUDGED  HOSPITALITY, 
XVI.    MISJUDGED  HOSPITALITY, 

Jonathan  Swift 1667-1745. 

From  The  Tatler,  Mar-^h  6.  171 1. 

Ingeruas  didicissejideliter  artes 
Emollit  mores.  Ovid 

Those  inferior  duties  of  life  which  the  French  call 
les  pcutes  morales,  or  the  smaller  morals,  are  with  us 
d,st,ngu.shed  by  the  name  of  good  manner;  or  breeding 
This  I  look  upon,  in  the  general  notion  of  it,  to  be  a 
sort  of  arfficml   good  sense,  adapted   to   the  meanest 
capacties,  and   mtroduced   to   make   mankind   easy  in 
tne,r  commerce  with  each  other.     Low  and  little  under- 
standings   without  some   rules  of  this  kind,  would  be 
perpetual  y  wandering  into  a  thousand  indecencies  and 
irregulanjes  m  behavior;  and  in  their  ordina^  conver- 
sation  fall  mto   the  same  boisterous  familiarities  that 
one  observeth  amongst  them  when  a  debauch  hath  quite 
taken  away  the  use  of  their  reason.     In  other  instances 
1   IS  odd  to  consider,  that  for  want  of  common  discretion" 
the  very  end  of  good  breeding  is  wholly  perverted  ;  and 
vihty.  intended  to  ,.ake  us  easy,  is  employed  in  kyin  ' 
a,ns  and  fetters  upon  us,  in  debarring  us  of  our  wishes 
and  m  crossing  our  most  reasonable  desires  and  inclina- 
■ons^    This  abuse  reigiieth  chiefly  in  the  country  as  I 
f<.und  to  my  vexation,  when  I  was  last  there,  in  a  visit  I 
made  to  a  neighbor  about  two  miles  from  my  cousin 
As  soon  as     entered  the  parlor,  they  put  me  into  the 
«reat  chair  that  stood  close  by  a  huge  fire,  and  kept  me 
tlKic  by  force,  until  I  was  almost  stifle<l.     Then  a  boy 
c;.mc  in  great  hurry  to  pull  off  my  boots,  which  I  in 

Vclin     opposed,     lirfrlnrr     fl,o4-      T      .„..    . 

•    —  o-  o    i"-it    1    mtK>>t    rciurii    soon    after 
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dinner.     In  the  meantime,  the  good  lady  whispered  her 
eldest  daughter,  and  slipped  a  key  into  her  hand     The 
girl  returned  instantly  with  a  beer-glass  half  full  of  aqua 
mirabilis  and  syrup  of  gillyflowers.     I  took  as  much  as 
I  had  a  n..nd  for ;  but  madam  avov/ed  I  should  drink  it 
off — for  she  was  sure  it  would  do  me  good,  after  coming 
out  of  the  cold  air — and  I  was  forced  to  obey ;  which 
absolutely  took  away  my  stomach.     When  dinner  came 
in,  I  had  a  mind  to  sit  at  a  distance  from  the  fire  ;  but 
they  told  me  it  was  as  much  as  my  life  was  worth,  and 
set   me   with   my  back  just   against  it.     Although  my 
appetite   was  quite   gone,  I  resolved  to  force   down  as 
much  as  I  could  ;  and  desired  the  leg  of  a  pullet.     "  In- 
deed, Mr.  Bickerstaff,"  says  the  lady,  *'yo«.  must  eat  a 
wing,  to  oblige  me  ;"  and  so  put  a  couple  upon  my  plate. 
I  was  persecuted  at  this  rate  during  the  whole  meal.     As 
often  as  I  called  for  small-leer,  the  master  tipped  the 
wink,  and  the  servant  brought  me  a  brimmer  of  October. 
Some  time  after  dinner,  I  ordered  my  cousin's  man,  who 
came  with  me,  to  get  ready  the  horses  ;  but  it  was  resolved 
I  should  not  stir  that  night ;  and  when  I  seemed  pretty 
much  bent  upon  going,  they  ordered  the  stable  door  to 
be  locked  ;  and  the  children   hid  my  cloak  and  boots. 
The  next  question  was,  what  I  would  have  for  supper. 
I  said  I  never  ate  anything  at  night ;  but  was  at  last,  in 
my  own    defence,  obliged  to  name  the  first  thing  th:.t 
came  into  my  head.     After  three  hours  spent  chiefly  in 
apologies  for  my  entertainment,  insinuating  to  me,  "  that 
this  was  the  worst  time  of  the  year  for  provisions  ;  that 
they  were  at  a  great  distance   from  any  market ;  that 
they  were  afraid   I   should   be  starved  ;  and   that  they 
knew  they  kept  me  to  my  loss,"  the  lady  went,  and  left 
me  to  her  husband — for  they  took  special  care  I  should 


MISJUDGED  HOSPITALITY. 


never  be  alone.     As  soon  as  her  back  was  turned  the 
little  m,sses  ran  backward  and  forward  every  ^om^nt 
and  constantly  as  they   came  in,  or  went  out,  ZCl 

orcedT  r  ''  «-<=.  which,  in  good  manners,  Iwas 
forced  to  return  w.th  a  bow,  and,  "  Your  humble  s^rvanT 
pretty  m,ss."  Exactly  at  eight  the  mother  camrup 
and  discovered  by  the  redness  of  her  face  that  Tuppe; 
was  not  far  off  It  was  twice  as  large  as  the  dinner  Tnd 
my  persecution  doubled  in  proportion.  I  desired  at  m^ 
usual  hour,  to  go  to  my  repose,  and  was  cond  S  to  my 

chSLn"  *';^^^"!'^"'^"-  "^^  '^Oy.  and  the  whole  trZ 
of  children.     Ihey  importuned  me  to  drink  something 
before  I  went  to  bed  ;  and  upon  my  refusing.  atTast   "f 
a  botvle  of  .r.«^.,  as  they  called  it,  for  fear  ifUuld  wake 
nd  be  th^sty  m  the  night     I  was  forced  in  the  mo^fi 
to  rise  and  dress  myself  in  the  dark,  because  they  wouW 
not  suffer  my  kinsman's  servant  to  disturb  me  at  the 
hour  I  desired  to   be  called.     I  was   now   re.solved  to 
break   through   all    measures   to  get   away ;   and   aft  r 
Mtt  ng  down   to   a   monstrous   breakfast   of  cold  beef 
n-utton,    neats'  tongues,   venison-pasty,   and   stale-beer 
ook  l,,,e  of  the   family     But  the  gentleman  loud 
needs  see  me  part  of  my  way,  and  caro^  me  a  short-cut 

half  a  mile  s  ndmg.     This  last  piece  of  civility  had  like 
to  have  cost  me  dear,  being  once   or  twi'ce  M  danger 
orc'eT  t"ot:  t  '^T^,--  '''■^   '^■•''^•'es,  and  atTa 
Xoedhl  t"'?    *"   *'  ^'"'   "'^'="   ^^  •^'--.  having 

a  Tour  to  ■  r  '"''^'  ^""^  '"""^  "»  "P  "'°-  than 

an  hour  to  recover  h,m  again.     It  is  evident  that  none  of 

he  absurdities  I  met  with  in  this  visit  proceeded  from 
an  ,11  intention,  but  from  a  wrong  judgment  of  com- 
piaisance,  and  a  misannl1Vaf.•r^p  \^  fu„  „,.i- .     .-  ^ 
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XVIL    FROM  THE  *^ ESSAY  ON  MAN."* 


Alexander  Pope.— 1688-1744. 

Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  the  book  of  fate, 

All  but  the  page  prescrib'd,  their  present  state  ; 

From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  spirits  know ; 

Or  who  could  suffer  being  here  below  ? 

The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day, 

Had  he  thy  reason,  would  he  skip  and  play  ? 

Pleas'd  to  the  last,  he  crops  the  flowery  food, 

And  licks  the  hand  just  rais'd  to  shed  his  blood. 

O  blindness  to  the  future  !  kindly  given. 

That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'"d  by  heaven ; 

Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 

A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fall, 

Atoms  or  systems  into  ruin  hurl'd. 

And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  world. 

Hope  humbly  then ;  with  trembling  pinions  soar ; 
Wait  the  great  teacher  Death  ;  and  God  adore. 
What  future  bliss  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blessing  now. 
•  Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast : 
Man  never  is,  but  always  to  be,  blest. 
The  soul,  uneasy  and  confin'd  from  home, 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian  !  whose  untutor'd  mind 
Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind ; 
His  soul  proud  science  never  taught  to  stray 
Far  as  the  solar  walk,  or  milky  way  ; 
Yet  simple  nature  to  his  hope  has  given, 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  heaven  ; 


•  If  the  Essay  on  Man  were  shivered  into  fragments,  it  would  not  lose  its 
value  ;  for  it  is  precisely  its  details  v/hich  constitute  its  moral  as  well  as  literary 
beauties. — A.  W.  Ward,  quoted  by  Mark  Pattison. 


FROM  THE  -ESSAY  ON  MAN." 

Some  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embraced 
^ome  happ,er  island  in  the  watery  waste,  ' 

H  here  slaves  once  more  their  native  land  behold 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Christians  thirst  for  gold  ' 
To  be,  contents  his  natural  desire  ■ 

He  asks  no  angel's  wing,  no  seraph's  fire; 
But   hmks,  admitted  to  that  equal  sky 
H.S  faithful  dog  shall  bear  him  company. 

What  if  the  foot,  ordain'd  the  dust  to  tread 

Wh  rr'K'°u°'''  '^P'''<' '°  ''^  'he  head  ?        ' 
What  .f  the  head,  the  eye,  or  ear  repin'd 
ro  serve  mere  engines  to  the  ruling  mind  > 

Just  as  absurd  for  any  part  to  claim 
ro  be  another,  in  this  general  frame  ; 
Just  as  absurd  to  mourn  the  tasks  or  pains 

The  great  directing  Mind  of  All  ordains. 
All  are  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole 

VVhose  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  soul; 

lh.it  changed  through  all,  and  yet  in  a„  the  same 

r    '"  "!  ^""''  '^  '"  "'^  e'hereal  frame  ' 

Varmsm  the  sun,  refreshes  in  the  breeze 
Uows  m  the  stars,  and  blossoms  in  the  trUs  ■ 

spreads  undivided,  operates  unspent  • 

Breathes  in  our  soul,  informs  our  mortal  part,  " 

As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart; 

As  full,  as  perfect,  in  vile  man  that  mourns 

As  the  rapt  seraph  that  adores  and  burns 

iefi'irh!h'''r'°"'"°8reat,  no  small; 
He  fills,  he  bounds,  connects,  and  equals  all. 

All  nature  is  but  art  unknown  to  thee; 
A    chance,  direction,  which  thou  canst  not  see  ■ 
A    discord,  harmony  not  understood ; 
P^J'tial  evii,  universal 
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And  spite  of  pride,  in  erring  reason's  spite, 
One  truth  is  clear,  Whatever  is,  is  right. 

Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightful  mien, 
A.S,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 
Yet  seen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face, 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace. 

i 

Virtuous  and  vicious  every  man  must  be, 
Few  in  the  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree : 
The  rogue  and  fool  by  fits  is  fair  and  wise ; 
And  even  the  best  by  fits  what  they  despise. 

Behold  the  child,  by  Nature's  kindly  law, 
Pleas'd  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  straw  : 
Some  livelier  plaything  gives  his  youth  delight, 
A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite  : 
Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amuse  his  riper  stage, 
And  beads  and  prayer-books  are  the  toys  of  age  : 
Pleas'd  with  this  bauble  still,  as  that  before, 
Till  tired  he  sleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 

Has  God,  thou  fool !  work'd  solely  for  thy  good 
Thy  joy,  thy  pastime,  thy  attire,  thy  food  ? 
Who  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn. 
For  him  as  kindly  spreads  the  flov.ery  lawn. 
'       Is  it  for  thee  the  lark  ascends  and  sings  ? 
Joy  tunes  nis  voice,  joy  elevates  his  wings. 
Is  it  for  thee  the  linnet  pours  his  throat  ? 
Loves  of  his  own  and  raptures  swell  the  note. 
The  bounding  steed  you  pompously  bestride 
Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleasure  and  the  pride. 
Is  thine  alone  the  seed  that  strews  the  plain  ? 
The  birds  of  heaven  shall  vindicate  their  grain. 
Thine  the  full  harvest  of  the  golden  year  ? 
Part  pays,  and  justly,  the  deserving  steer. 


^^OM  THE  "ESSAY  ON  AMN.« 
The  hog,  that  ploughs  not,  nor  obeys  thv  call 
L.ves  on  the  labors  of  this  lord  of  In  ' 

■Fht  f,°";h^''"''''  '='"'"^^"  ="'  divide  her  care  ■ 

-.erLrJs,^r:;f.hr"r^^' 

"See  man  for  mine  "  rZ  ®'  ^'"  '">'  "^^  '" 

Andj^tasshor^oVrernrSf^""^^^ 
Wi.o.h.nksallmadeforone,no.:nff!;ral,. 

ffiirntbf"'"^'^^^^'^^--'°'=  fight; 
em  all  mankmd's  concern  is  charity         ' 

Fortune  m  men  has  some  small  d,ff? 

One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  fluZ   tXrZl":''''' 

1  he  cobbler  apron'd  anH  ,!,„  "focade , 

■1-he  friar  hooded  and  ,h'      '"'T  «°"'"'''' 
'MVhnf  difc  ,      ^  monarch  crown'd. 

"  fiat  differ  more  (you  crvl  thn„ 

I'll  tell  you  friend   .  ,         ^^  "°'™  ""'l  '^o*'  ?" 

Vou'U  find  ,f         '  u     '"  "''"  ''"d  ^  fool- 

Or,  c  btle;  fe  ^!  "^  '"°""*  -'^  «-  monk, 

*V"rth  make    L  mTr  '^"'  '^ Z™"''' 

^■''e.stisal,b:tTe:LeTtZ:.ir'^^^^"°- 

H~T'  '"r"'  ■""  'S"°'"^  blood 

oouxrnX:=ji:-:r'^^^-^' 

Nor  own  your  fa fK^-^  1--      -        ^"""g, 

^         ""^"^^  ^'^^e  oeen  fools  so  long. 
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What  can  ennoble  sots,  or  slaves,  or  cowards  ? 
Alas  !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards. 

Who  wickedly  is  wise,  or  madly  brave, 
»Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 
Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains,  " 
Or  failing,  smiles  in  exile  or  in  chains, 
Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 
Like  Socrates,— that  man  is  great  indeed. 

An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  (iod. 

Know  then  this  truth  (enough  for  man  to  know), 
"Virtue  alpne  is  happiness  below." 

.  .  Never  elated  while  one  man's  oppress'd  ; 
Never  dejected  while  another's  bless'd  .  .  * 

See  the  sole  bliss  heaven  could  o^  all  bestow  ! 
Which  who  but  feels  can  taste,  but  thinks  can  know- 
Yet  poor  with  fortune,  and  with  learning  blind. 
The  bad  must  miss,  the  good  untaught  will  find  : 
Slave  to  no  sect,  who  takes  no  private  road, 
But  looks  through  nature  up  to  nature's  God  ; 
Pursues  that  chain  which  links  the  immense  design, 
Joins  heaven  and  earth,  and  mortal  and  divine  : 
Sees  that  no  being  any  bliss  can  know, 
But  touches  some  above  and  some  below  ; 
Learns  from  this  union  of  the  rising  whole, 
The  first,  last  pur])ose  of  the  human  soul ; 
And  knows  where  faith,  law,  morals,  all  began, 
All  end,  in  love  of  (iod  and  love  of  man. 


♦  In  these  two  lines,  which,  so  far  as  I  know,  are  the  most  complete,  the  most 

concise,  and  the  most  lofty  expressions  of  moral  temper  existing  in  Englisli 

words,  Pope  sums  the  law  of  noble  life. 

RUSKIN,  lectures  on  Arf, 
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James  Thomson.— 1700-1748, 

When  Britain  first,  at  Heaven's  command, 

Arose  from  out  tne  azure  main, 
This  was  the  charter  of  the  land, 
And  guardian  angels  sang  this  strain  : 
Ilule,  Britannia,  rule  the  waves  ! 
Britons  never  will  he  slaves  ! 

The  nations  not  so  blest  as  thee. 

Must,  in  their  turns,  to  tyrants  fall, 
Whilst  thou  Shalt  flourish,  great  and  free. 
The  dread  and  envy  of  them  all. 

",  Britannia,  rule  the  waves  ! 
1  never  will  be  slaves  ! 


StiJl  -■  itic  shalt  thou  rise. 

More  tUcv,_.ul  from  each  foreign  stroke; 
As  the  loud  blast  that  tears  the  skies, 
Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  oak. 
Rule,  Britannia,  rule  ':he  waves  ! 
Britons  never  will  be  slaves  ! 

Thee  haughty  tyrants  ne'er  shall  tame ; 
All  their  attempts  to  bend  thee  down 
Will  but  arouse  thy  generous  flame,—- 
But  work  their  woe  and  thy  renown. 
Rule,  Britannia,  rule  the  waves  ! 
Britons  never  will  be  slaves  ! 

To  thee  belongs  the  rural  reign  ; 

.  ny  cities  shall  w;ta  commerce  shine  • 
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All  thine  shall  be  the  subject  main, 
And  every  shore  it  circles  thine. 

Rule,  Britannia,  rule  the  waves  ! 
Britons  never  will  be  slaves  ! 

The  Muses,  still  with  freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coast  repair ; 
Blest  isle  !  with  matchless  beauty  crown'd, 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair. 
Rule,  Britannia,  rule  tht  waves  ! 
Britons  never  will  be  sla\ /» ! 


XIX.    THE  FIRST  CRUSADE. 
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David  Hume.— 171 1-1776. 
Ftom  History  ok  England. 

After  Mahomet  had,  by  means  of  his  pretended 
revelations,  united  the  dispersed  Arabians  under  one 
head,  they  issued  forth  from  their  deserts  in  great 
multitudes  ;  and  being  animated  with  zeal  for  thcii  new 
religion,  and  .supported  by  the  vigor  of  their  new  govern- 
ment, they  made  deep  impression  on  the  eastern  empire, 
which  was  far  in  the  decline,  with  regard  both  to  military 
discipline  and  to  civil  policy.  Jerusalem,  by  its  situation. 
became  one  of  their  most  early  conquests ;  and  the 
Christians  had  the  mortification  to  see  the  holy  sepul- 
chre, and  the  other  places,  consecrated  by  the  presence 
of  their  religious  founder,  fallen  into  the  possession 
of   infidels.      But   the   Arabians   or   Saracens   were  so 
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employed  in  militarj'  enterprises,  by  which  they  spread 
the,r  empire  ;n   a   few  years   from   the   banks   of  'the 
Ganges  to  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar,  that  they  nad  no 
lersure    for    theologica:    controversy:    and   though    the" 
Alcoran,  the  original   monument  of  their  faith    seems 
to  cortam  some  violent  precepts,  they  were  much  less 
ected    w.th    the   spirit   of    bigotry   and    persecution 
than  the   „,dolent  and   speculative   Greeks,  who   were 
contmually  refining  on  the  several  articles  of  their  re 
iig.oas  system.     They  gave  little  disturbance  to  those 
zealous  p.lgnms,  who  daily  flockeo  to  Jerusalem  ;  and 
hey  al  owed  every  man,  aft  x  paying  a  moderate  tr  bute 

.Iut.es,  and  to  return  m  peace.     But  the  Turcomans  or 
Turks,  a  tnbe  of  Tartar,.,  who  had  embraced  Mahomel 

Z2.        ,".^  '""'"'^  ^^''"  '"™'"   "^^  Saracen.,,  and 
having   ,.,  the   year  ,065,  ma.le  themselves  masf^rs  of 
Jerusalem,  rendered  the  pilgrimage  much  more  diffi'uU 
and  dangerous  to  the  Christians.     The  barbarity  of  the 
manners,  and   the  confusions  attending  their 'ur.e  tied 
'overnment,   e.xpo.^ed    the    pilgrims   to   many    insu   s 
"bber,e»   and   extortions :  and  these  zealots,  return"n' 
from  their  meritorious  fatigues  and  suffering  ,  fi  led  "h 
Christendom  with  indignation  against  the  infidetwho 

petion       r    "■         vrT   *'  '''''  P'"^<^  ""^  *eir  com- 
pletion      Gregory  VII.,   among  the  other  vast   ideas 

,ch  he  entertained,  had  formed  the  design  of  unUiW 

the   Western   Christians  against  the  Mahon.t^s^ 

but  the  egregious  and  violent  invasions  of  that  pcntiP 

on  the  civil  power  of  princes,  had  created  him  so  ma  ' 

nem,es,  and  had  rendered  his  schemes  solspidous 

that  he  was  not  able  to  r.,akc  great  progress  i^h^ 
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undertaking.  The  work  was  reserved  for  a  meaner 
instrument,  whose  low  condition  in  life  exposed  him  to 
jealousy,   and    whose   folly   was   well   calculated  to 


no 


coincide  with  the  prevailing  principles  of  the  times. 

Peter,    commonly    called    the    Hermit,   a   native    of 
Amiens  in  Picardy,  had  made  the  pilgrimage  to  Jeru- 
salem.    Being  deeply  affected  with  the  dangers  to  which 
that  act  of  piety  now  exposed  the  pilgrims,  as  well  as 
with  the  instances  of  oppression  under  which  the  Eastern 
Christians  labored,  he  entertained  the  bold,  and,  in  all 
appearance,  impracticable  project  of  leading  into  Asia, 
from  the  farthest  extremities  of  the  West,  armies  suffi- 
cient to  subdue  those  potent  and  warlike  nations  which 
now  held  the  holy  city  in  subjection.     He  proposed,  his 
views  to  Martin  H.,  who  filled  the  papal  chair,  and  who, 
though  sensible  of  the  advantages  which  the  head  of  the 
Christian  religion  must  reap  from  a  religious  war,  and 
though  he  esteemed   the  'blind  zeal  of  Peter  a  proper 
means  for  effecting  the  purpose,  resolved  not  to  interpose 
his  authority,  till  he  saw  a  greater  probability  of  success. 
He  sumnioned  a  council  at  Placentia,  which  consisted  of 
four  thousand  ecclesiastics,  and  thirty  thousand  seculars ; 
and  which  was  so  numerous  that  no  hall  could  contain 
the  multitude,  and  it  was  necessary  to  hold  the  assembly 
in  a  plain.    The  harangues  of  the  Pope,  and  of  Peter  him- 
self, representing  the  dismal  situation  of  their  brethren 
in  the  East,  and  the  indignity  suffered  by  the  Christian 
name,  in  allowing  the  holy  city  to  remain  in  the  hands 
of  infidels,  here  found  the  minds  of  men  so  well  prepared, 
that  the  whole  multitude  suddenly  and  violently  declared 
for  the  war,  and  solemnly  devoted  themselves  to  perform 
this  service,  so  meritorious,  as  they  believed  it,  to  God 
and  religion. 
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But  though  Italy  seemed  thus  to  have  zealously  em 
braced   the  enterprise,  Martin  knew,  that,  in  order  To 
msure  success,  .t  was  necessa,y  to  enlist  the  greater  and 
more  warhke  nations  in   the   same  engagemen       and 
havmg  prevously  exhorted  Peter  to  visit  the  Thie  'ciS 
and  sovereigns  of  Christendom,  he  summoned  anothc 
councl  at  Clermont  in  Auvergnc.      The   fame  of  tl 
great  and  p.ous  design  being  now  universally  dl  e d 
procured  the  attendance  of  the  greatest  prelates  nob  e' 

tl iTa?:: '.-r'  f  r  '"^  "^"^  ^-^  ^'•^  Hermit  ret    ■ 
hor  pathetic  exhortations,  the  whole  assembly    as  if 

mpelled   by  an  immediate  inspiration,   not  moved  by 
the  r  preceding  impressions,  exclaimed  with  one  vjce  L 
"■  "'  '"'""f  God,  It  is  the  ..ill of  6W/-words  deemed 
so  memorable,  and  so  much  the  result  of  a  d^v  ne  LTu 
cnce^tha  they  were  employed  as  the  signal  of  rende  vous 

Men  of  Jl'^raJ  ""l  '""^"^  ^^'^'°"^  °^  *°-  ^'^~- 
Vlen  of  all  ranks  flew  to  arms  with  the  utmost  ardor- 

and  an  exterior  symbol,  too,  a  circumstance  of  chief 
moment,  was  here  rlir,Q»„  k     tu      j  '^' 

Thesirm  of  thf  ""^""^J^^y  *e  devoted  combatants, 
tie  sign  of  the  cross,  which  had  been  hitherto  so  much 
revered  among  Christians,  and  which,  the  mo  1  it ""«„ 
<.bject  of  reproach  among  the  Pagan  world,  was  tlJmo  " 
passionately  cherished  by  them,  became  the  baZTf 
tmion,  and  was  affixed  to  their  right  shoulder  h,  t  i  i, 
enlisted  themselves  in  this  sacredVarfare       '    '     '  "'" 

"reatest?     T'  ^'^'^lesiastics  had   acquired    the 

.  catest  ascendant  over  the  human  mind  ■  the  oeooW. 
«^l'",  being  little  restrained  by  honor  andles.  h  T  ' 
abandoned  themselves  to  the  Jorst  crim.   and  diX  r"' 

xr  r-^^^'"'"",''^-  ''^  obse;va;it;t^' 

them  by  their  jp.ritual  pastors:  and  it  was  easy  to 
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represent  the  holy  war  as  an  equivalent  for  all  penances, 
and   an   atonement   for   every  violation  of  justice  and 
humanity.     But   amidst  the   abject   superstition   which 
now  prevailed,  the  military  spirit  also  had  universally 
diffused   itself;    and    though   not   supported   by  art  or 
discipline,  was  become  the  general  passion  of  the  nations 
governed  by  the  feudal  law.     All  the  great  lords  pos- 
sessed the  right  of  peace  and  war :  they  were  engaged 
in  perpetual  hostilities  with  each  other  :  the  open  country 
was  become  a  scene  of  outrage  and  disorder :  the  cities, 
still  mean  and  poor,  were  neither  guarded  by  walls  nor 
protected   by   privileges,   and    were    exposed    to   every 
insult :  individuals  were  obliged  to  depend  for  safety  on 
their  own  force,'or  their  private  alliances  :  and  valor  was 
the  only  excellence  which  was  held  in  esteem,  or  gave 
one  man  the  pre-eminence  above  another.    When  all  the 
particular  superstitions,  therefore,  were  here   united  in 
one  great  object,  the  ardor  for  military  enterprises  took 
the  same  direction  ;   and  Europe,  impelled   by  its  two 
ruling  passions,  was  loosened,  as  it  v/ere,  from  its  found- 
ations, and   seemed  to  precipitate    itself  in  one  united 
body  upon  the  East. 

All  orders  of  men,  deeming  the  Crusades  the  only 
road  to  heaven,  enlisted  themselves  under  these  sacred 
banners,  and  were  impatient  to  open  the  way  with  their 
sword  to  the  holy  city.     Nobles,  artisans,  peasant^,,  even 
priests,  enrolled  their  names  ;  and  to  decline  this  meri- 
torious service  was  branded  with  the  reproach  of  impiety, 
or,  what  perhaps  was  esteemed  still  more  disgraceful,  of 
cowardice  and  pusillanimity.     The  infirm  and  aged  con- 
tributed to  the  expedition  by  presents  and  money  ;  and 
many  of  them,  not  sati'^.fied  with  the  merit  of  this  atone 
ment,  attended   it  in   person,  and   ^ere  determined,  if 
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possible,  to  breathe  their  last  in  sight  of  that  city  where 
the,r  Saviour  had  died  for  them.     Women  themselves 

the  camp.     The  greatest  criminals  were  forward   in   a 
service,  which  they  regarded  as  a  propitiation   for  all 
cnmes;  and  the  most  enormous  disorders  were,  during 
the  course   of  those  expeditions,   committed   by  men 
enured    to    wickedness,   encouraged    by   example,   and 
.mpelh^d  by  necessity.     The  multitude  of  the  advenlurers 
soon  became  so  great,  that  their  more  sagacious  leaders 
Hugh   count   of   Vermandois,    brother  to   the    French 
king,  Raymond  count  of  Toulouse,  Godfrey  of  Bouillon 
prince  of  Brabant,  and  Stephen  count  of  Blois,  became' 
apprehensive  lest  the  greatness  itself  of  the  armament 
.should  disappoint  its  purpose  ;  and  they  permitted  an 
undisciplined  multitude,  computed  at  300.000  men.  to  go 
be  ore  them,  under  the  command  of  Peter  the  Hernfit 
and  WaUer  the  Moneyless.     These  men  took  the  road 
towards  Constantinople  through  Hungary  and  Bulgaria  • 
and    rusting   that  Heaven,  by  supernatural   assistance' 
vould  supply  all  their  necessities,  they  made  no  provision' 
for  subsis  ance  on  their  march.     They  soon  found  •them- 
selves obliged   to  obtain    by   plunder,   what   they   ha.l 
va,n  y  expected  from  miracles  ;  and  the  enraged  inhabi- 
tants   of    the   countries    through   which    they    passed 
Kahenng    together    in   arms,   attacked   the    disorderly' 
multitude  and  put  them  to  slaughter  without  resistance 
T  e  more  discplmed  armies  followed  after  ;  and  pa,ssing 
h^  sraights  at  Constantinople,  they  were  mustered  m 
the  plains  of  Asia,  and  amounted  in  the  whole  to  the 
number  of  700,000  combatants.     .     . 

onthrj ""*■,  ""^"fT""'"  '"  *'  ^°^y  ^"^^  ^^'^  assembled 
on  the  banks  01  the  Bosphorus,  opposite  to  Constant!- 
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nople,  they  proceeded  on  their  enterprise  ;  but  immedi- 
ately experienced  those  difficulties  which  their  zeal  had 
hitherto   concealed   from    them,  and   for  which,  even  if 
they   had   foreseen    them,  it  would   have   been  almost 
impossible  to  provide  a  remedy.     The  Greek  emperor, 
Alexis    Comnenus,   who   had  applied   to   the  Western 
Christians   for   succor   against   the    Turks,   entertained 
hopes,  and   those  but  feeble  ones,  of  obtaining  such  a 
moderate  supply,  as,  acting  under  his  command,  might 
enable  him  to  repulse  the  enemy :  but  he  was  extremely 
astonished   to   see    his   dominions    overwhelmed,   on  a 
sudden,  by  such  an  inundation  of  licentious  barbarians, 
who,   though   they   pretended    friendship,   despised   his 
subjects  as  unwarlike,  and  detested   them  as  heretical. 
By   all    the   arts   of  policy,  in   which   he   excelled,  he 
endeavored  to  divct  the  torrent ;  but  while  he  employed 
professions,    caresses,    civilities,    and    seeming    services 
towards  the  leaders  of  the  crusade,  he  secretly  regarded 
those  imperious  allies  as  more  dangerous  than  the  open 
enemies  by  whom  his  empire  had  been  formerly  invaded 
Having   effected   that   difficult   point   of   disembarking 
them  safely  in  Asia,  he  entered  into  a  private  corres- 
pondence  with    Soliman,   emperor  of  the  Turks  ;  and 
practised  every  insidious  art,  which  his  genius,  his  power, 
or  his  situation,  enabled  him  to  employ,  for  disappointing 
the  enterprise,  and  discouraging  the  Latins  from  making 
thenceforward   any   such   prodigious    migrations.      His 
dangerous  policy  was  seconded  by  the  disorders  insepar- 
able from  so  vast  a  multitude,  who  were  not  united  under 
one  head,  and  were  conducted  by  leaders  of  the  most 
independent  intractable  spirit,  unacquainted  with  military 
discipline,  and  determined  enemies  to  civil  authority  and 
submission.     The  scarcity  of  provisions,  the  excesses  of 
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fatigue,  the  influence  of  unknown  climates,  joined  to  the 
want  of  concert  in  their  operations,  and  to  the  sword  of 
a  warh'ke  enemy,  destroyed  the  adventurers  by  thousands 
and  would  have  abated  the  ardor  of  men  impelled  to  war 
by  less   powerful    motives.     Their   zeal,   however,  their 
braA'ery,  and  their   irresistible   force,  still   carried  them 
forward,  and  continually  advanced  them  to  the  great  end 
of  their  enterprise.     After  an  obstinate  siege  they  took 
Nice,  the  seat  of  the   Turkish  empire  ;   they  defeated 
Soliman  in  two   great   battles ;  they   made   themselves 
masters  of  Antioch  ;  and  entirely  broke  the  force  of  the 
Turks,   who   had    so   long   retained   those   countries  in 
subjection.     The  soldan  of  Egypt,  whose  alliance  they 
had  hitherto  courted,  recovered,  on  the  fall  of  the-Turkish 
power,  his  former  authority  in  Jerusalem  ;  and  he  in- 
formed  them   by  his   ambassadors,  that  if  they   came 
disarmed  to  that  city,  they  might  now  perform  their 
religious   vows,   and    that   all    Christian    pilgrims,   who 
should  thenceforth  visit  the  holy  sepulchre,  might  expect 
the  same  good  treatment  which  they  had  ever  received 
from   his   predecessors.      The   offer   was   rejected;    the 
soldan  was  required  to  yield  up  the  city  to  the  Christians  • 
and  on  his  refusal,  the  champions  of  the  cross  advanced 
to  the  siege  of  Jerusalem,  which  they  regarded  as  the 
consummation   of  their   labors.      J3y   the   detachments 
which  they  had  made,  and  the  disasters  which  they  had 
undergone,   they    were    diminished    to   the    number   of 
twenty  thousand  foot,  and  fifteen  hundred  horse  •   but 
these  were  still  formidable,  from  their  valor,  their  ex- 
perience, and  the  obedience  which,  from  past  calamities 
they  had  learned  to  pay  to  their  leaders.     After  a  siege  of 
five  weeks,  they  took  Jerusalem  by  assault ;  and,  impelled 
by  a  mixture  of  military  and  religious  rage,  they  put  the 
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numerous  garrison  and  inhabitants  to  the  sword  without 
distinction.  *  ^ 

Neither  arms  defended   the   valiant,   nor  submission 
the   timorous :  no  age  or   sex   was  spared :  infants   on 
the  breast  were  pierced  by  the  same  blow  with  their 
mothers,  who  implored  for  mercy  :  even  a  multitude  to 
the  number  of  ten  thousand  persons,  who  had  surrendered 
themselves  prisoners,  and  were  promised  quarter,  were 
butchered  in  cold  blood  by  those  ferocious  conquerors. 
The  streets  of  Jerusalem  were  covered  with  dead  bodies  ; 
and   the  triumphant   warriors,   after  every  enemy  was 
subdued  and  slaughtered,  immediately  turned  themselves, 
with  the  sentiments   of  humiliation  and  contrition,   to- 
wards the  holy  sepulchre.     They  threw  aside  their  arms, 
still  streaming  with  blood  :  they  advanced  with  reclined 
bodies,  and  naked  feet  and  heads,  to  that  sacred  monu- 
ment: they  sang   anthems   to   their   Saviour,  who  had 
there  purchased  their  salvation  by  his  death  and  agony : 
and    their  devotion,  enlivened    by  the  presence   of  the 
place  where  he  had  suffered,  so  overcame   their  fury, 
that  they  dissolved  in  tears,  and  bore  the  appearance  of 
every  soft   and    tender  sentiment.     So   inconsistent  is 
human  nature  with  itself!  and  so  easily  does  the  most 
effeminate  superstition  ally,  both  with  the  most  heroic 
courage  and  with  the  fiercest  barbarity  ! 

This  great  event  happened  on  the  fifth  of  July  in  the 
last  year  of  the  eleventh  century.  The  Christian  princes 
and  nobles,  after  choosing  Godfrey  of  Bouillon  king  of 
Jerusalem,  began  to  settle  themselves  in  their  new  con- 
quests ;  while  some  of  them  returned  to  Europe,  in  order 
to  enjoy  at  home  that  glory,  which  their  valor  had 
acquired  them  in  thia  popular  and  meritorious  enterprise. 
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A  Pindaric  Ode.* 
Thomas  Gray.— 1716-1771, 

I.    I. 

"  Ruin  seize  thee,  ruthless  King  ! 

Confusion  on  thy  banners  wait ; 
Though  fann'd  by  Conquest's  crimson  wing, 

They  mock  the  air  with  idle  state. 
Helm,  nor  hauberk's  twisted  mail, 
Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  Tyrant,  shall  avail 

To  save  thy  secret  soul  from  nightly  fears. 

From  Cambria's  curse,  from  Cambria's  tears  !" 
Such  were  the  sounds  that  o'er  the  crestek  j.ride 

Of  the  first  Edward  scatter'd  wild  dismay. 
As  down  the  steep  of  Snowdon's  shaggy  side 

He  wound  with  toilsome  march  his  long  array. 
Stout  Glo'ster  stood  aghast  in  speechless  trance  : 
"To  arms  ! "  cried  Mortimer,  and  couch'd  his  quivering  lance. 


I. 


2. 


On  a  rock,  whose  haughty  brow 
Frowns  o'er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 

Rob'd  in  the  sable  garb  of  woe. 
With  haggard  eyes  the  Poet  stood ; 
(Loose  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 
Stream'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air), 
And  with  a  master's  hand,  and  prophet's  fire, 
Struck  the  deep  sorrows  of  his  lyre. 


m 
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*This  ode  is  founded  on  a  tradilion  current  in  Wales,  that  Edward  the  First 
^.hen  he  completed  the  conquest  of  that  country,  ordered  all  the  Bards  that  fell 
'nto  his  hands  to  h*.  n„t  tr.  h«o»i,  _r;o  ,„  "^  '"^^  '^" 


into  his  hands  to  be  put  to  death.— Gray, 
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"  Hark,  how  each  giant-oak,  and  desert  cave, 
Sighs  to  the  torrent's  awful  voice  beneath  ! 
O'er  thee,  O  King  !  their  hundred  arms  they  wave. 

Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarser  murmurs  breathe ; 
Vocal  no  more,  since  Cambria's  fatal  day, 
To  high-born  Hoel's  harp,  or  soft  Llewellyn's  lay, 

I.  3- 

"  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tongue, 

That  hush'd  the  stormy  maiii : 
Brave  Urien  sleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed  : 

Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 

Modred,  whose  magic  song 
Made  huge  Plin!immon  bow  bis  cloud-topt  head. 

On  dreary  Arvon's  shore  they  lie, 
Smear'd  with  gore,  and  ghastly  pale  : 
Far,  far  aloof  the  affrighted  ravens  sail ; 

The  famish'd  eagle  screams,  and  passes  by. 
Dear  lost  companions  of  my  tuneful  art. 

Dear,  as  the  light  that  visits  these  sad  eyes. 
Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart. 

Ye  died  amidst  your  dying  country's  cries — 
No  more  I  weep.     They  do  not  sleep. 

On  yonder  cliffs,  a  grisly  band, 
I  see  them  sit ;  they  linger  yet, 

Avengers  of  their  native  land  : 
With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  they  join. 
And  weave  with  bloody  hands  the  tissue  of  thy  line. 

II.   1. 

"  Weave  the  warp,  and  -weave  the  woof. 
The  winding-sheet  of  Edward's  race. 

■>_iiV\_  tiiiiplc  njum,  uiiu  verge  CllOUgil 

The  characters  of  hell  to  trace. 
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Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 

\Vhen  Severn  shall  re-echo  with  affright 

The  shrieks  of  death,  through  Berkley's  roof  that  ring, 

bhrieks  of  an  agonizing  king! 

She-wolf  of  France,  with  unrelenting  fangs 
That  tear'st  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  mate ' 
l<rom  thee  be  born,  who  o'er  thy  country  hangs 
he  scourge  of  heaven.     What  terrors  round  him  wait  i 
Amazement  m  his  van,  with  flight  combin'd 
And  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind 
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11.  2. 

"  Mighty  victor,  mighty  lord  ! 
Low  on  his  funeral  couch  he  lies  ! 
No  pitying  heart,  no  eye,  afford 
A  tear  to  grace  his  obsequies. 

Is  the  sable  warrior  fled  ? 
Thy  son  is  gone.     He  rests  among  the  dead 
1  he  swarm,  that  in  thy  noontide  beam  were  born  ? 
done  to  salute  the  rising  morn. 
Fair  laughs  the  Morn,  and  soft  the  Zephyr  blows 

AVhile  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm 
In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goes ; 

Youth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  helm  • 
Regardless  of  the  sweeping  Whirlwind's  sway  ' 
ihat,  hush'd  m  grim  repose,  expects  his  evening  prey. 

II.  3. 

"  Fill  high  the  sparkling  bowl, 
I'he  rich  repast  prepare  ; 

Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  share  the  feast : 
<-lose  by  the  regal  chair 

Fell  l^iirst  and  I^'amine  scowl 

A  baleful  smile  upon  their  baflled  guest. 
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Heard  ye  the  din  of  battle  bray, 

l,ance  to  lance,  and  horse  to  horse? 

],ong  years  of  havoc  urge  their  destin'd  course, 
And  through  the  kindred  squadrons  mow  their  way. 

Ye  towers  of  Julius,  London's  lasting  shame. 
With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murder  fed. 

Revere  his  consort's  faith,  his  father's  fame, 
And  spare  the  meek  usurper's  holy  head. 
Above,  below,  the  rose  of  snow, 

Twin'd  with  her  blushing  foe,  we  spread  : 
The  bristled  boar  in  infant-gore 

Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  shade. 
Now,  brothers,  bending  o'er  the  accursed  loom, 
Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his  doom, 

III.  I. 

"  Edward,  !o  !  to  sudden  fate 
(Weave  we  the  woof.     The  thread  is  spun.) 

Half  of  thy  heart  we  consecrate. 
(The  web  is  wove.     The  work  is  done.) 
Stay,  O  stay  !  nor  thus  forlorn 
Leave  me  unbless'd,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn  : 
In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  western  skies, 
They  melt,  they  vanish  from  my  eyes. 
But  oh  !  what  solemn  scenes  on  Snowdon's  height 

Descending  slow  their  glittering  skirts  unroll  ? 
Visions  of  glory,  spare  my  aching  sight ! 

Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  soul ! 
No  more  our  long-lost  Arthur  we  bewail. 
All  hail,  ye  genuine  kings,  Britannia's  issue,  hail ! 


III. 


2. 


"  Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold 
blime  their  starry  fronts  they  rear  ; 
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And  gorgeous  dames,  and  statesmen  old 
In  bearded  majesty,  appear. 
In  the  midst  a  form  divine  ! 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line  ;       . 
Her  lion-port,  her  awe-commanding  face/ 
Attemjier'd  sweet  to  virgin-grace. 
What  strings  symphonious  tremble  in  the  air 

What  strains  of  vocal  transport  round  her  J^lay 
Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Taliessin,  hear 
1  hey  breathe  a  soul  to  animate  thy  clay 
l^right  Rapture  calls,  and  soari.  g,  as  she  sings, 
Waves  m  the  eye  of  heaven  her  many-color'd  wings. 

IH.  3. 

"  I'lie  verse  adorn  again 

Fierce  War,  and  faithful  Love, 
And  Truth  severe,  by  fairy  Fiction  drest. 

In  buskin'd  measures  move 
Pale  (Jrief,  and  pleasing  Pain, 
\Vith  Horror,  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breast. 

A  voice,  as  of  the  cherub-choir, 
('ales  from  blooming  Eden  bear;' 
And  distant  warblings  lessen  on  my  ear, 

'rhat  lost  in  long  futurity  expire 
Fond  impious  man,  think'st  thou  yon  sanguine  cloud 
Kais  d  by  thy  breath,  has  quench'd  the  orb  of  day  ? 
1  o-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood     ■ 

And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray 
i'nough  for  me  :  with  joy  I  see 

The  different  doom  our  fates  assign. 
Be  thme  despair,  and  sceptred  care  ; 
To  triumph,  and  to  die,  arc  mine.'' 
He  spoke  and  headlong  f,om  the  mountain's  height 
'^eep  m  the  roaring  tide  he  plunged  to  endless  mg^ht. 
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XXI.    ON  AN  ADDRESS  TO   THE   THRONE   CONCERNING 

AFFAIRS  IN  AMERICA. 

HOUSE  OF  LORDS— November  i8th,  1777. 

Lord  ("hatham.— 1708- 1778, 

i  RLSE,  my  Lords,  to  declare  my  sentiments  on  this 
most  solemn  and  serious  subject  It  has  imposed  a  load 
upon  my  mind,  which,  I  fear,  nothing  can  remove,  but 
which  impels  me  to  endeavor  its  alleviation,  by  a  free 
and  unreserved  communication  of  my  sentiments. 

In  the  first  part  of  the  address,  I  have  the  honor  of 
heartily  concuping-  with  the  noble  Earl  who  moved  it 
No  man  feels  sincerer  joy  than  T  do  ;  none  can  offer  more 
genuine  congratulations  on  every  accession  of  strength 
to  the  Protestant  succession.  I  therefore  join  in  every 
congratulation  on  the  birth  of  another  princess,  and  the 
happy  recovery  of  her  Majesty. 

But  I  must  stop  here.  My  courtly  complaisance  will 
carry  me  no  farther.  I  will  not  join  in  congratulation 
on  misfortune  and  disgrace.  I  cannot  concur  in  a  blind 
and  se.vile  address,  which  approves  and  endeavors  to 
sanctify  the  monstrous  measures  which  have  heaped  dis- 
grace and  misfortune  upon  us.  This,  my  Lords,  is  a 
perilous  and  tremendous  moment !  It  is  not  a  time  for 
adulation.  The  smoothness  of  flattery  cannot  now 
avail — cannot-  save  us  in  this  rugged  and  awful  crisis.  It 
is  now  neces;  .ry  to  instruct  the  Throne  in  the  language 
of  truth. .  We  must  dispel  the  illusion  and  the  darkness 
which  envelop  it,  and  display,  in  its  full  danger  and  true 
colors,  the  ruin  that  is  brought  to  our  doors. 

This,  my  Lords,  is  our  duty.  It  is  the  proper  function 
of  this  noble  assembly,  sitting,  as  we  do,  upon  our  honors 
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in   this    House   the   hereditary   council   of  the   Crown 
f/^y    the  m,n,ster-«,/„.,  ;,  the  minister,   that  ha, 
.b    d  to   suggest  to  .he  Throne  the  contra  y,   uLon 
.t,tut,ona!    anguage  this   day  delivered  from   it?    The 
..ccustomed  language  from  the  Throne  haP  been  aonH 
-■at.on  to  Parhament  for  advice,  and  a  reliance  on  its' 
const,tut,o„al  advice  and  assistance.     As  it  s   he  "gh 
of  i  arhament  to  give,  so  it  is  the  duty  of  the  CrowTto 

tlv  n""  r '^  ''"•  ^"'  "■"  *''^  <=-^'^-^  ---t"  - 

<..N..cncy  no  reliance  ,s  reposed  on  our  constitutional 
counsels !  no  advice  is  asked  from  the  sober  and  en  eht 
e„e  care  of  Parliament !  but  the  Crown,  from  Itse  fnd 
by  .tself,  declares  an  unalterable  determination  o  Isue 
measures-and  what  measures,  my  Lords  ?  -;? /"''"^ 
sures  that  have  produced  th;  iLinent  per  1  Z 
*reaten  us  ;  the  measures  th      have  brought 'ruin  to  ou^ 

Can  the  minister  of  the  day  now  presume  to  exoect  . 
o"t„,uance  of  support  in  this  ruinous  infatua«on  >'  Can 

ye.tuday,  and  tngland  might  liave  .stood  against  the 
»orld  :  now  none  so  poor  to  do  her  reverencf "     r  . 

--Sdtni:;;— £^^^^ 
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France,  my  Lords,  has  insulted  you  ;  she  has  encour- 
aged and  sustained  America  ;  and,  whether  America  be 
wrong  or  right,   the   dignity  of  this   country  ought   to 
spurn  at  the  officious  insult  of  French  interference.     The 
ministers  and  ambassadors  of  those  who  are  called  rebels 
and  enemies  arc  in   Paris;  in  Paris  they  transact  the 
reciprocal  interests  of  America  and  France.     Can  there 
be  a  more  mortifying  insult  ?     Can  even  our  ministers 
sustain  a  more  humiliating  disgrace  ?     Do  they  dare  to 
resent  it  ?     Do  they  presume  even  to  hint  a  vindication 
of  their  honor,  and  the  dignity  of  the  State,  by  requiring 
the    dismission   of   the   plenipotentiaries   of   America? 
Such  is  the  degradation  to  which  they  have  reduced  the 
glories  of  England  !     The  people  whom  they  affect  cO 
call  contemptible  rebels,  but  whose  growing  power  has 
at  last  obtained  the  name  of  enemies  ;  the  people  with 
whom    they   have   engaged    this   country    in    war,   and 
against  whom  they  now  command  our  implicit  support 
in   every    measure   of  desperate   hostilit\'— this    people, 
despised   as  rebels,   or  acknowledged   as   enemies,  arc 
abetted  against  you,  supplied  with  every  military  store, 
their  interests  consulted,   and  their  ambassadors  enter- 
tained, by  your  inveterate  enemy  !  and  our  ministers  dare 
r.jt  interpose  with  dignity  or  effect.     Is  this  the  honor 
of  a  great  kingdom  ?     Is  this  the   indignant   spirit  of 
England,  who  "  but  yesterday  "  gave  law  to  the  house  of 
Bourbon  ?     My  Lords,  the  dignity  of  nations  demands 
a  decisive  conduct  in  a  situation  like  this.     .     . 

My  Lords,  this  ruinous  and  ignominious  situation, 
where  we  can  not  act  with  success,  nor  suffer  with  honor, 
calls  upon  us  to  remonstrate  in  the  strongest  and  loudest 
language  of  truth,  to  rescue  the  ear  of  majesty  from  the 
delusions  which  surround  it.     The  desperate  state  of  our 
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amis  abroad   is  in  part  known.     No  man  thinks  more 
highly  of  them  than  I  do.     I  love  and  honor  the  Krglish 
tioop.s.     J  know  their  virtue.s  and  their  valor.     I  know 
they  can  achieve  anything  except  impossibilities  ;  and  [ 
k„o,v  that  the  conquest  of  English  America  is  an  im- 
p.,.ssM,lj..     You  cannot.  I  venture  to  say  it,  you  cannot 
conquer  Amenca.     Your  armies  in  the  last  war  effected 
cverythmg  that  could  be  effected  ;  and  what  was  it  ?     It 
cost  a  numerous  army,  under  the  command  of  a  most 
able  general  [Lord  Amherst],  now  a  noble  Lord  in  this 
Hou.se,  a  long  and  laborious  campaign,   to   expel   five 
thousand  Frenchmen  from  French  America.     My  Lords 
you    cannot  conquer  America.      What   is   your    nrcsent 
situation  there?     We  do  not  know  the  worst ;  but  we 
knmv  that  m  three  campaigns  we  have  done  nothing  and 
suffcred  much.     Besides  the  sufferings,  perhaps  total  loss 

!.     r^f "  '^°'''"'  "'"  ^^  appointed  army  that  ever 
took  the  field,  commanded  by  Sir  William  Howe,  has 
rcred   from    the  American   lines.     He  was  obliged  to 
relinquish  h,s  attempt,  and  with  great  delay  and  danger 
to  adopt   a   new  and  distant  plan  of  operation.,.     We 
■shall  soon  know,  and  in  any  event  have  reason  to  lament 
«  hat  may  have  happened  since.     As  to  conquest,  there- 
lore    my  Lords,  I   repeat,  it  is  impossitle.     You  may 
swel  every  expense  and  every  efibrt  still  more  e.xtrava- 
.■jantly ;  p,le  and  accumulate  every  assistance  you  can 
Hiy  or  borro«. ;  traffic  and  barter  with  every  little  pifful 
German  prince  that  sells  and  sends  his  subjects  to  Ihe 
shambles  of  a  foreign     rince  ;  your  efforts  are  forever 
va,n  and  unpotent-doubly  so  from  this  mercenary  aid 
on   winch   you    rely  ;    for    it    irritates,   to   an    incurable 
resentment,  the  minds  of  your  enemies,  to  overrun  them 
».lh  the  mercenary  sons  of  rapine  and  plunder,  devoting 
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them  and  their  possessions   to  the  rapacity  of  hirehne 
cruelty  !     If  I  were  an  American,  as  I  am  an  Engh'sh 
man,  while  a  foreign  troop  was  landed  in  my  country    1 
never  would  lay  down  my  arms-never-never-never 

But    my  Lords,  who  is  the  man,  that,  in  addition  to 
these  disg.-aces  and  mischiefs  of  our  army,  has  dared  to 
authorize  and  associate  to  our  arms  the  tomahawk  and 
scalpmg-knife  of  the  savage  ?  to  call  into  civilized  alliance 
the  wild  and  inhuman  savage  of  the  woods  ;  to  delegate 
to  the  merciless  Indian  the  defence  of  disputed  rights 
and  to  w-age  the  horrors  of  his  barbarous  war  against  o^^r 
brethren  ?     My  Lords,  these   enormities   crv  aloud   for 
redress  and  punishment.     Unless  thoroughly'  done  away 
It  will  be  a  stain  on  the  national  character.     It  is  a  vio' 
ation  of  the  Constitution,     I  believe  it  is  against  law 
It  IS  not  the  least  of  our  national  misfortunes  that  the 
■strength  and  character  of  our  army  are  thus  impaired 
Infected  with  the  mercenary  spirit  of  robbery  and  rapine' 
familiarized  to  the  horrid  scenes  of  savage  cruelty,  it  can' 
no  longer  boast  of  the  noble  and   generous   pnnciples 
which  digmfy  a  soldier,  no  longer  sympathize  with  the 
dignity  of  the  royal  banne.,  nor  feel  the  pride,  pomp,  and 
circumstance   of   glorious   war,    "  that   make   ambition 
virtue  !        What  makes  ambition'  virtue  ?-the  .sense  of 
honor.     But  is  the  sense  of  honor  consistent  with  a  .spirit 
of  plunder,  or  the  practice  of  murder  ?     Can  it  flow  from 
mercenary  motives,  or  can  it  prompt  to  cruel  <leeds  ? 

The  independent  views  of  America  have  been  stated 
and  asserted  as  the  foundation  of  this  addres.s.  My 
Lords,  no  man  wishes  for  the  due  dependence  of  America 
on  this  country  more  than  I  do.  To  preserve  it,  and  not 
confirm  that  state  of  independence  into  which  your 
measures  hitherto  have  driven  them,  is  the  object  which 
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.ve  ought  to  unite  in  attaining.  The  Americans,  con- 
tendmg  for  the.r  rights  against  arbitra,^  exactions,  I 
love  and  adm.re.  It  is  the  struggle  of  free  and  virtuous 
patriots.  But  contending  for  independency  and  total 
.hsconnecfon  from  England,  as  an  Englishman,  I  cannot 
-nsh  them  .success  ;  for  in  a  due  constitutional  depen- 
dency, mcludmg  the  ancient  supremacy  of  this  country 
.n  regulatmg  their  commerce  and  navigation,  consists 
the  mutual  happiness  and  prosperity  both  of  England 

from  us  ,  and  we  reaped  from  her  the  most  important 
advantages.     She  was,  indeed,  the  fountain  of  our  wealth 
the  nerve  of  our  strength,  the  nursery  and  basis  of  ou^ 
naval  power.     It  is  our  duty,  therefore,  my  Lords,  if  we 
u-.sh  to  save  our  country,  most  seriously  to  endeavor  the 
recovery  of  these  most  beneficial   subjects  ;  and  in  this 
penlous  cns,s  pe.haps  the  present  moment  may  be  the 
only  one  :n  which  we  can  hope  for  succes.s.     For  in  their 
negotiations  with   France,  they  have,  or  think  they  have 
reason  to  complain  ;  though  it  be  notorious  that  they  nave 
received  from  that  power  important  supplies  and  assis- 
tance of  various  kinds,  yet  it  is  certain  they  ejected    t 
"1  a  more  decisive  and  immediate  degree.     America  is  in 
.11  humor  with  France;  on  .some  points  they  h"v'    ,ot 
entire  y  answered  her  expectation..     Let  us  wi.scTytakc 
Ivantage  of  every  possible  moment  of  reconcilfa  fon 

leans  toward  England  ;  to  the  ol.l  habits  of  connection 
and  mutual  interest  that  unite.l  both  countries  This 
;-  the  establi.shed  sentiment  of  all  the  conti,;  it ;  and 
■^t.ll,  my  Lords,  in  the  great  an<l  principal  r,art  the  Jo'^nd 

prevails.     And    there   is   a   very   considerable    part  of 
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America  yet  sound— the  middle  and  the  southern  pro- 
vinces.    Some  parts  may  be  factious  and  blind  to  their 
true  interests  ;  but  if  we  express  a  wise  and  benevolent 
disposition  to  communicate  with  them  those  immutable 
rights   of  nature   and    those   constitutional    liberties  to 
which    they    are   equally  entitled  with    ourselves,    by  a 
conduct  so  just  and  humane  we  shall  confirm  the  favor- 
able and  conciliate  the  adverse.     I  say,  my  Lords,  the 
rights  and  liberties  to  which  they  are  equally  entitled 
with  ourselves,  but  no  more.     I  would  participate  to  them 
every   enjoyment   and    freedom    which   the    colonizing 
subjects  of  a  free  state  can  possess,  or  wish  to  possess"! 
and  I  do  not  ^ee  why  they  should  not  enjoy  every  fun- 
damental right   in    their   property,   and   G^^.ry  original 
substantial  liberty,  which  Devonshire,  or  Surrey,  or  the 
county  I  live  in,  or  any  other  county  in  England,  can 
claim  ;    reserving   always,   as   the   sacred   right   of   the 
mother  country,  the  due   constitutional   dependency  of 
the  colonies.     The  inherent  supremacy  of  the  state  in 
regulating  and  protecting  the  navigation  and  commerce 
of  all  her  subjects,  is  necessary  for  the  mutual  benefit 
and  preservation  of  every  part,  to  constitute  and  preser^•c 
the  prosperous  arrangement  of  the  whole  empire. 

The  sound  parts  of  America;  of  which  I  have  spoken, 
must  be  sensible  of  these  great  truths  and  of  their  real 
interests.  America  is  not  in  that  state  of  desperate  and 
contemptible  rebellion  which  this  country  has  been 
deluded  to  believe.  It  is  not  a  wild  and  lawless  banditti, 
who,  having  nothing  to  lose,  might  hope  to  snatch  some- 
thing from  public  convulsions.  Many  of  their  leaders 
and  great  men  have  a  great  stake  in  this  great  contest 
The  gentleman  who  conducts  their  armies,  I  am  told,  has 
an  estate  of  four  or  five  thousand  pounds  a  year  ;  and 
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when  I  consider  these  things,  I  cannot  but  lament  the 
inconsiderate  violence  of  our  penal  acts,  our  declaration 
of  treason  and  rebellion,  with  all  the  fatal  effects  of 
attainder  and  confiscation. 

As  to  the  disposition  of  foreign  powers  which  is  - 
sorted  [in  the  King's  speech]  to  be  pacific  and  friendly 
let  us  judge,  my  Lords,  rather  by  their  actions  and  the 
nature   of  things   than    by   interested    assertions      The 
uniform  assistance  supplied  to  America  by  France  sug 
gests  a  different  conclusion.     The  most  important  inter- 
ests of  France  in   aggrandizing  and   enriching  herself 
with  what  she  most  wants,  supplies  of  every  naval  store 
from  America,  must  inspire  her  with  different  sentiments 
1  he  extraordinary  preparations  of  the  House  of  Bourbon 
by  land  and  by  sea,  from  Dunkirk  to  the  Straits,  equally 
ready  and  willing  to  overwhelm  these  defenceless  islands 
should  rouse  us  to  a  sense  of  their  real  disposition  and 
our  own  danger.     Not  five  thousand  troops  in  England  ^ 
hardly  three  thousand  in  Ireland  !     What  can  we  oppose 
to  the  combined  force  of  our  enemies  ?     Scarcely  twenty 
ships  of  the  line  so  fully  or  sufficiently  manned,  that 
any  admiral's  reputation  would  permit  him  to  take  the 
command  of     The  river  of  Lisbon  in  the  possession  of 
our  enemies  !     The  seas  swept  by  American  privateers  I 
v^ur  Channel  trade  torn  to  pieces  by  them!     i„  this 
complicated  crisis  of  danger,  weakness  at   horn      and 
calamity  abroad,  terrified  and  insulted  by  the  neighbor- 
ing powers,  unable  to  act  in  America,  or  acting  only  to 
be  destroyed,  where  is  the  man  with  the  forehead  to 
promise  or  hope  for  success  in  such  a  situation,  or  from 
perseverance  in  the  measures  that  have  driven  u .  to  it  ■> 
V  ho  has  the  forehead  to  do  so  ?     Where  is  that  man  ? 
I  should  be  glad  to  see  his  face. 
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You  cannot  coficiliate  America  by  your  present  mea- 
sures.    You  cannot  subdue   her  by  your  present  or  by 
any  measures.     What,  then,  can  you  do  ?     You  cannot 
conquer  ;  you  cannot  gain  ;  but  you  can  address ;  you 
can  lull  the  fears  and  anxieties  of  the  moment  into  an 
ignorance   of  the   danger   that   should    produce   them. 
But,  my  Lords,  the  time  demands  the  language  of  truth. 
We  muht  not  now  apply  the  flattering  unction  of  .servdle 
compliance  or  blind  complaisance.     In  a  just  and  neces- 
sary war,  to  maintain  the  rights  or  honor  of  my  country, 
I  would  strip  the  shirt  from  my  back  to  support  it.     But 
in  such  a  war  as  this,  unjust  in  its  principle,  impracticable 
in  its  means,  and  ruinous  in  its  consequences,  I  would 
not  contribute  a  single  effort  nor  a  single  .shilling.     I  do 
not  call  for  vengeance  on  the  heads  of  those  who  have 
been  guilty  ;  I  only  recommend  to  them  to  make  their 
retreat.     Let  them  walk  off ;  and  let  them  make  haste. 
or  they  may  be  assured  that  speedy  and  condign  punish- 
ment will  overtake  them. 

My  Lord.s,  I  hav<  submitted  to  yoa,  with  the  freedom 
and  truth  which  I  think  my  duty,  my  sentiments  on  your 
present  awful  situation.     I  have  laid  before  you  the  ruin 
of  your   power,   the   disgrace   of  your   reputation,  the 
pollution  of  your  discipline,  the  contamination  of  your 
morals,    the   complication    of    calamities,   foreign    and 
domestic,  that  overwhelm  your  sinking  coun  ry.     Your 
dearest   interests,   your   own    liberties,  the  Constitution 
itself  totters   to   the    foundation.     All    this   disgraceful 
danger,  this  multitude  of  misery,  is  the  monstrous  off- 
spring of  this  unnatural  war.     We  have  been  deceived 
and  deluded  too  long.     Let  us  now  stop  short.     This  is 
the  crisis-  the  only  crisis  of  time  and  situation,  to  g\st 
us  a  possibility  of  escape  from  the  fatal  effects  of  our 
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delusions.     But  if,  in  an  obstinate  and  infatuated  perse- 

th.s  day  presented  to  us,  nothing  can  save  thislvoTed 
country  from  complete  and  final  ruin.  We  madlv  ™  h 
into  multiplied  miseries  and  "  <■  . " "^  "'^"'V  ru-n 
founded."  •  <:o"f«s.on   worse  con- 

hlllV'/T"''''  ""  "  ^^  '^^^''^'^'  "^«'  """inters  are  yet 
bhnd  to  th,s  impending  destruction  ?     I  did  ho^  tL 
instead  of  this  false  and  empty  vanitv   th,^  ^' 

pride,  engendering  high  concTar;;^^:^' 
ginafons,  m.n.sters  would  have  humbled  themselves  ,n' 
the,r  errors,  would  have  confessed  and  retracted  them 
and  by  an  active,  though  a  late,  repentance   havl  en' 
deavored  to  redeem  them.     But   mv  Io.t«    '."'"^'' Z""- 
had  neither  sagacity  to  foresee.  L'^^sL^trTulS 
o  shun  these  oppressive  calamities-since  not  ev^n    I 
e  e  expenence  can  make  them  feel,  nor  the  imminen 

«^i  ngnts,  and  ascertained  by  frr-at-  thr^r^  ~l-  • 
-Joyments  may  be   firmly  perpLa'ted.'    A  d  tt"  me^ 
-^Peat    to    your    Lordships,   that   the   strong    £.    of 
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America,  at  least  of  the  wise  and  sounder  parts  of  it, 
naturally  inclines  to  this  happy  and  constitutional  recon- 
nection  with  you.  Notwithstanding  the  temporary  in- 
trigues with  France,  we  may  still  be  assured  of  their 
ancient  and  confirmed  partiality  to  us.  America  and 
France  cannot  be  congenial. 

My  Lords,  to  encourage  and  confirm  that  innate  in- 
clination to  this  country,  founded  on  every  principle  of 
affection,  as  well  as  consideration  of  interest ;  to  restore 
that  favorable  disposition  into  a  permanent  and  powerful 
reunion  with  this  country  ;  to  revive  the  mutual  strength 
of  the  empire  ;   again  to  awe  the  House  of  Bourbon, 
instead  of  mea,nly  truckling,  as  our  present  calamities 
compel  us,  to  cv^ery  insult  of  French  caprice  and  Spanish 
punctilio  ;  to  re-establish  our  commerce  ;  to  reassert  our 
rights   and   our   honor  ;  to   confirm   our   interests,   and 
renew  our  glories  forever— a   consummation   most  de- 
voutly to  be  endeavored  !  and  which,  I  trust,  may  yet 
arise  from  reconciliation  with  America— I  have  the  honor 
of  submitting  to  you  the  following  amendment,  which  I 
move  to  be  inserted  after  the  two  first  paragraphs  of  the 
address  : 

"  And  that  this  House  does  most  humbly  advise  and 
supplicate  his  Majesty  to  be  pleased  to  cause  the  most 
speedy  and  effectual  measures  to  be  taken  for  restoring 
peace  in  America  ;  and  that  no  time  may  be  lost  in 
proposing  an  immediate  opening  of  a  treaty  for  the  final 
settlement  of  the  tranquillity  of  these  invaluable  pro- 
vinces, by  a  removal  of  the  unhappy  causes  of  this  ruin- 
ous civil  war,  and  by  a  just  and  adequate  security 
against  the  return  of  the  like  calamities  in  times  to 
come.  And  this  House  desire  to  offer  the  mosc  dutiful 
assurances  to  his  Majesty,  that  they  will,  in  due  time, 
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cheerfully  co-operate  with  the  magnanimitv  and  tender 
.o<„ Iness   of  h,s    Majesty   for   the   preserv;t,on   of  hi 
people,  by  such  explicit  and  most  solemn  declaration 
and  prov,:.on.  of  fundamental  and  irrevocable  law     as 
nay  be  judged  necessao^  for  the  ascertaining  and  f.xing 
o     er    he  respective  rights  of  Great  Britfin  andl? 


XXII.    FROM  "THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD." 

THE  FAMILY  USE  ARI,  WHICH  IS  OPPOSED  WITH  STILL 
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rosr^f  Z  f      -l'"^'"  """^  '"''^"  ^"P"^'^'^  sensations,  the 
rest  of  the  family  was  easily  consoled  for  Mr.  Burchell's 
bsence  by  the  company  of  our  landlord,  who." 
ow   became   more   frequent   and   longer.     Thought 
l«cl  been  disappointed  in  procuring  my  daughters  t le 
a.nuseme„ts  of  the  town,  as  he  designed  he  took  everv 
opp^tunity  of  supplying  them  with  th^^ose  little  r:tat™Z 
h  ch  our  retirement  would  admit  of     He  usually  came 
.n  the  mornmg,  and  while  my  son  and  I  followed  o^r 
occupations  abroad,  he  sat  with  the  family  at  home  and 
a.m,.sed  them  by  describing  the  town,  with  every  partol 
h  he  was  particularly  acquainted.     He  could  repea 

tt  "^-T^"™^  *^-  -■-  "-etailed  in  the  atmosphere 
of   he  play-houses,  and  had  all  the  good  things  of  the 

e  e::t  L~  Th°"?^'T  ^^^'"^'^^  their^ay  li 
Jcst-book.s.    The  intervals  between  conversation  were 
™p  oycd  in  teaching  my  daughter  piquet,  or  sometim 
'"  -Uing  my  two  httle  one,,  to  box  to  make  them  sZp, 
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as  he  called  it ;  but  the  hopes  of  having  him  for  a  son-in- 
law,  in  some  measure  blinded  us  to  all  his  imperfections. 
It  must  be  owned  that  my  wife  laid  a  thousand  schem  ^s 
to  entrap  him  ;  or,  to  speak  u  more  tenderly,  used  every 
art  to  ma^^nify  the  merit  of  her  daughter.  If  the  cakes 
at  tea  ate  short  and  crisp,  they  were  made  by  Olivia :  if 
the  gooseberry  wine  was  well  knit,  the  gooseberries  -vere 
of  her  gathering  :  it  was  her  fingers  that  gave  the  pickles 
their  peculiar  green  ;  and  in  the  composition  of  a  pudding, 
it  was  her  judgment  that  mixed  the  ingredients.  Then 
the  poor  woman  would  sometimes  tell  the  'squire,  that 
she  thought  him  and  Olivia  extremely  of  a  size,  and 
would  bid  both  ;Stand  up  to  see  which  was  tallest.  These 
instances  of  cunning,  which  she  thought  impenetrable, 
yet  which  everybody  saw  through,  were  very  pleasing  to 
our  benefactor,  who  gave  every  day  some  new  proofs  of 
his  passion,  which,  though  they  had  not  risen  to  proposals 
of  marriage,  yet  we  thought  fell  but  little  short  of  it ;  and 
his  slowness  was  attributed  sometimes  to  native  bashful- 
ness,  and  sometimes  to  his  fear  of  offending  his  uncle. 
An  occurrence,  however,  which  happened  soon  after,  put 
it  beyond  a  doubt  that  he  designed  to  become  one  of 
our  family  ;  my  wife  even  regarded  it  as  an  absolute 
promise. 

My  wife  and  daughters  happening  to  return  a  visit  to 
neighbor  Flamborough's,  found  that  family  had  lately 
got  their  pictures  drawn  by  a  limner,  who  travelled  the 
country,  and  took  likenesses  for  fifteen  shillings  a  head. 
As  this  family  and  ours  had  long  a  sort  of  rivalry  in 
point  of  taste,  our  spirit  took  the  alarm  at  this  stolen 
march  upon  us,  and  notwithstanding   all   I  could  say. 

resolved  Lhat  we  should  have 
aving,  therefore,  engaged  the 
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and  I  said  much,  i 

our  pictures  done  too.     H 
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limner,  for  what  could  I  do?  our  next  deliberation  was 
0  shew  the  superiority  of  our  taste  in  the  attitudes      A 
r  our  neighbor's  family,  there  were  seven  of  them  and 
ey  were  drawn  with  seven  oranges,  a  thing  quiTe'  out 
of  taste,  no  var.ety  in  life,  no  composition  in  tL  world 
e  de.,red  to  have  something  in  a  brighter  style,  and 

evolution  of  bemg  drawn  together  in  one  large  historical 
family  p.ece.     This  would  be  cheaper,  since  one  fTame 
«ouI,l   serve   for   all.  and   it  would   be  infinitely   mcTre 
.cnteel ;  for  all  families  of  any  taste  were  nowtawn  " 
.he  same  manner.     As  we  did  not  immediately  recoil  t 
an  historical  subject  to  hit  us,  we  were  contented      ch 
»;  h  being  drawn  as  independent  historical  figures      My 
>v.fe  desired  to  be  represented  as  Venus,  and  the  painVe^ 
>vas  desired  not  to  be  too  frugal  of  his  ^iamondsThe 
stomacher  and  hair.     Her  t,.o  little  ones  were  to  be  as 
Cupids  by  her  side,  while  I.  with  my  gown  and  band 
was  to  present  her  with  my  books  o"^  ^the  WhTstonTan' 
controversy.     Olivia   would   be   drawn   as   an  Amazon 
^'t  .ng  upon  a  bank  of  flowers,  dressed  in  a  green  Joseph 
ncly  laced  with  gold,  and  a  whip  in  her  hfnd.     Sopht 
«as  to  be  a  shepherdess,  with  as  many   sheep  as  "he 
painter  could  put  in  for  nothing ;  and  Moses  was   ote 
-Iressed  out  with  an  hat  and  white  feather.     Our  tlste  so 
-uch  pleased  the  'squire,  that  he  insisted  on  beinTput 

.Fas  ^      ^"^-  ■"''     ^''^^  '"^^  considered  by  us 

he  family  nor  could  we  refuse  his  request.     The  painter 
u    therefore   set   to   work,  and   as   he   wrought    "  fi, 
s^iauuy   and   expedition,  in   less   than    four "  da^s  "t^e 
«hole  was  completed     The  piece  was  large,  and  fmus 
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be  owned  lie  did  not  spare  his  colors;  for  which  my  wife 
i^ave   him    j^reat    encomiums.      We    were   all    [)erfectly 
satisfied  with  his  performance  ;  but  an  unfortunate  cir- 
cumstance hat!  not  occurred  till  the  picture  was  fmishcd, 
which  now  struck  us  with  ilisma\'.     It  was  so  very  lar^^c 
that  we  had  no  place  in  the  house  to  fix  it.     How  \vc 
all  came  to  ilisre^ard  so  material  a  point  is  inconceivable; 
but  certaiti  it  is,  wc  had  been  all  j^reatly  remiss.      The 
picture,  therefore,  ijistcad  of  ^ratifyinj^;  our  vanity,  as  we 
hopeil,  leaned,  in  a  most  mortifying  manner,  against  the 
kitclien    wall,    where    the    canvas    was    stretched    and 
painted,  much  too  large  to  be  got  through  any  of  the 
doors,  and  the  ,jest  of  all  our  neighbors.     One  compared 
it  to  Robinson  Crusoe's  long-boat, too  large  to  be  removed; 
another  th(night  it  morc  resembled  a  reel  in  a  bottle; 
sotne  wondered  how  it  couKl  be  got  out,  but  still  more 
were  amazed  how  it  e\er  got  in. 

Hut  though  it  excited  the  ridicule  of  some,  it  effectually 
raisol  more  malicious  suggestions  in  many.  The  'squire's 
portrait  being  found  united  with  ours,  was  an  honor  too 
great  to  escape  envy.  Scandalous  whispers  began  to 
circulate  at  our  expense,  and  our  tranquillity  was  con- 
tinually disturbcii  b\'  persons  who  came  as  friends  to 
tell  MS  what  was  said  of  us  by  enemies.  These  reports 
we  alwa\'s  resented  with  becoming  spirit ;  but  scandal 
ever  improves  by  opposition. 

We  once  again  therefore  entered  into  a  consultation 
upon  obviating  the  malice  of  our  enemies,  and  at  last 
came  to  a  resolution  which  had  too  much  cunniuii  to 
give  me  entire  satisfaction.  It  was  this  :  as  our  principal 
object  was  to  discover  the  iionor  of  Mr.  ThornhilFs 
addresses,  my  wife  undertook  to  soun.d  h.im  bv  nrotetiti- 
ing  to  ask  his  advice  in  the  choice  of  an  husband  for  her 
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H-lcst   .buKhtcr.     If  thi.   was    not   found   sufficient  to 
"kI.k:o   h>,n    to  a  .Icclaration,  it  wa.s   then    resolved  to 
l.n,fy  h„n  w,th  a  rival.     To  this  last  step,  however,  . 
wouM  by  „o  ,neans  jjive  my  consent,  till  Olivia  gave  me 
tlH-  .nost  solemn  assurances  that  she  woul.l  marry  the 
l.nson  provKled  to  rival  him  upon  this  occasion,  if  he 
.i..l  not  prevent  ,t,  by  taking  her  himself.     Such  was  the 
sc  en.e   a,d  wh.ch,  though  I  di.l  not  strenuously  oppo.^ 
I  did  not  entirely  approve.  w^'^, 

Tl.e  next  time,  therefore,  that  Mr.  Thornhill  came  to 
see  us,  my  girls  took  care  to  be  out  of  the  way,  in  order 
•"  «:ve  the,r   mamma   an  opportunity  of  putting   he 
scheme  m  e.xecution  ;  but  th.,  only  retired  to  the  nex 
"""..  whence  they  could  overhear  the  whole  conver" 
t."n:  my  w,fe  artfully  introduced  it,  by  observing  that  one 
of   l.e  M,ss  Flamboroughs  was  like  to  have  at™" 
";.-.tch  of  ,t  m  Mr.  Spanker    To  this  the  squire  assent,", 
she  proceeded   to   remarl,   chat   they   w'ho   had   warm 
forunes  w-ere   always  sure  of  getting  good  husbands 

„  vt^t       '••«  "","'""'='  ''''''  "  "'<^  ^"'^  "^^t  have 

fi    VV   at  s,gn,fies  beauty,  Mr  Thornhill?   or  what 

.....fics  a  I  the  virtue,  and  all  the  qualifications  in  the 
.Id,  m  th.  ..  .e  of  self-interest  ?     ,t  is  not,  what  i.s  sh " 
but,  what  has  she  ?  is  all  the  cry  " 

;  Madam,"  returned  he,  ••  I  highly  approve  the  justice 

s  uel    as  the  novelty,  of  your  remarks,  and  if  I  le re  .' 
kn.K,  ,t  should  be  otherwise.      It  should  then,  indeed   be 

"c  t,mes   or  the  girls  without  fortunes  :  our  tw  o  youn, 
lachc.  should  be  the  first  for  whom  I  would  pr^.de"     " 

iacetbus"-"but''r"f  ,'"^  "''''•   '^■°"  ""  P'^^^  '°  be 
X     "  :  ':'.;?'      '""^  ^  ^"-"'  -^d  then   1  know 


But 


my  eldest  daughter  should  look  fo 


r  an  husband 


now   that  you  have  put  it  into  my  head,  seriously 


•  ■S   I 


ifi  ^ 


f       ^     «l 
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Mr.  Thornhill,  can't  you  recommend  me  a  proper  husband 
for  her  ?  She  is  now  nineteen  years  old,  well  grown  and 
well  ed^ucated,  and,  in  my  humble  opinion,  does  not  want 
for  parts." 

"  Madam,"  replied  he,  "  if  I  were  to  choose,  I  would 
find  out  a  person   possessed  of  every   accomplishment 
that   can    make  an  angel   happy.     One  with  prudence, 
fortune,  taste,  and  sincerity  ;  such,  madam,  would  be,  in 
my  opinion,  the  proper  husband."     "  Ay,  sir,"  said  she, 
"  but  do  you  know  of  any  such  person  ?" — "  No,  Madam," 
returned  he,  "  it  is  impossible  to  know  any  person  that 
deserves  to  be  her  husband  :  she's  too  great  a  treasure 
for  one  man's  possession  :  she's  a  goddess.     Upon  my 
soul,  I  speak  what  I  think,  she's  an  angel." — "  Ah,  Mr. 
Thornhill,  you  only  flatter  my  poor  girl :  but  we  have 
been  thinking  of  marrying  her  to  one  of  your  tenants, 
whose  mother  is  lately  dead,  and  who  wants  a  manager ; 
you  know  whom  I  mean,  farmer  Williams  ;  a  warm  man, 
Mr.  Thornhill,  able  to  give  her  good  bread  ;  and  who  has 
several  times  made  her  proposals  :  "  (which  was  actually 
the  case)  "  but,  sir,"  concluded  she,  "  I  shoufd  be  glad  to 
have  your  approbation  of  our  choice." — "  How,  Madam," 
replied  he,  "  my  approbation  !     My  approbation  of  such 
a  choice !     Never.     What !     Sacrifice  so  much  beauty, 
and  sense,  and  goodness,  to  a  creature  insensible  of  the 
blessing !     Excuse  me,  I  can  never  approve  of  such  a 
piece  of  injustice  !     And  I  have  my  reasons  !"— "  Indeed, 
sir,"  cried  Deborah,  "  If  you  have  your  reasons,  that's 
another  affair;  but  I  should    be   glad   to    know   those 
reasons." — "  Excuse  me,  madam,"  returned  he,  "  they  lie 
too   deep  for   discovery  ; "   (laying   his  hand    upon   his 
bosom)  "  they  rem.nin  buried,  rivetted  here." 

After  he   was   gone,  'upon   general   consultation,  we 
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could  not  tell  what  to  make  of  these  fine  sentiments 
Ohvia  considered  them  as  instances  of  the  most  exalted 
passion  ;  but  I  was  not  quite  so  sanguine :  yet,  whatever 
they  might  portend,  it  was  resolved  to  prosecute  the 
scheme  of  farmer  Williams,  who,  from  my  daughter's 
first  appearance  in  the  country,  had  paid  her  his 
addresses. 
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James  Boswell.— 1740-1795. 
From  Life  of  Samuel  Johnson,  ll.d. 

I  AM  now  to  record  a  very  curious    incident  in   Dr 
Johnson's  life,  which  fell  under  my  own  observation  •  of 
which  pars  magna  fui,  and  which  I  am  persuaded  will 
with  the  liberal-minded,  be  much  to  his  credit. 

My  desire  of  being  acquainted  with  celebrated  men  of 
every  description  had  made  me,  much  about  the  same 
time,  obtain  an  introduction  to  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson  and 
to  John  Wilkes,  Esq.     Two  men  more  different  could 
not  perhaps  be  selected  out  of  all  mankind.     They  had 
even  attacked  one  another  with  some  asperity  in  their 
writings  ;  yet  I  lived  in  habits  of  friendship  with  both 
1  could  fully  relish  the  excellence  of  each  ;  for  I  have 
ever  delighted  in  that  intellectual  chemistry,  which  can 
separate  good  qualities  from  evil  in  the  same  person. 

^5ir  John  Prinp-le.  "  min/»  ^,.rp  (^\^^a   1   ._       />    , 

r .      ,  , ,  ° "'      "    "^'  iri^iiQ  aiiu  my  lauier's 

nend     between  whom  and  Dr.  Johnson  I  in  vain  wished 
t<»  establish  an  acquaintance,  as  I  respected  and  lived  in 
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intimacy  with  both  of  them,  observed  to  me  once,  very 
ingeniously,  "  It  is  not  in  friendship  as  in  mathematics, 
where  two  things,  each  equal  to  a  third,  are  equal  be- 
tween themselves.  You  agree  with  Johnson  as  a  middle 
quality,  and  you  agree  with  me  as  a  middle  quality  ;  but 
Johnson  and  I  should  not  agree."  Sir  John  was  not 
sufficiently  flexible  ;  so  I  desisted  ;  knowing,  indeed, 
that  the  repulsion  was  equally  strong  on  the  part  of 
Johnson  ;  who,  I  know  not  from  what  cause,  unless  his 
being  a  Scotchman,  had  formed  a  very  erroneous  opinion 
of  Sir  John.  But  I  conceived  an  irresistible  wish,  if 
possible,  to  bring  Dr.  Johnson  and  Mr.  Wilkes  together. 
How  to  manage  it,  was  a  nice  and  difficult  matter.* 

My  worthy  booksellers  and  friends.  Messieurs  Dilly  in 
the  Poultry,  at  whose  hospitable  and  well-covered  table 
I  have  seen  a  greater  number  of  literary  men  than  at 
any  other,  except  that  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  had  in- 
vited me  to  meet  Mr.  Wilkes  and  some  more  gentlemen 
on  Wednesday,  May  15th.  "  Pray,"  said  I,  "  let  us  have 
Dr.  Johnson.",    "What,  with  Mr.    Wilkes?  not  for  the 


•  Johnson's  dislike  of  Mr.  Wilkes  was  so  great  that  it  extended  even  to  iiis 
connections.     He  happened  to  dine  one  day  at  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds's  with  a 
large  and  distinguished  company,  amongst  whom  were  Mr.  Wilkes's  brother, 
Israel,  and  his  lady.     In  the  course  of  conversation,    Mr.  Israel  Wilkes  wa.s 
about  to  nv'ie  some  remark,  when  Johnson  suddenly  stopped  him  with,  "1 
ho^x^  sir.  \Nuat  you  are  going  to  siiy  may  be  better  worth  hearing  than  wliat 
\ou  have  already  said."     This  rudeness  shocked  and  spread  a  gloom  over  the 
wliole  party,  particularly  as  Mr.   Israel  Wilkes  was  a  gentleman  of  a  veiv 
amiable  character  and  of  refined  taste,  and,  what  Dr.  Johnson  little  suspectwi, 
a  very  loyal  subject.     Johnson  afterwards  owned  to  me  that  he  was  very  sorry 
that  he  had  "  snuhbed  Wilkes,  as  his  wife  was  present."     I  replied,  that  he 
sliould  bo  sorry  for  many  reasons.     "  No,"  said  Johnson,  who  was  very  rohic- 
tant  to  apologize  for  offences  of  this  nature  ;  "  no.  I  only  regret  it  because  his 
wife  was  by.  "     I  believe  that  he  had  no  kind  of  motive  for  this  incivility  to  .Mr, 
Israel  Wilkes  but  disgusi  at  his  brothers  political  priiici»  'es. 

Miss  Rev.n  lds's  Recollections. 
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world,"  said  Mr.  Edward  Dilly  :  "  Dr.  Johnson  would 
never  for^rive  me."  "  Come,"  said  I,  "  if  you'll  let  me 
iK-otiate  for  you,  I  will  be  answerable  that  all  shall  go 
well;  Dilly.  "  Nay,  if  you  will  take  it  upon  you,  I  am 
sure  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  see  them  both  here." 

Notwithstanding  the  high  veneration  which  I  enter- 
tained for  Dr.  Johnson,  I  was  sensible  that  he  was  some- 
times a  little  actuated  by  the  spirit  of  contradiction,  and 
by  means  of  that  1  hoped  I  should  gain  my  point.     I 
was  persuaded  that  if  I  had  come  upon  him  with  a  direct 
proposal,   "Sir,  will  you   dine   in    company   with   Jack 
Wilkes  ?  "  he  would  have  flown  into  a  passion,  and  would 
probably  have  answered,  "  Dine  with  Jack  Wilkes,  Sir  ' 
I'<1  as  soon  dine  with  Jack  Ketch."     I,  therefore,  while 
ue  were  sitting  quietly  by  ourselves  at  his  house  in  an 
evening,  took  occasion    to   open   my  plan   thus  :  "  Mr. 
Dilly,  Sir,  sends  his  respectful  compliments  to  you,  and 
would  be  happy  if  you  would  do  him  the  honor  to  dine 
with  him  on  Wednesday  next  along  with  me,  as  I  must 
soon  go  to  Scotland."    Johnson,     -  Sir,  I  am  obliged  to 
Mr.  Dilly.    I  will  wait  upon  him."    Boswell.    "  Provided, 
Sir,  I  suppose,  that  the  company  which  he  is  to  have  is 
agreeable  to  you  ? "    Johnson.     "  What   do   you    mean 
Sir  ?     What  do  you  take  me  for  ?     Do  you  think  I  am' 
so  Ignorant  of  the  world  as  to  imagine  that  I  am  to 
prescribe  to  a  gentleman  what  company  he  is  to  have  at 
h.s  table?"     BoswelL     M    beg  your   pardon.    Sir,   for 
wishing  to  prevent  you  from  meeting  people  whom  >'ou 
niight  not  like.     Perhaps  he  may  have  some  of  what  he 
calls  his  patriotic  friends  with  him."    Johnson      "  Well 
Sir.  and    what    then?     What   care    I    for   his     .tri.tl 
fnends?     Poh  !  "     Boswell.     "  I  should  not  be  surprised 
nd   Jack  Wilkes   there."    Johnson.     "And   if  Jack 


to 
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Wilkes  sJiould  be  there,  what  is  that  to  nic,  Sir  ?  My 
dear  friend,  let  us  have  no  more  of  this.  I  am  sorry  to 
be  angry  with  you  ;  but  really  it  is  treating  me  strangely 
to  talk  to  me  as  if  I  could  not  meet  any  company  what- 
ever, occasionally."  Boswell.  "  Pray  forgive  me,  Sir,  I 
meant  well.  But  you  shall  meet  whoever  comes,  for 
me."  Thus  I  secured  him,  and  told  Dilly  that  he  would 
find  him  vQvy  well  pleased  to  be  one  of  his  guests  on  the 
day  appointed. 

Upon  the  much  expected  Wednesday,  I  caj".        -  him 
about  half  an  hour  before  dinner,  as  I  often  d   I  wfi    i  we 
were  to  dine  out  together,  to  see  that  he  wa.       .xdy  in 
time,  and  to  accompany  him.     I  found  him  buffeting  his 
books,  as  upon  a  former  occasion,  covered  with  dust,  and 
making  no  preparation  for  going  abroad.     "  How  is  this, 
Sir  ?  "  said  I.     "  Don't  you  recollect  that  )^ou  are  to  dine 
at    Mr.    Dilly's  ? "    Johnson.     "  Sir,  I  did  not   think  of 
going  to  Dilly's  ;  it  went  out  of  my  head.     I  have  or- 
dered dinner  at  home  with  Mrs.   Williams."     Boszvell. 
"  But,  my  dear  Sir,  you  know  you  wer-  engaged  to  Mr. 
Dilly,  and  I  told  him  so.     He  will  expect  you,  and  will 
be   much   disappointed   if   you   don't   come!"    Johnson. 
"  You  must  talk  to  Mrs  Williams  about  this." 

Here  was  a  sad  dilemma.  I  feared  that  what  I  was 
so  confident  I  had  secured  would  yet  be  frustrated.  He 
had  accustomed  himself  to  show  Mrs.  Williams  such  a 
degree  of  humane  attention,  as  frequently  imposed  some 
restraint  upon  him  ;  and  I  knew  that  if  she  should  be 
obstinate,  he  would  not  stir.  I  hastened  down  stairs  to 
the  blind  lady's  room,  and  told  her  I  was  in  great  un- 
easiness,-for  Dr.  Johnson  had  engaged  to  me  to  dine  this 
day  at  Mr.  Dilly's,  but  that  he  had  told  me  he  had  for- 
gotten his  engagement,  and  had  ordered  dinner  at  home. 


- 1 
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graced    if    the    Doctor   is    not  There  "She  .'    n' 

-ftened  to  my  sohcitations,  which  were  certnlv"         '' 
nest  as  most  entreatip.*  tr.  il^-  certainly  as  ear- 

was  graciously  p7eas!d  to  "''°"  "^  °^^""°"'  '^"'> 

son   ;^Thr  mI  "P°""'''"'<^totell  Dr.  John- 

-eiessV:hatlhit  hrevtT  .tdi"  '"^'^  T^ 
Choice  to  go  or  stav  "  •  hn/  '     indifferent  in  his 

'0 1..™  M?s.  ^nhLs's^lsir  ^ri^^  rr-r 

a.^  .nuchl;:trne?:ntrwrS  iranL'  ^^""" 
a  post  chaise  with  him  to  set  out  ^rcrtna  G  ^  '"" 

i^iriTi,:;:  s  or?'"^'^  '^^^t-^  ™°-  ^^  ^^-^ 

kept  myself  sn.^H,     '"""^^"^  ^^  '^'"^  ""'  l<"°w.      I 
^_^  umself.     I  observed  h,m  whispering  to  Mr  Dil 
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"y, 
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Too  too,  too     (under  his  breath),  which 
naDitual  mutterings.     Mr.  A 
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not  but  be  very  obnoxious  to  Johnson,  for  he  was  not 
only  a  patriot,  but  an  American.  He  was  afterwards 
minister  from  the  United  States  at  the  court  of  Madrid. 
"  And  who  is  the  gentleman  in  lace  ?  " — "  Mr.  Wilkes, 
Sir."  This  information  confounded  him  st'll  more  ;  he 
had  some  difficulty  to  restrain  himself,  and,  taking  up  a 
book,  sat  down  upon  a  window-seat  and  read,  or  at  least 
kept  his  eye  upon  it  intently  for  some  time,  till  he  com- 
posed himself  His  feelings,  I  dare  say,  were  awkward 
enough.  But  he  had  no  doubt  recollected  his  having 
rated  me  for  supposing  that  he  could  be  at  all  discon- 
certed by  any  company,  and  he,  therefore,  resolutely  set 
himself  to  behave  quite  as  an  easy  man  of  the  world, 
who  could  adapt  himself  at  once  to  the  disposition  and 
manners  of  those  whom  he  might  chance  to  meet. 

The  cheering  sound  of  "  Dinner  is  upon  the  tabk," 
dissolved  his  reverie,  and  we  all  sat  down  without  any 
symptoms  oi  ill  humor.  .  .  Mr.  Wilkes  placed  himself 
next  to  Dr.  Johnson,  and  behaved  to  him  with  so  much 
attention  and  politeness,  that  he  gained  upon  him  in- 
sensibly. No  man  ate  more  heartily  than  Johnson,  or 
loved  better  what  was  nice  and  delicate.  Mr.  Wilkes 
was  very  assiduous  in  helping  him  to  some  fine  veal. 
"  Pray  give  me  leave,  Sir — It  is  better  here — A  little  of 
the  brown — Some  fat,  Sir — A  little  of  the  stuffing- 
Some  gravy — Let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  giving  you 
some  butter — Allow  me  to  recommend  a  squ'  ./e  of  this 
orange  ;  or  the  lemon,  perhaps  may  have  more  zest."— 
"  Sir ;  sir,  I  am  obliged  to  you,  Sir,"  cried  Johnson, 
bowing,  and  turning  his  head  to  him  with  a  look  for 
some  time  of  "  surly  virtue,"  but,  in  a  sho*-':  while  of 
complacency. 

Foote  being  mentioned,  Johnson  said,  "  He  is  not  a 
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good  mimic."     One  of  the  company  added,  "  A  merry- 
andrew  a  buffoon."    JohnsoH.     "  But  he  ha.;wit  too  Ind 
■s  not  deficient   in    ideas,   or   in    fertility   and   var'v 
of  imagery,  and  not   empty  of  reading  ;  he  has  W 
edge  enough  to  fill  up  his  part,     One'species  o    t "he 
lias  ,n  an  emment  degree,  that  of  escape.     You  drive  hint 
■nto  a  corner  with  both  hands  ;  but  he  is  gone  S  "hen 
)ou  thmk  you  have  got  him-like  an  animal   haHumo" 
over  your  head.     Then  he  has  a  ^reat  ran<.e  V^^^ 
e  never  lets  truth  stand  between  him  Id   he  £t  Id 

restraints  from  which  Foote  is  free."     Wilkes   "  r.^.r.vi  - 
-  i;.-e  like  Lord  Chesterfield.  ••    IZs^"-^ 

itzherbert  s      Havrng  no  good  opinion  of  the  fellow    F 

was  resolved  not  to  be  pleased  ;  and  it  is  very  diffi!ul 

to  please  a  man  against  his  will.     I  went  on  eatfng  ml 

ner  pretty  sullenly,  affecting  not  to  mind  him.' But 

the  dog  was  so  ve.y  comical,  that  I  was  obliged  to  lav 

own  my  knife  and  fork,  throw  myself  back  in  my  ch    f 

fa,rly  laugh  it  out     No,  Sir,  he  was  irresistible.     He 

Amongst  the  manyLd  ..ZJZ2.  w  ichte  tn'eTff 

euer  and  he  was  to  have  a   share  of  the  profits  for 
ocunng  customers  amongst  his  numerous  C  i    - 

was  ,0  Stit  r  °"^  "'°  '°'"  •'■'^  ^"'^"-''-.  b"t 
They  were  at  som    lo"?"''  "'°''^'  ""'  '""""^  ''• 

being  Tft^d  of  nffH         r'°  ""'""^  *^'^  ^^^°'"'i°". 
'g  diraia  ot  offendine-  their  m:,«f^..   ,.,t,^    -.  _     , 

r?:r  T  ^  companion.     At  last  they  fixed 

little  black  boy,  who  was  rather  a  favorite^  to  be 


upon 


I40 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  READER. 


5  Jl 


their  deputy,  and  deliver  their  remonstrance  ;  and,  havin^r 
invested  him  with  the  sole  authority  of  the  kitchen,  he 
was  to  inform  Mr.  Fitzherbert,  in  all  their  names,  upon  a 
certain  day,  that  they  would  drink  Foote's  small-beer  no 
longer.  On  that  day  Foote  happened  to  dine  at  Fitz- 
herbert's,  and  this  boy  served  at  table  ;  he  was  so 
delighted  with  Foote's  stories,  and  merriment,  and 
grimace,  that  when  he  went  dov/n  stairs,  he  told  them, 
*  This  is  the  finest  man  I  have  ever  seen.  I  will  not  de- 
liver your  message.     I  will  drink  his  small-beer.'  " 

.    .     Mr.  Wilkes  remarked,  that  "  among  all  the  bold 
flights   of  Shakespeare's  imagination,   the   boldest  was 
making  Birrfam-wood  march  to  Dunsinane  ;  creating  a 
wood  where  there  never  was  a  shrub  ;  a  wood  in  Scot- 
land !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  "     And  he  also  observed,  that  "  the 
clannish  slavery  of  the  Highland-  of  Scotland  was  the 
single  exception  to  Milton's   remark  of  '  the  mountain 
nymph,  sweet   Liberty,'   being  worshipped  in  all  hilly 
countries."     "  When   I  was  at  Inverary,"  said  he,  "on  a 
visit  to  my  old  friend  Archibald,  Duke  of  Argyle,  his 
dependents  congratulated  me  on  being  such  a  favorite  of 
his  Grace.     I  said,  *  It  is,  then,  gentlemen,  truly  lucky 
for  me  ;  for  if  I  had  displeased  the  Duke,  and  he  had 
wished  it,  there  is  not  a  Campbell  among  you  but  would 
have  been  ready  to  bring  John  Wilkes's  head  to  him  in 
a  charger.     It  would  have  been  only 

'  Off  with  his  head  !  so  much  for  Ayleslmryl 

I  was  then  member  for  Aylesbury." 

.  .  Mr.  Arthur  Lee  mentioned  some  Scotch  who  had 
taken  possession  of  a  barren  part  of  America,  and 
wondered  why  they  should  choose  it.  Johnson.  "  Why, 
Sir.  all  barrenness  is  comparative.     The  Scotch  would  not 


MEEmVG  OF  JOHNSON  WITH  WILKES.         ,4. 

know  it  to  be  barren."     Bos'^ell.     "  Come    rome    !,„  • 

flattering  the  Enelish      Yn„  h,  ^  '  "^  '* 

°         i-ugiibn.      you  have  now  been  in  ScoHanrl 

i.,r,  and  say  if  you  did  not  see  meat  ahH  1    ,  ,; 

there."    JoUnson.     « Why,    yes    S,>      ^  " L/Z\ 
enough  to  give  the  inhabitants  sufficient  str  ng  h  to  1 

«hichshoJd  thath'e  Tatti;  ..^"UrthV::"^' 

-o.  of  th^  had  vis,trciLnrrrr^^^^^ 
:r:Se  r,^raTa;d"rf:jnrB:t  i'"-  -^° 

.hcmselves  with  persevering  i„  thrcd  Mel  ^^^T 
~   tilt'"'""'"  '"'  '^°"^"''  over  EngLd^n  on 

a^  it  is  technically  expressed  I  I      '^■°"""'^'°''' 
Wiike,.     "That    lshaZ7Ty,'t  '"'^'"""""^"^'''~ 

Hi!  the  Scotch  nat  on  './r?  "^^  -^"'^'^  ^^^■■"  °f 

must  know    Sir   Tltel^fT  ^'°  ^''■-  '^'"^''^-'^     "  ^°" 
sho>vPrl  1,    '  ^  '°°''  '"y  Wend  Boswell   ard 

^noiied  him  genume  civilized  life  in  an  R„„r  1, 

"al  town.     I  turned  him  loose  ali.hfiM        P™""' 

f y.  that  he  might  see  fo!  once  ^etr  .St^'f  '"''" 

know  he  lives  pmrmr.  civjJity  ;  for  you 

.-.sober,  decent  peop^  li^e^^  jf  ^  '^^-'^'^ 
"J.;-       And  we  ashamed  of  him." 


This  record,  though  by 


no  means  so  perfect  as  I 
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could  wish,  will  se.ve  to  give  a  notion  of  a  very  cu«-'  is 
interview,  which  was  not  only  pleasing  at  the  time,  ^ut 
had  the  agreeable  and  benignant  effect  of  reconciling 
any  animosity,  and  sweetening  any  acidity,  which,  in  the 
various  bustle  of  political  contest,  had  been  produced  in 
the  minds  of  two  men,  who,  though  widely  different,  had 
so  many  things  in  common — classical  learning,  modern 
literature,  wit  and  humor,  and  ready  repartee — that  it 
would  have  been  much  to  be  regretted  if  they  had  been 
forever  at  a  distance  from  each  other. 

Mr.  Burke  gave  me  much  credit  for  this  successful 
negotiation  ;  and  pleasantly  said,  "  that  there  was  nothing 
equal  to  it  in  the  whole  history  of  the  corps  diplomatique:' 

I  attended  Dr.  Johnson  home,  and  had  the  satisfaction 
to  hear  him  tell  Mrs.  Williams  how  much  he  had  been 
pleased  with  Mr.  Wilkes's  company,  and  what  an  agree- 
able day  he  had  passed. 


fni|HRp 


XXIV.    THE    POLICY    OF    THE   EMPIRE   IN    THE    FIRST 

CENTURY. 


EnwARD  Gibbon.— 1737-1794. 
From  The  Decl.  ie  and  Fai.l  of  the  Roman  Empire. 

In  the  second  century  of  the  Christian  era,  the  empire 
of  Rome  comprehended  the  fairest  part  of  the  earth,  and 
the  most  civilized  portion  of  mankind.  The  frontiers  of 
that  extensive  monarchy  were  guarded  by  ancient  re- 
nown and  disciplined  valor.  The  gentle  but  powerful 
influence  of  laws  and  manners  had  gradually  cemented 
the  union  of  the  provinces.     Their  peaceful  inhabitants 
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enjoyed  and  abused  the  advantages  of  wealth  and  luxury 
The  .mage  of  a  free  constitut.cn  was  preserved  with 
ecent  reverence  :  the  Roman  senate  appeared  to  possess 
the  ,,overe,gn  authority,  and  devolved  on  the  emperors 
all  the  executive  powers  of  government.  During  a 
happy  penod  of  more  than  fourscore  years,  the  public 
adm,n,strat,on  was  conducted  by  the  virtue  and  abilities 
0.  Nerva,  Trajan,  Hadrian,  and  the  two  Antonines 

The  pnncipal  conquests  of  the  Romans  were  achieved 
under  the  repubhc  ;  and  the  emperors,  for  the  most  part 
were  satisfied  w.th  preserving   those  dominions  which 
had   been   acquired   by   the   policy  of  the  senate,   the  ' 
acfve  emu  at,on   of  the   consuls,  and   the  martia    en! 
usiasm  of  the  people.     The  seven  first  centuries  we  e 
filled  with  a  rapid  succession  of  triumphs  ;   but  it  was 
jerved  for  Augustus  to  relinquish  the  ambitious  desTgn 
0   subduing  the  whole  earth,  and  to  introduce  a  spif^ 
of  moderation    into  the   public   councils.      Inclined  to 
peace  by  his  temper  and  situation,  it  was  easy  for  him 
0  cl,scover  that  Rome,  in  her  present  exalted  Tituatio^ 
ad  much  less  to  hope  than  co  fear  from  the  chance  o^ 
-ms  ;  and  that,  in  the  prosecution  of  remote  wa"s   the 
undertaking  became  every  day  more  difficult,  the  e'vfnt 

ris.  ^  T^-p™;  oT  A '''-'- ^ 

«eiphf  tn  th  I  '^''P^'^"'^^  of  Augustus  added 
nf,  1,  ^  1  """■^  reflections,  and  effectually  con- 
no  d  h  that,  by  the  prudent  vigor  of  his  counsels,  it 

vou  d   be  easy  to  secure   eveiy  concession  which   the 

It'foli  ,\i '^"J V'  ^""-^  ■"'^'''  -""'-  f--    he     - 
most  formidable   barbarians.     Insteau   of  exposin-.   his 

erson  and  his  legions  to  the  arrows  of  the  Pa'rthi":s  t 

tall'    ^'"  ''"""'■"'^'^  "-'^'y'the  restitution  "of 'the 

SJcrlssu"'^'^  ^^'"'^  ''''  "-"  '^^-  -  *^ 
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His  generals,  in  the  early  part  of  his  reign,  attempted 
the   reduction    of  ^Ethiopia   and    Arabia    Felix.     They 
marched    near   a   thousand    miles   to   the  south   of  the 
"ropic  ;  but  the  heat  of  the  climate  soon  repelled  the  in- 
vaders, and   protected    the   unvvarlike   natives   of  those 
sequestered  regions.     The  northern  countries  of  Europe 
scarcely  deserved  the  expense   and  labor   of  conquest. 
The  forests  and  morasses  of  Germany  were  filled   -nth  a 
hardy  race  of  barbarians,  who  despised  life  when       was 
separated  from  freedom  ;  and  though,  on  the  first  .  :tack, 
.  they  seemed  to  yield  to  the  weight  of  the  Roman  po\ver| 
they   soon,  by  a  signal  act  of  despair,  regained  their 
independence,  ^nd  reminded  Augustus  of  the  vicissitude 
of  fortune.     On  the  death  of  that  emperor,  his  testament 
was  publicly  read  in   the  senate.     He  bequeathed,  as  a 
valuable  legacy  to  his  successors,  the  advice  of  confining 
the  empire  within  those  liinits  which  nature  seemed  to 
have  placed  as  its  permanent  bulwarks  and  boundaries : 
on  the  west  the  Atlantic  Ocean  ;  the  Rhine  and  Danube 
on  the  north  ;  the  Eu]/hrates  on  the  east  ;  and  towards 
the  south,  the  sandy  deserts  of  Arabia  and  Africa. 

Happily  for  the  repose  of  mankind,  the  moderate  sys- 
tem recommended  by  the  wisdom  of  Augustus  was 
adopted  by  the  fears  and  vices  of  his  immedialse  succes- 
sors. Engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  pleasure,  or  in  the 
exercise  of  tyranny,  the  first  Caesars  seldom  showed  them- 
selves to  the  armies  or  to  the  provinces  ;  nor  were  they 
disposed  to  suffer  that  those  triumphs  which  their  indo- 
lence neglected  should  be  usurped  by  the  conduct  and 
valor  of  their  lieutenants.  The  military  fame  of  a  sub- 
ject was  considered  as  an  insolent  invasion  of  the  imperial 
prerogative  ;  and  it  became  the  duty,  as  well  as  interest 
of  every  Roman  general  to  guard  the  frontiers  intrusted 
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.^  his  care,  withouf  pyt^Jn'r,,    4. 

Have  proved  no  >e"s  ^/To  LTeTttn  t  th  '"^^'' 
quishcd  barbarians.  ^"  ^^  ^^^  ^^"- 

The  only  accession  which  the  Rnmo»,  «       • 
au,n,  the  fi.t  centum  of  t  cirireT  ^  Ihe 

cessors  of  Ca;.sar  and  Augustus  we  ■  nersuaded  tn  f  ii 
the  example  of  the  former,  rather  than   fhf  ^*, 

the  latter.     The  proximih/^fT  ^  P'^'-'^P'  °f 

,P°'''™'3'°f'ts  situation  to  the  caxt 
of  oaul   seemed    to   invite   theV  arms  •    th!      i 

though  doubtful,  intelligence  of  =,  „      ,  «  u        P'"^"""^' 
their  avarice  •  and  asRw?  Pearl-fisherK  attracted 

a  distinct  and  i    .S  ~^--^  '"  "^e  light  of 
formed  any  exceotion  7.  T        "'^<^°"<l"'^■''t   scarcely 

nenta,   ^.L^TTC TlTTl:^:^-  f  '''""■ 
undertaken  by  the  most  .fnr.  ^""'^^^  y^^^^' 

vwumii  yoKe.      ihe  various  trihf^c  ^^f  tj  v 
sessed  valor  without  conduct   and  th!>  1  .?'  P"'" 

without  the  spirit  of  union    '  The    'tool    '        '"''°"' 
savage  fierceness  ■  tl,  j   .      ^    """^  "P  ^'""^  *'* 

ge  nerceness  ,  they  kid  them  down    or  tiirn^^  n. 
against  each  other    u,ii-i,   ,  -rj    •  turned  them 

ftey  fought    s  n'  ;    lu  '"~"«'ancy  ;  and  while 

NeUher  tfe  fortiS;  IfT  "^    -^--^'-'x   -Mued. 
Boadicea   no     h?f     °    .C^'-«^t«cus,  nor  the  <iespur  of 

the  laveVof  the       "''^''"'  "'  "'  '''■"''''  '^""''^  «^<=^' 
of  the  '°"""'>''  '"■  ■■^^'=*'  the  steady  progress 

the  -fTi  *:s*7r^  '"^e  weakest  or 

-..an,  confined  Thf plee^LJlhrrr  S 

io     Cfc'olrd  ?'?h'  T'"  *•=  '=°"'"='"''  °f""^^  vir- 
Agncola,  defeated  the  collected  force  of  the  Cale- 
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donians  at  the  foot  of  the  Grampian  hills  ;  and  his  fleets, 
venturing  to  explore  an  unknown  anH  dangerous  naviga- 
tion, displayed  the  Roman  arms  round  every  part  of  the 
island.  The  conquest  of  Britain  was  considered  as  al- 
ready achieved  ;  and  it  was  the  design  of  Agricola  to 
complete  and  insure  his  success  by  the  easy  reduction  of 
Ireland,  for  which,  in  his  opinion,  one  legion  and  a  feu- 
auxiliaries  were  sufficient.  The  western  isle  might  be 
improved  into  a  valuable  possession,  and  the  Britons 
would  wear  their  chains  with  the  less  reluctance,  if  the 
prospect  and  example  of  freedom  was  on  every  side  re- 
moved from  before  their  eyes. 

But  the  superior  merit  of  Agricola  soon  occasioned  his 
removal  from  the  government  of  Britain  ;  and  forever 
disappointed  this  rational,  though  extensive,  scheme  of 
conquest.     Before  his  departure  the  prudent  general  had 
provided  for  security  as  well  as  for  dominion.     He  had 
observed  that  the  island  is  almost  divided  into  two  unequal 
parts  by  the  opposite  gulfs,  or,  as  they  are  now  called,  the 
Friths  of  Scotland.     Across  the  narrow  interval  of  about 
forty  miles  he  had  drawn   a  line  of  military  stations, 
which  was  afterwards  fortified,  in  the  reign  of  Antoninus 
Pius,  by  a  turf  rampart,  erected  on  foundations  of  stone 
This  wall  of  Antoninus,  at  a  small  distance  beyond  the 
modern  cities  of  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow,  was  fixed  as 
the    limit   of  the    Roman   province.     The   native  Cale- 
donians  preserved,   in    the   northern   extremity   of  the 
island,  their  wild  independence,  for  which  they  were  not 
less  indebted  to  their  poverty  than  to  their  vc.lor.     Their 
incursions  were   frequently    repelled  and  chastised,  but 
their  country  was  never  subdued.     The  masters  of  the 
fairest  and  most  wealthy  climates  of  the  globe  lurned 
v/ith  contempt  ♦";  om  gloomy  hills  assailed  by  the  winter 
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tempest,  from  lakes  concealed  in  a  blue  mist,  and  from 
cold  and  lonely  heaths,  over  which  the  deer  of  the  forest 
were  chased  by  a  troop  of  naked  barbarians 

Such  was  the  state  of  th ,  Roman  frontiers,  and  such 
the  maxims  of  imperial  policy,  from  the  death  of  Augus- 
tus to  the  accession  of  Trajan.  ^ 


r        ' 


XXV.    ON  THE  ATTACKS  UPON  HIS  PENSION.^ 

Edmund  Burke.— 1729-1797. 

In  one  thing  I  can  excuse  the  Duke  of  Bedford  for  his 
attack  upon  me  and  my  mortuary  pension  :     He  cannot 
read.ly  comprehend  the  transaction  he  condemns.    What 
1  have  obtained  was  the  fruit  of  no  bargain,  the  production 
0   no  mtngue,  the  result  of  no  compromise,  the  effect 
of  no  sohcitation.     The  first  suggestion  of  it  never  came 
from  me,  mediately  or  immediately,  to  his  Majesty  or 
^'■ly  of  h,s  ministers.     It  was  long  known  that  tne  in- 
^^tant  my  engagements  would  permit  it,  and  before  the 
heaviest  of  all  calamities  had  forever  condemned  me  to 
obscunty  and  .sorrow,  I  had  resolved  on  a  total  retreat 
had  executed  that  design.     I  wa.s  entirely  out  of  the 

al"    r"  K^  °''.°^  ''"'""^  ""y   ''''"=»'"«"   o^  any 
carTe'd  inr  ^     "!!""''*■'  "°  generously  and  so  nobly 
car  cd  ,nto  effect  the  spontaneous  bo.mty  of  the  crown 
IJoth  descriptions  have  acted  as  became  them.     When  1 
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could  no  longer  serve  them,  the  ministers  have  considered 
my  situation.  When  I  could  no  longer  hurt  them,  the 
revolutionists  have  trampled  on  my  infirmity.  My 
gratitude,  I  trust,  is  equal  to  the  manner  in  which  the 
benefit  was  conferred.  It  came  to  me,  indeed,  at  a  time 
of  life,  and  in  a  state  of  mind  and  body,  in  ■^vhich  no 
circumstance  of  fortune  could  afford  me  any  rtal  plea- 
sure. But  this  was  no  fault  in  the  royal  donor,  or  in  his 
ministers,  who  were  pleased,  in  acknowledging  the  merits 
of  an  invalid  servant  of  the  public,  to  assuage  the  sor- 
rows of  a  desolate  old  man.     ... 

I  was  not  like  his  Grace  of  Bedford,  swaddled,  and 
rocked,  and  dartdled  into  a  legislator;  ^'Nitor  in  adversiim" 
is  the  motto  for  a  man  like  me.  I  possessed  not  one  of 
the  qualities,  nor  cultivated  one  of  the  arts,  that  recom- 
mend men  to  the  favor  and  protection  of  the  great.  I 
was  not  made  for  a  minion  or  a  tool.  As  little  did  I 
follow  the  trade  of  winning  the  hearts  by  imposing  on 
the  understandings  of  the  people.  At  every  .step  of  my 
progress  in  life — for  in  every  step  was  I  traversed  and 
opposed — and  at  every  turnpike  I  met,  I  was  obliged  to 
shew  my  passport,  and  again  and  again  to  prove  my  sole 
title  to  the  honor  of  being  useful  to  my  country,  by  a 
proof  that  I  was  not  wholly  unacquainted  with  its  laws, 
»  and  the  whole  system  of  its  interests  both  abroad  and  at 
home.  Otherwise,  no  rank,  no  toleration  even,  for  me. 
I  had  no  arts  but  manly  arts.  On  them  I  have  stood, 
and,  please  God,  in  spite  of  the  Duke  of  Bedford  and  the 
Earl  of  Lauderdale,  to  the  last  gasp  will  I  stand.  .  .  . 

The  Duke  of  Bedford  conceives  that  he  is  obliged  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  House  of  Peers  to  his  Majesty's 
grant  to  me,  which  he  considers  as  excessive  and  out  of 
all  bounds. 
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>ul  ^T^^u'  '^°*  ''  ^^  ^^PP^r.^,  but  it  really  seems 
that,  whUst  h,s  Grace  was  meditating  his  well-consS 
censure  upon  me,  he  fell  into  a  sort  of  sleeo     H.r 
nods,  and  the  Duke  of  Bedford  may  dr  am-   and  II 
dreams-even   his   golden   dreams-afe  ajt   t^  b"    ill 
P.eced  and  mcongruously  put  together,  hfs  Gract  p  '" 

IT^r  Sm  r '  ^^'™"'  "  ""'  ""'  '°°^  *^  -^j'    - 

r  r.  7^ .  [°*"  ^""'-^ '°  ^'" "»'« /«'«^d'.  This 

"    '^"  ■'^'"'^  °f  *hich  his  dreams  are  made"     In    ha 

the  nght.     The  grants  to  the  house  of  Russell  were    o 
enormous,  as  not  only  to  outrage  economy,  but  2Z    o 
agger  credibility.     The  Duke  of  Bedford  is  theTevil 
than  among  all  the  creatures  of  the  crown.     He  tumbles 
about  his  unwieldv  hnlt  •  i,„     1  ,   -         t"mt)]es 

ocean  of       "^'^'y/"""^  >  he  plays  and  frolics  in  the 

'he  lieffl '  .  ™^  '"'""'>'•  ""Se  as  he  is,  and  whilst 
rih!  V  «  u"^  ""^"^  ^  '°^'"  ^^  '^  ««"  «  creature  H  s 
nbs,  h,s  fins,  h,s  whalebone,  his  blubber,  the  very  spiracles 
through  which  he  spouts  a  torrent  of  brine  a^afnstt 
ong.n,  and  covers  me  all  over  with  the  spra^  ^ 
hmg  of  him  and  about  him  is  from  the  throne  Isit  fo, 
'«»  0  question  the  dispensation  of  the  royaUavo 

betu.  en  the""  V  '°"-  *°   '""  ^"^^  -•'  "^  P-^'>el 
tueen  the  public  merits   of  his  Grace,  by  which  he 

r;  :V      ^T^  '^  ''°''^''  ^"-^  "^-^  sei^ic's  o    m,-ne 

haJhisT''         -"''taction  of  which  I  have  obtaTed 

vhat  h,s  Grace  so  much  disapproves.     In  private  life  I 

ti"  to  Vr "'  '''^"''"'^"''  "^^  '^:  nil 

to  do  ■        I,      u^      '°  P'^'"'"'^'  ^""^  ''  costs  me  nothing 

»e  o  :,    vtl'  '^""'T'y  ^^---  *e  esteem  11 
^'L  ot  all  who  live  with  him      Ryf  i^  to  ^,.>~'-- 

;%.  truly,  it  would  not  be'mo.  ridi  ICL™' 
compare  myself,  in  rank,  in  fortune,  in  splendid  deTcent 
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in  youth,  strength,  or  figure,  with  the  Duke  of  Bedford, 
than   to  make  a  parallel  between  his  services  and  my 
attempts  to  be  useful  to  my  country.     It  would  not  be 
gross  adulation,  but  uncivil  irony,  to  say  that  he  has  any 
public  merit  of  his  own  to  keep  alive  the  idea  of  the 
services  by  which  his  vast  landed  pensions  were  obtained 
My  merits,  whatever  they  are,  are  original  and  personal : 
his  are  derivative.     It  is  his  ancestor,  the  original  pen- 
sioner, that  has  laid  up  this  inexhaustible  fund  of  merit, 
which  makes  his  Grace  so  very  delicate  and  exceptious 
about   the   merit   of  all   other   grantees   of  the   crown. 
Had  he  permitted  me  to  remain  in  quiet,  I  should  have 
said  :  "  'Tis  his  estate  ;  that's  enough.     It  is  his  by  law; 
what  have  I  to  do  with  it  or  its  history  ?  "     He  would 
naturally  have  said  on  his  side  :  "  'Tis  this  man's  .^Drtune. 
He  is  as  good  aow  as  my  ancestor  was  two  hundred 
and  fifty  years  ago.     I  am  a  young  man  with  very  old 
pensions  :  he  is  an  old  man  with  very  young  pensions— 
that's  all." 

Why  will  his  Grace,  by  attacking  me,  force  me  reluc- 
tantly to  compare  my  little  merit  with  that  which 
obtained  from  the  crown  those  prodigies  of  profuse 
donation  by  which  he  tramples  on  the  mediocrity  of 
humble  and  laborious  individuals  ?  .  .  .  .  Since  the 
new  grantees  have  war  made  on  them  by  the  old,  and 
that  the  word  of  the  sovereign  is  not  to  be  taken,  let  us 
turn  our  eyes  to  history,  in  which  great  men  have  always 
a  pleasure  in  contemplating  the  heroic  origin  of  their 
house. 

The  first  peer  of  the  name,  the  first  purchaser  of  the 
grants,  was  a  Mr.  Russell,  a  person  of  an  ancient  gentle- 
man's family,  raised  by  being  a  minion  of  Henry  the 
Eighth.      As   there   generally  is   some   resemblance  of 
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character  to  create  these  relations,  the  favorite  was 'in  all 
likelihood  much  such  another  as  his  master.    The  first  of 
those  immoderate  grants  was  not  taken  from  the  ancient 
demesne  of  the  crown,  but  from  the  recent  confiscation 
of  the  ancent  nobility  of  the  land.     The  lion,  having 
sucked  the  blood  of  his  prey,  threw  the  olfal  carcass  to 
the  jackal  m  waiting.     Having  tasted  once  the  food  of 
confiscation,  the  favorites  became  fierce  and  ravenous 
This  worthy  favorite's  first  grant  was  from  the  lay  no- 
bility.    The  second,  infinitely  improving  on  the  enormity 
of  the  first,  was  from  the  plunder  of  the  church      In 
truth,  hi.s  Grace  is  somewhat  excusable  for  his  dislike  to 
a  grant  like  mine,  not  only  in  its  quantity,  but  in  its 
Kind,  so  different  from  his  own. 

Mine  was  from  a  mild  and  benevolent  sovereign  ■  his 
from  Henry  the  Eighth.  Mine  had  not  its  fund  in  the' 
murder  of  any  innocent  person  of  illustrious  rank,  or  in 
the  pillage  of  any  body  of  unoffending  men  :  his  grants 
»ere  from  the  aggregate  and  consolidated  funds  of  judg- 
ments iniquitously  legal,  and  from  possessions  volun- 

;:i:Sd:or.'^''^^'^*^"'^^°p^'^--''^'^'e 

The  merit  of  the  grantee  whom  he  derives  from,  was 

hat  of  being   a   prompt   and   greedy  instrument   of  a 

level  ing  tyrant,  who  oppressed  all  descriptions  of  his 

people,  but  who  fell  with  particular  fury  on  everything 

hat  was  great  and  noble.     Mine  has  been  in  endeavoring 

screen  every  man,  in  every  class,  from  oppression  and 

Sti"  T^'t^  '''  ''''-"'  emlnt Tho  M 
he  bad  times  of  confiscatmg  princes,  confiscating  chief- 

Rovernons,  or  confiscating- dema<.o<T,,es    are  th^  nT-- 
nncri  *„  -1  "        -"o'&'itb,  arc  tne  muse  ex- 

po.sed  to  jealousy,  avarice,  and  envy 

The  merit  of  the  original  grantee  of  his  Grace's  pen- 
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sions  was  m  giving  his  hand  to  the  work,  and  partaking 
the  spoil  with  a  prince  who  plundered  a  part  of  the 
national  church  of  his  time  and  country.  Mine  was  in 
defending  the  whole  of  the  national  church  of  my  own 
time  and  my  own  country,  and  the  whole  of  the  national 
churches  of  all  countries,  from  the  principles  and  the 
examples  which  lead  to  ecclesiastical  pillage,  thence  to 
a  contempt  of  all  prescriptive  titles,  thence  to  the  pillage 
of  all  property,  and  thence  to  universal  desolation 

The  merit  of  the  origin  of  his  Grace's  fortune  was  in 
bcmg  a  favorite  and  chief  adviser  to  a  prince  who  left  no 
liberty  to  his  native  country.     My  endeavor  was  to  obtain 
liberty  for  the  municipal  country  in  which  I  was  born, 
and  for  all  descriptions  and  denominations  in  it      Mine 
was  to  support,  with  unrelaxing  vigilance,  every  right 
every  privilege,  every  franchise,  in  this  my  adopted,  my 
dearer,  and  more  comprehensive  country  ;  and  not  only 
to  preserve  those  rights  in  this  chief  seat  of  empire,  but 
m  every  nation,  in  every  land,  in  every  climate,  language 
and  religion,  in  the  vast  domain  that  still  is  under  the 
protection,  and  the  larger  that  was  once  under  the  pro- 
tection, of  the  British  crown. 

His  founder's  merits  were,  by  arts  in  which  he  served 
his  master  and  made  his  fortune,  to  bring  poverty, 
wretchedness,  and  depopulation  on  his  country.  Mine 
were  under  a  benevolent  prince,  in  promoting  the  com- 
merce, manufactures,  and  agriculture  of  his  kingdom. 

His  founder's  merit  was  the  merit  of  a  gentleman 
raised  by  the  arts  of  a  court  and  the  protection  of  a 
Wolsey  to  the  eminence  of  a  great  and  potent  lord. 
His  merit  in  that  eminence  was,  by  instigating  a  tyrant 
to  injustice,  to  provoke  a  people  to  rebellion.  My  merit 
was,  to  awaken  the  sober  part  of  the  country,  that  they 
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might  put  themselves  on  their  guard  against  any  one 
potent  lord,  or  any  greater  number  of  potent  lords   or 
any  comb.nation  of  great  leading  men'of  any  son    i 
ver  they  should  attempt  to  proceed  in  the  same  course 
but  ,n  the  reverse  order.-that  is,  by  instigating  a  cor.' 
rupted  populace  to  rebellion,  and,  through  that  rebellion 
■n  roducmg  a  tyranny  yet  worse  than  the  tyranny  wWch 
h,s  Graces  ancestor  supported,  and  of  which  he  profited 
,n  the^manner  we  behold  in  the  despotism  of  HeL;  the 

The  political  m-^rit  of  the  first  pensioner  of  his  Grace's 

t:"dv[s    '  °''  f^"l  '"""''"''  ^'  ^  — or  o 
tate  in  advismg,  and  ,n  his  person  executing,  the  condi- 

■ons  of  a  dishonorable  peace  with  France -the  suln 

enng  o.  the  fortress  of  Boulogne,  then  ou^  o  tard  "n" 

the  Continent^    By  that  surrender,  Calais,  the  key  of 

France,  and  the  bridle  in  the  mouth  of  tha    power   was 

ot  many  years  afterwards  finally  lost.     My  merii  has 

been  m  resisting  the  power  and  pride  of  France  "nSe 

any  form   of  its   rule  ;    but   in   opposing   it  with   tl 

greatest  zeal  and  earnestness.  whenXt  rule  append t 

the  worst   form   it  could   assume,-the   worst  Tndeed 

which  the  prime  cause  and  principle  of  alfe;i    could 

possibly  g,ve  it.     It  was  my  endeavor  by  eveVmeans   o 

Trol  :f  "•'"  '''  "°"^^'  -'-^  '  ''^  thelTo-oVa 
mo  ;  cLr-"^  ""Z""  ""'■'y  ^^Sor  and  decision  the 
na«on  ''  '"''/"^  "'^^""^^^  *^^  *at  this  or  any 
h     1  rrT^  ""' '"  ""''''  '°  =---  "-y  country  from 

prese  ved  P"""P''=^'-'°  P'^-^'-ve,  while  they  can 
inte^rifv  „;„'»"""'  J  ^"-•""^'-■•l,  tne  ancient,  inbred 
peonle  nf  R  '^'  f'^'"^'^'^'.  and  good-humor  of  the 
people  of  England,  from  the  dreadful  pestilence  which' 
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beginning  in  France,  threatens  to  lay  waste  the  whole 
moral  and  in  a  great  degree  the  whole  physical  world, 
having  done  both  in  the  focus  of  its  most  intense  malig- 
nity. 

The  labors  of  his  Grace's  founder  merited  the  "  curses, 
not  loud,  but  deep,"   of  the  Commons  of  England,  on 
whom  he  and  his  master  had  effected  a  complete  Par- 
liamentary Reform,  by  making  them,  in  their  slavery 
and  humiliation,  the  true  and  adequate  representatives 
of  a  debased,  degraded,  and  undone  people.     My  merits 
were  in  having  had  an  active,  though  not  always  an 
ostentatious  share,  in  every  one  act,  without  exception, 
of  undisputed  ponstitutional  utility  in  my  time,  and  in 
having  supported,  on   all  occasions,  the  authority,  the 
efficiency,  and  the  privileges  of  the  Commons  of  Great 
Britain.     I  ended  my  services  by  a  recorded  and  fully 
reasoned  assertion  on  their  own  journals  of  their  consti- 
tutional rights,  and  a  vindication  of  their  constitutional 
conduct.     I  labored  in  all  things  to  merit  their  inward 
approbation,  and  (along  with  the  assistants  of  the  largest, 
the  greatest,  and  best  of  my  endeavors)  I  received  their 
free,  unbiased,  public,  and  solemn  thanks. 

Thus  stands  the  account  of  the  comparative  merits  of 
the  crown  grants  which  compose  the  Duke  of  Bedford's 
fortune,  as  balanced  against  mine. 


England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee  still. 
My  country  I  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  left 
Where  English  minds  and  manners  may  be  found, 
Shall  be  constrained  to  love  thee.     Though  thy  clime 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year,  most  part,  deform' d 
With  dripping  rains,  or  wither  d  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thv  sullen  skies 
And  fields  ivithout  aflo7ver,for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines, 

COWPER.  — r//^  Timepiece. 
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XXVI.    TWO  EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  SCENES. 

William  Cowper.— i^ji.iSoo. 
'■'•'""  '"""■'  "  ""  Km.  John  N^i,„. 

Nov.  t/th,  1783. 
.  .  .  SINCE  our  conflagration  here,  we  have  sent  two 
women  and  a  boy  to  the  justice,  for  depredation  ■  S   R 
for  .stealing  a  piece  of  beef,  which,  in  her  excu.se,  she  said 
*e  intended  to  take  care  of     This  lady,  whom  you  weU 
emember,  escaped  for  want  of  evidence ;  not  tha.  evidence 
Has  wanting,  but  our  men  of  Gotham  judged  it  unneces 
sary  to  send  ,t.     With  her  went  the  womfn  I  mentioned 
before,  who,  it  seems,  has  made  some  sort  of  profession  but 
upon  this  occasion  allowed  herself  a  latitude  of  conduc 
mther  inconsistent  with  it,  having  filled  her  apron  vWth 
wcaring-apparel,  which  she  likewise  intended  to  takeJIre 
of    She   would   have   gone   to    the   county  gaol    had 
William  Raban,  the  baker's  son,  who  prosecuted  insisted 
upon  It;  but  he,  good-naturedly,  though  I  think  weTkll 
■nterposed  in  her  favor,  and  begged  he'  off.     tL  you^g 
.gentleman  who  accompanied  these  fair  ones  is  the  iunTof 
-n  of  Molly  Boswell.     He  had  stolen  some  iron  wo  k 
e  property  of  Griggs   the  butcher.     Being  convrcted 
e  was  ordered  to  be  whipped,  which  operation  he  undeJ' 
»ent  at  the  carfs  tail,  from  the  stone-house  to  the  hi/h 
re  ,  and  back  again.     He  seemed  to  show  great  fS 

lie   tr"  f  ^"rP-'-'i-  "Pon  the  pu'blic      The 

"eadlc,  who  performed  it,  had  filled  his  left  hand  with 

elow  ochre,  through  which,  after  everv  st  1  he  ^  ^J 

tnelasn  ot  his  whin  1^0,,;^^  .u_  ,^       '         ^- ^-e  arew 

appearance  of  a  wound 


\i 


"Pon  the  skm,  but  in  reality  not  hurting  him 


at  all. 
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This  being  perceived  by  Mr.  Constable  H.,  who  followed 
the  beadle,  he  applied  his  cane,  without  any  such  man- 
agement   or   precaution,   to   the  shoulders   of  the  too 
merciful  executioner.     The  scene  immediately  became 
more  interesting.     The  beadle  could   by  no  means  be 
prevailed  upon  to  strike  hard,  which  provoked  the  con- 
stable to  strike  harder  ;  and  this   double  flogging  con- 
tinued,  till   a   lass   of    Silver-End,    pitying   the   pitiful 
beadle  thus  suffering  under  the  hands  of  the  pitiless 
constable,    joined   the  procession,   and   placing   herself 
immediately  behind  the  latter,  seized  him  by  his  capil- 
lary  club,   and   pulling   him   backwards   by  the   same, 
slapped  his  faqe  with  a  most  Amazon  fury.     This  con- 
catenation of  events  has  taken   up  moie  of  my  paper 
than   I  intended  it  should,  but  I  could  not  forbear  to 
inform  you  how  the  beadle  thrashed  the  thief,  the  con- 
stable the  beadle,  and  the  lady  the  constable,  and  how  the 
thief  was  the  only  person  concerned  who  suffered  nothincr 

March  29th,  1784. 
It  being  his  Majesty's  pleasure,  that  I  should  yet  have 
another  opportunity  to  write  before  he  dissolves  the 
Parliament,  I  avail  myself  of  it  with  all  possible  alacrity. 
I  thank  you  for  your  last,  which  was  not  the  less  welcome 
for  coming,  like  an  extraordinary  gazette,  at  a  time  when 
it  was  not  expected. 

As  when  the  sea  is  uncommonly  agitated,  the  water 
finds  its  way  into  creeks  and  holes  of  rocks,  which  in  its 
calmer  state  it  never  reaches,  in  like  manner  the  effect  of 
these  turbulent  times  is  felt  even  at  Orchard  Side,  where 
in  general  we  live  as  undisturbed  by  the  political  eie- 

ment   as   shri'mn«j  oix-   «-r>^Hoo  fVi-3<-  Uo —  1 > •  1      i    II 

'   ~" r--  "•    •  •"-.■Li^j  LxidL  ndvc  Dcco  ucciueniaiiy 

deposited  in  some  hollow  beyond  the  water-mark,  by  the 
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usual  dashing  of  the   waves.     We  were  sitting  yester- 
day after  dinner,  the  two  ladies  and  myself,  very  com- 
posedly, and  without  the  least  apprehension  of  any  such 
intrusion  ,n  our  snug  parlor,  one  lady  knitting,  the  other 
nettmg  and  the  gentleman  winding  worsted,  when  to  our 
unspeakable  surprise  a  mob  appeared  before  the  window  • 
a  smart  rap  was  heard  at  the  door,  the  boys  bellowed,' 
and  the  ma,d  announced  Mr.  Grenville.     Puss  was  un- 
fortunately let  out  of  her  box,  so  that  the  candidate 
-th  all  h,s  good  friends  at  his  heels,  was  refused  admit 
tance  at  the  grand  entry,  and  referred  to  the  back  door 
as  the  only  possible  way  of  approach. 

Candidates  are  creatures  not  very  susceptible  of  af- 
fronts, and   would   rather,   I   suppose,  climb  in  at   the 

yard,  the  kitchen,  and  the  parlor  were  filled.     Mr  Gren- 
ville, advancing  toward  me,  shook  me  by  the  hand  with 
a  degree  of  cordiality  that  was  extremely  .seducing     As 
soon  as  he,  and  as  many  more  as  could  find  chairs,  were 
seated,  he  began  to  open  the  intent  of  his  visit.     I  told 
him  I  had  no  vote,  for  which  he  readily  gave  me  credit 
1  assured  him   I   had  no  influence,  which  he  was  not 
equally  mchned  to  believe,  and  the  less,  no  doubt   be- 
cause Mr.  Ashburner,  the  draper,  addressing  himself  to 
me  at  this  moment,  informed  me  that  I  had  a  great  deal 
i>upposing  that  I  could  not  be  possessed  of  such  a  trea' 
sure  without  knowing  it,  I  ventured  to  affirm  my  first 
assertion,  by  saying,  that  if  I  had  any  I  was  utterly  at  a 
loss  to  imagine  where  it  could  be,  or  wherein  it  consisted 
Ihus  ended  the  conference.     Mr.  Grenville  squeezed  me 
6y  the  hand  again,  kissed  the  ladies,  and  w;t1,Hr»,.,      u- 

uTofi''"'"'!!',*"  """"*   '"   "^^  '^''^''^"'  '^"d  ^eem'ed 
"Pon   the   whole   a  most   loving,   kissing,   kind-hearted 
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gentleman.     He  is  very  young,  genteel,  and  handsome. 
He  has  a  pair  of  very  good  eyes  in  his  head,  which  not 
being  sufficient,  as  it  should  seem,  for  the  many  nice  and 
difficult  purposes  of  a  senator,  he  has  a  third  also  which 
he  suspended  from  his  buttonhole.     The  boys  halloo'd, 
the  dogs  barked,  puss  scampered,  the  hero,  with  his  long 
train  of  obsequious  followers,  withdrew.     We  made  our- 
selves very  merry  with  the  adventure;  and  in  a  short 
time  settled  into  our  former  tranquillity,  never  probably 
to  be  thus  interrupted  more.     I  thought  myself,  however, 
happy  in  being  able  to  affirm  truly  that  I  had  not  that 
influence   for  which  he  supd  ;  and  which,  had   I   been 
possessed  of  i^,  with  my  present  views  of  the  dispute 
between  the  Crown  and  ihe  Commons,  I  must  have  re- 
fused him,  for  he  is  on  the  side  of  the  former.     It  is 
comfortable  to  be  of  no  consequence  in  a  world  v  lere 
one  cannot  exercise  any  without  disobliging  somebody 
The  town,  however,  seems  to  be  much  at  his  service,  and 
if  he  be  equally  successful  throughout  the  country,  he 
will  undoubtedly  gain  his  election.     Mr.  Ashburner,  per- 
haps, was  a  little  mortified,  because  it  was  evident  1 
owed  the  honor  of  this  visit  to  his  misrepresentation  of 
my  importance.     But  had  he  thought  proper  to  assure 
Mr.  Grenville  that  I  had  three  heads,  I  should  not,  I  sup- 
pose, have  been  bound  to  produce  them.  . 


Wi 


Noiv  stir  the  fire,  and  close  the  shutters  fast, 
Let  fall  the  curtams,  wheel  the  sofa  round, 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  hissing  urn 
Throws  up  a  ste„..iy  column,  and  the  cups 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate  wait  on  each, 
—  ._-  „j  .^  r.^,i.rrir^  j?^ict.cjiti  evening  111. 

COWPER.— r.it-  Winter  Evening. 
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XXVii.    FROM  "THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL."* 

Rkhard  Brinsuev  Sheridan._,75,.,8,6. 

SCENE.-^  Room  in  Sir  Peter  Teazle's  House. 

Enter  Sir  Peter  Teazle. 

Sir  Pet.  When  an  old  bachelor  m.     les  a  -ounc  wife 

what  .s  he  to  expect  ?     'Tis  now  six  ...onths  .since  LaJv 

Teazle  ^ade  me  the  happi.st  of  n,en_and  I  have  been 

the  most  miserable  dog  ever   since.     We  tiiTed  a  IMe 

s:;irV"'^^"'^''r^-''^'^''^-'-'^^^^^^^^ 

ali  H   r       1     .        """'^  "'''"  """^  nearly  choked  with 
g  lldunng  the  honeymoon,  and  ^ad  lost  all  comfort  n 

.fe  before  my  friends  had  done  wishing  me  joy  V>t  ' 
chose  w.th  caution-a  girl  bred  wholfy  .:„  the  countL 
whn   never   knew   luxury   beyond   one   silk   gownll' 

.s,pat,on  above  the  annual  gala  of  a  race  ball    '  v! 
s  e  now  plays  her  part  in  all  the  extravagant  fopperies 

lertd"  :^t  fb  r  ^'*  ■''  -"' » ^--  ^^^^ 

Square  r,  *  "^  '  ^''^^^-P'"'  °"'  '"  -™svenor 

paratraL  V""  T'"'^  ^'  ''^'  ^"  ""^  «<^q".'intance,  .  ,-i 
paragraphed   m   the   newspapers.      She   dissi-  ;.f.J 

fortune,  and  contradicts  all  my  humors    y' thtU^t 

."  '■^„'  '^""bt  1  love  her,  c  I  should  never  belr  I 
B  :  ,  "°7-.^>  "'  "ever  be  weak  enough  L  ow„ 
and  tlTT,  "'*  "°*'"S  but  crosses  and  vexations- 

nd  the  fault  ,s  entirely  hers.     I  am,  myself,  the  sweete-t 

Xr  aT  f  7'  ^"-^  "^^'^  ^  ^--^  temper  rad  30 
^^;;ll_her^ hundred  fmes  a  day-Ay!  and  what  is  very 

for  the  sake  of  brpyitv  a  ,,0-*  ^r  .u.  ..     .  ~  ^        '  ^ 

1««tl,  appears  that  Lady  TeaL'^banZ"  r"'  '""  T"  '''°'""'-     "  ^'"'»- 
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extraordinary,  in  all  our  disputes  she  is  always  in  the 
wrong.  But  Lady  Sneerwell,  and  the  set  she  meets  at 
her  house,  encourage  the  perverseness  of  her  disposition. 
Then,  to  complete  my  vexation,  Maria,  my  ward,  whom 
I  ought  to  have  the  power  of  a  father  over,  is  deter- 
mined to  turn  rebel  too,  and  absolutely  refuses  the  man 
whom  I  have  long  resolved  on  for  her  husband— 

Enter  Lady  Teazle. 

Lady  Teazle,  Lady  Teazle,  I'll  not  bear  it ! 

Lady  Tea;::.  Sir  Peter,  Sir  Peter,  you  ma>  bear  it  or 
not,  as  you  please  ;  but  I  ought  to  have  my  own  way  in 
everything,  and,  what's  more,  1  will  too.  What !  though 
1  was  educated  in  the  country,  I  l-  low  very  well  that 
women  of  fashion  in  London  are  accountable  to  nobody 
after  they  are  married. 

Sir  Pet.  Very  well,  ma'am,  very  well ;  so  a  husband  is 
to  have  no  influence,  no  authority  ? 

Lady  Teaz.  Authority!  No,  to  be  sure.  If  you 
want-  '  authority  over  me,  you  should  have  adopted  me, 
and  not  married  me :  I  am  sure  you  were  old  enough. 

Sir  Pet.  Old  enough  !— ay,  there  it  is.  Well,  well, 
Lady  Teazle,  though  my  life  may  be  made  unhappy  by 
your  temper,  I'll  not  be  ruined  by  your  extravagance  ! 

Lady  Teaz.  My  extravagance  !  I'm  sure  I'm  not  more 
extravagant  than  a  woman  of  fashion  ought  to  be. 

Szr  Pet.  No,  no,  madam,  you  shall  throw  away  no 
more  sums  on  such  unmeaning  luxury.  Such  wasteful- 
ness !  to  spend  as  much  to  furnish  your  dressing-room 
with  flowers  in  winter  as  would  suffice  to  turn  the  Pan- 
theon -..to  a  greenhouse,  and  give  ^  fc^e  champitre-^i 
Christmas. 

Lady  Teaz.   And  am  I  to  blame,  Sir  Peter,  because 
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""*  TOT  SCmOL  FOI,  SCANDAi.  „, 

one,  o.  I  .H.,„    ^  Lt"iJ:.7„r  ^'^^^^^^'^ 

Recollect,  Lady  Teazle  ih       r        "^     "  ™"""'y  •'^q"'^. 

your  tan,'bour,^-n  a  p  etTv  L    Tr^""  ''"'  ^'"'"^  « 
b-nch  of  keys  at  vou      M   '^^"''"^  ''"^"  gown,  with  a 

over  a  roll,  and  your  a  .f'  '"'''I  ^'''  '"""^^  '"^^o* 
'"  -rsted;of  J„roUCn         '  ™""'  "^*  ^™''^ 

«it  i^ne?'  ^^;'  i  --'"'^^  '•'  ^^-^  -"■  -d  ^ 

"»'0-.  superintend  t^e'ptu1C""'^:"°"-'°  '"^P^^'  '•>« 

f^iiy  receipt-book  and  r!^K         '  "^"'"'^'■^  '■^'^  ^^e 
^^^  pt  Dock,  and  comb  my  aunt  Deborah's  lap- 

SirP,!.  Ves  yes.  ma'am.  Was  so  indeed 
ly  lea::.  And  then  „^„  i 
-nts!     To  draw  pat "rn"^^^ "„' ?!  ">'  T".''"^  ^'^"■^«- 
^'erials   to  make   up    "o  ZC^^^  'l"*^  '  ''''^  "°' 

-'"^■^  to  read  a  ser^;n  VmT  aunf-     rT   f"  ^^ 
'loivn  to  an  old  soinet  u   „*  '         '"  '«'  '^'"ck 

H  fox-chase.  ^  ''™'"  ""^  f''"''^'- '"  »leep  after 

;"7-o"n,:srr;rrcr-!irjf--r'^ 

K        '"''  '°  ''■■''^^  y""  t"  Kensington  Gardens. 
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No  recollection,  I  suppose,  when  you  were  content  to 
ride  double,  behind  the  butler,  on  a  docked  coach-horse. 

Lady  Teas.  No — I  vow  I  never  did  that :  I  deny  the 
butler  and  the  coach-horse. 

Sir  Pet.  This,  madam,  was  your  situation  ;  and  what 
have  I  done  for  you  ?  I  have  made  you  a  woman  of 
fashion,  of  fortune,  of  rank — in  short,  I  have  made  you 
my  wife. 

Lady  Teaz.  Well,  then,  and  there  is  but  one  thing 
more  you  can  make  me  to  add  to  the  obligation,  that 
is 

Sir  Pet.  My  widow,  I  suppose  ? 

Lady  Teaz^  Hem  !  hem  ! 

Sir  Pet.  I  thank  you,  madam — but  don't  flatter  your- 
self ;  for,  though  your  ill  conduct  may  disturb  my  peace 
of  mind,  it  shall  never  break  my  heart,  I  promise  you : 
however,  I  am  equally  obliged  to  you  for  the  hint. 

Lady  Teaz.  Then  why  will  you  endeavor  to  make 
yourself  so  disagreeable  to  me,  and  thwart  me  in  every 
little  elegant  expense  ? 

Sir  Pet.  Madam,  \  say,  had  you  any  of  these  little 
elegant  expenses  when  you  married  me  ? 

Lady  Teaz.  Sir  Peter !  would  you  have  me  be  out  of 
the  fashion  ? 

Sir  Pet.  The  ashion,  indeed  !  what  had  you  to  do 
with  the  fashion  before  you  married  me  ? 

Lady  Teaz.  For  my  part,  I  should  think  you  would 
like  to  have  your  wife  thought  a  woman  of  taste. 

Sir  Pet.  Ay — there  again — taste  !  Zounds  !  madam, 
you  had  no  taste  when  you  married  me  ! 

L^ady  Teaz.  That's  very  true,  indeed.  Sir  Peter !  and, 
after  having  married  you,  I  should  never  pretend  to  tast*- 
again,    I    allow.     But    now,   Sir   Peter,   since   we  have 
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finished  our  daily  jangle,  I  presume  I  ..ay  go  to  mv 
ongagement  at  Lady  Sneerwell's  ^ 

iV;-  P./.  Ay,  there's  another  precious  circumstance     a 
charmmg  set  ot  acquaintances  you  have  made  there  : 

Lady  Tea,.  Nay,  Sir  Peter,  they  are  all  peopleof  .'anl- 
^'SrY  "'r"'^''^  ""^^'""^  of  r^Siot^"' 

i"  Pet.  Yes,  they  are  tenacious  of  reputation  with  ;, 

a  character  but  themselves  !     Surh  a  crew  !     Ah  1  manv 
nretch  has  „d  on  a  hurdle  who  has  done  lefs  misxh  ef 
than  these  uncrers  of  forged  tales,  coiners  o    ^canll 
and  clippers  o,  reputation.  scandal. 

.specif?  ^""  '^'''''  """"  ^°"  '■"=-"^-"  *e  freedom  of 

one'':f;tsX*^^"'^^^-^'^^-™i--^adasany 

toSe'irce.'"'"'  '  ''""-  '  '"  ^-  ^  P-  vvith  a 
^^^>  Per.  Grace,  indeed  ! 

"S7;T:!:ir;ircT"°"^^^^"™^^ 

'Hvn  character  '  '"  '"'  J"^'  '°  '"""^  ''"^'  "^V 

me'ofvo^TbJ;""'/"''='t^°"  "•"■''  -^l^^  ''-'e  after 

.V      / ,  """"^  ^"'"ed   much   by  my   intended 

expos  ulat,on  1     Yet  with  what  a  charmh,g  Lr  she  con- 

-      «nt'  '  "•'\^"^'  '^""'  '''^^-"' >'  ^^'^  ^^^^ 
make  h     T*^  ""^  authority  !     Well,  though  I  can't 

■"aU  her  love  me,  there  is  great  satisfaction  fn  quarrel- 
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ling  with  her;  and  I  think  she  never  appears  to  such 
advantage  as  when  she  is  doing  everything  in  her  power 
to  plague  me.  \^Exit. 

Scene. — A  room  in  Lady  Sneerwell's  Hotise. 

Lady  Sneerwell,  Mrs.  Candour,  Crabtree,  Sir 
Benjamin  Backbite,  and  Joseph  Surface, 
discovered. 

Enter  Lady  Teazle  and  Maria. 

Lady  Sneer.  Lady   Teazle,    I   hope  we   shall  .see  Sir 
Peter  ? 

Lady  Teaz.x  I  believe  he'll  wait  on  your  ladyship  pre- 
sently. 

Lady  Sneer.  Maria,  my  love,  you  look  grave.     Come, 
you  shall  sit  down  to  piquet  with  Mr.  Surface. 

Mar.  I  take  very  little  pleasure  in  cards — however,  I'll 
do  as  your  ladyship  pleases. 

Mrs.  Can.  Now  I'll  die  ;  but  you  are  so  scandalous,  I'll 
forswear  your  society. 

Lady  Teaz.  What's  the  matter,  Mrs.  Candour? 

Mrs.  Can.  They'll  not  allow  our  friend  Miss  Vermillion 
to  be  handsome. 

Lady  Sneer,  Oh,  surely  she  is  a  pretty  woman. 
'      Crab.  I  am  very  glad  you  think  so,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Can.  She  has  a  charming  fresh  color. 

LMdy  Tcaz.  Yes,  when  it  is  fresh  put  on. 

Mrs.  Can.  Oh,  fie  !     Her  color  is  natural :  I  have  seen 
It  rome  and  go  ! 

Lady  Teaz.  I  dare  say  you  have,  ma'am  :  it  goes  off 
at  night,  and  comes  again  in  the  morning. 

Sir  Ben.  True,  ma'am,  it  not  only  comes  and  goes ; 
but,  what's  more,  her  maid  can  fetch  and  carry  it ! 
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Mrs^  Can.  Ha !  ha  f  ha  !  how  I  hate  to  hear  you  talk 

SO !    But  sure  y  now  her  skt^r  \.  ^  ^         ^ 

Crad   Who  ?  lU      17  '  ^'  '''^''  """"'y  handsome. 

traa.  who?  Mrs.  Everg-reen  ?  Oh  I  ei,^'     •  ,  ^ 

i(  she's  an  hour  •  ^         *  '  '^^ '  ^^^-and-fifty 

£^£::;Se=sr,3-f- 

»ita£r.^ai;\hT;;i:;:,^--"  <--  -^^ 

she  effects  it  Jth  T  ^  '""'  y°"  '""■'^'  ''""w 

better  than    th!        T       '"^'="""y  ^   ^n^  ™rely  that's 

ill-but,  when  she  has  finished  t    face  the'  5"""''  '° 

i.^:rn;t^s~un"kTa:^,r-'^^''^-- 

t>-«^.Ha!ha!ha!     Well  said,  nephew  ! 
Mrs.  Can.  Ha '  ha  I  ha  i     \\t  ^\ 

/.rtfl'/  />«.   Yes,  and   on   that  arcmmf       u 

*ays  on  a-jar,  as  it  were-thus  '    "  ''^"'^  " 

f '-;.  C.«.  How  can  you  be  so  in-nai^nT  ''^'-  ''""■ 
nrs.  Fnm  takes  to  conceal  her  losses  in  front. 
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She  draws  her  mouth  till  it  positivel>  resembles  t!  > 
aperture  of  a  poor's-box,  and  all  her  words  appear  to 
slide  out  edgewise  as  it  were— thus  :  How  do  you  do, 
madam  ?     Yes,  madam.  [Mimics. 

Lady  Sneer.  Very  well,  I.ady  Teazle  ;  1  see  you  can 
be  a  little  severe. 

Lady  Teas.  In  defence  of  a  friend  it  is  but  justice. 
But  here  comes  Sir  Peter  to  spoil  our  pleasantry. 

Enter  SiR  PETER  Teazle. 

Sir  Pet.  Ladies,  your  most  obedient. — [Aside,]  Mercy 
on  me,  here  is  the  whole  set !  a  charact-r  dead  at  every 
word,  I  suppose. 

Mrs.  Can.  I  am  rejoiced  you  are  come.  Sir  Peter. 
They  have  been  so  censorious— and  Lady  Teazle  as  bad 
as  any  one. 

Sir  Pet.  That  must  be  very  distressing  to  you,  indeed, 
Mrs.  Candour. 

Mrs.  Can.  Oh,  they  will  allow  good  qualities  to  no- 
body :  not  even  good  nature  to  our  friend  Mrs.  Pursy. 

Lady  Tea::.  What,  the  fat  dowager  who  was  at  Mrs. 
Quadrille's  last  night  ? 

Mrs.  Can.  Nay,  her  bulk  is  her  misfortune  ;  and,  when 
she  takes  so  much  pains  to  get  rid  of  it,  you  ought  not 
to  reflect  on  her. 

Lady  Sneer.  That's  very  true,  indeed. 

Lady  Teaz.  Yes,  I  know  she  almost  lives  on  acids  and 
small  whey  ;  laces  herself  b>'  pulleys  ;  and  often,  in  the 
hottest  noon  in  .summer,  you  may  see  her  on  a  little 
squat  pony,  with  her  hair  plaited  up  behind  like  a  drum- 
mer's, and  puffing  round  the  ring  on  a  full  trot. 

Mrs.  Can.   I  thank  you,  Lady  Teazle,  for  dcfendin*,^  her, 


Sir  Pet,  Yes,  a  good  defmce,  truly. 
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Mrs.  Can.  Truly,  Lady  Teazle  is  as  censorious  as  Miss 

Sallow. 

Crab.  Yes,  and  she  is  a  curious  being  to  pretend  to  be 
censorious_an  awkward  thing,  without  any  one  good 
point  under  the  sun. 

Mrs.  Can.  Positively  you  shall  not  be  so  very  severe 
Miss  Sallow  is  a  near  relation  of  mine  by  marriage,  and 
a.^  for  her  person,  great  allowance  is  to  be  made  •  for  let 
me  tell  you,  a  woman  labors  under  many  disadvantages 
who  tries  to  pass  for  a  giri  of  six-and-thirty. 

Lady  Sneer.  Though,  surely,  she  is  handsome  still- 
rind  for  the  weakness  in  her  eyes,  considering  how  much 
she  reads  by  candlelight,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at 

Mrs.  Can.  True,  and  then  as  to  her  manner  ;  upon  my 
word  I  think  it  is  particulariy  graceful,  considering  she 
never  had  the  least  education  ;  for  you  know  her  mother 
was  a  Welsh  milliner,  and  her  father  a  sugar-baker  at 
nnstol. 

Sir  Ben.  Ah  I"  you  are  both  of  you  too  good-natured  ! 

SirFet.  Yes,  distressingly  good-natured  !  This  their 
own  relation  !     Mercy  on  me !  %  {Aside 

I^J^rs.Can.  For  my  part,  I  own  I  cannot  bear  to  hear  a 
triend  ill-spoken  of. 

Sir  Pet.  No,  to  be  sure  ! 

Sir  Ben.  Oh  !  you  are  of  a  moral  turn.  Mrs.  Candour 
and  I  can  sit  for  an  hour  and  hear  Lady  Stucco  talk 
•sentiment. 

Lady  Teaz.  Nay,  I  vow  Lady  Stucco  is  very  well  with 
the  dessert  after  dinner  ;  for  she's  just  like  the  French 
tru.t  one  cracks  for  mottoes-made  up  of  paint  and 
proverb. 

Mrs.  Can.  Well,  I  will  never  join  in  ridiculing  a  friend  • 
^nd  so  I  constantly  tell  my  cousin  Ogle,  and  you  all 
Know  what  pretensions  she  has  to  be  critical  on  beauty 
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Crab.  Oh,  to  be  sure  !  she  has  herself  the  oddest  coun- 
tenance that  ever  was  seen  ;  'tis  a  collection  of  featuro^ 
froni  all  the  different  countries  of  the  globe. 

Sir  Ben.  So  she  has,  indeed— an  Irish  front 

Crab.  Caledonian  locks 

Sir  Ben.  Dutch  nose 

Crab.  Austrian  lips » 

Sir  Ben.  Complexion  of  a  Spaniard 

Crab.  And  teeth  A  la  Chinoise. 

Sir  Ben.  In  short,  her  face  resembles  a  tabL  d'hdte  at 
bpa— where  no  two  guests  are  of  a  nation 

Crab.  Or  a  congress  at  the  close  of  a  general  war- 
wherem  all  the  members,  even    to  her  eyes,  appear  to 
have  a  different  interest,  and  her  nose  and  chin  are  the 
only  parties  likely  to  join  issue. 
Mrs.  Can.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir  Pet  Mercy  on  my  life  !-a  person  they  dine  with 
twice  a  week  !  r  a   ■  i 

Mrs.  Can.  Nay,  but  I  vow  you  shall  not  carry  the 
laugh  off  so— for  give  me  leave  to  say  that  Mrs  Ogle 

Sir  Pet.  Madam,^  madam,  I  beg  your  pardon-there's 
no  stopping  these  good  gentlemen's  tongues.  But  when 
I  teJ  you,  Mrs.  Candour,  that  the  lady  they  are  abusing 
IS  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  Ihope  you'll  not  take  her 
part. 

Lady  Sneer.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  well  said.  Sir  Peter '  but 
you  are  a  cruel  creature-too  phlegmatic  yourself  for  a 
jest,  and  too  peevish  to  allow  wit  in  others. 

Sir  Pet.  Ah,  madam,  true  wit  is  more  nearly  allied  to 
good  nature  than  your  ladyship  is  aware  of 

LadyTeaz.  True,  Sir  Peter;  I  believe  they  are  so 
near  akm  that  they  can  never  be  united. 

Sir  Ben.  Or  rather,  suppose  them  man  and  wife,  be- 
cause one  seldom  sees  them  together. 


Lady 

I  bcliev 

Sir  / 

the  spo 

poachini 

tion  of 

thank  th 

Lady  , 

of  our  p 

Sir  Pt 

ptrmitte( 

but  quali 

Lidy  t 

Mrs.  C 

severe  on 

Sir  Pel 

them  too 

the  drawe 

parties   sh 

indorsers. 

Crab.  V 

scandalous 

Lady  St 

in  the  nex 

Eiit 

^ir  Pet. 
^'^1  get  awa 
Lady  Sni 
^ir  Pet. 
away  by  pa 
behind  me. 


so 


FJ^OM  ''THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL."  ,c. 

Lady  Teas.  But  Sir  Peter  fs  «i,^k 

tion  of  fame,  as  wel     as   Tl   ?  k    •        *'"=  P''"'*^'^''- 
thank-  them  f^r  thrbill       ^       '       '''-■'""'  -"^"^  -""'^ 

of  our  privileges?  '  "'""'''  >'°"  d^P">e  us 

/^  7^^  ^«^^^.  Go,  you  monster  > 

^^/rx  Can.    But,  surely,  you    would   not    h.         - 
se^re^r,  th.e  who  on,,  report  .haft^e^he  r?"'  '  "" 

^tri-et.   Yes,  madam  I  would  hair^  u 
them  too  •  and  ;n  all  r  ^^"^  merchant  for 

part,.^shou,a   have  a  right   to   comf r'at;  Zt 

-SexT^omr'^'-"^'  ■^•^''"  -^  -^'^  ^-"  -cards 
£«/«-  Servant,  ../„  j„/„i^,„  g,,^  p^^^^^ 

'•"~a;;;i:Sef-'-^-''^--f^-^---j 

-   bv  paSlwtlL!"'^!'^.^--  -  ■'  '•-  called 
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Sir  Bert.  Well — certainly,  Lady  Teazle,  that  lord  of 
yours  is  a  strange  being  :  I  could  tell  you  some  stories 
of  him  would  make  you  laugh  heartily  if  he  were  not 
your  husband. 

Lady  Teas.  Oh,  pray,  don't  mind  that  ;  come,  do  let's 
hear  them.  \Exeu7it  all  but  Joseph  Surface  and  Maria. 

Jos.  Surf.  Maria,  I  see  you  have  no  satisfaction  in  this 
society. 

Mar.  How  is  it  possible  I  should  ?  If  to  raise  mali- 
cious smiles  at  the  infirmities  or  misfortunes  of  those 
who  have  never  injured  us  be  the  province  of  wit  or 
humor.  Heaven  grant  me  a.  double  portion  of  dulness  ! 

Jos  Surf.  Yiet  they  appear  more  ill-natured  than  thej/ 
are  ;  they  have  no  malice  at  heart. 

Mar.  Then  is  their  conduct  still  more  contemptible  ; 
for,  in  my  opinion,  nothing  could  excuse  the  intemper- 
ance of  their  tongues  but  a  natural  and  uncontrollable 
bitterness  of  mind. 


Oh^  wad  some  pozver  the  giftie  gie  us 

To  see  ourseVs  as  ot^'rrs  see  us  ! 

It  wad  frae  monic  u  blunder  free  us 

A  nd foolish  notion  : 

What  airs  i?i  dress  an'  gait  wad  lede  us, 

A  nd  e'en  devotion  ! 

Robert  Burns. 
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THE  COTTERS  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 
XXVIII.     THE  COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT.* 

Robert  Burns.- -1759-1796. 
Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  usjful  toil 

Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure  • 

Nor  G.  andeur  hear  with  a  disdainful  smile 

The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

Gray. 
Mv  lov'd,  my  honor'd,  much  respected  friend  f 

No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays  • 
With  honest  pride,  I  scorn  each  selfish  end  - 
My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise  • 
To  you  I  smg,  in  simi)le  Scottish  lays, 
The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequester'd  scene  • 

The  native  feelings  strong,  the  guilelessVays  • 
What  Aiken  in  a  cottage  would  have  been  • 
Ah !  though  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there,  I  ween. 

November  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry  sugh  -^ 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close ; 

Ihe  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh  •' 

The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose  • 

The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  his  labor  goes— 

I  his  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end  — 

Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes 
Hoping  the  morn^  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend 
And,  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hameward  bend. 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree  ;  ' 
^  he  expectant  wee-things,  toddlin,  stacher«  through 
J^meet  their  dad,  wi'  flichterin^  noise  an'  gle^'  ' 

*  Inscribed  to  R.  Aiken.  Esq. 
'  '^'oan.  2  Morrow. 
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3  'Stagger. 
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His  wee  bit  ingle,^  blinkin  boaniiy, 
His  clean  hearth-stane,  bis  ^bnftft  wifie's  smile, 

The  lisping  infant  prattH  his  knee, 

Does  a'  his  wt  ary  carkinj^  carv      .  iguile. 
An'  makes  him  quite  forgjt  h's  i-bor  an'  his  loil. 

Belyve,^    ^e  elder  bairn«  come  drapping  in, 
At  service  out,  amang  the  fa.  mers  roun' ; 

Some  ca'^  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  scme  tentie- 
A  canny  ^  errand  to  a  neebor  town  : 
Their  eldest  hope,  their  Jenny,  woman  grown. 

In  youthfu'  bloom,  love  sparkling  in  her  e'e. 

Comes  hame,  perhaps,  to  show  a  braw^  new  gown. 

Or  deposited  hei  sair-won^  penny-fee,® 

To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  be. 

VVi'  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sisters  meet 

And  each  for  other's  welfare  kindly  spiers  ^^ 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  unnoticed  fleet ; 

Each  tells  the  uncos  ^^  that  he  sees  or  hears ; 

The  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopeful  years ; 
Anticipation  forward  points  the  view. 

The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  shears, 
Gars^-  auld  claes  look  .maist  as  weel's  the  new; 
The  father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition,  due. 

Their  master's  an'  their  mistress's  command 

The  younkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey ; 
An'  mind  their  labors  wi'  an  eydent^^  hand. 

An'  ne'er,  though  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk'  *  or  play  : 


ikia  I. 


I  Fire-place.  2  Presently.  3  Drive,  i.e.,  with  shouting  or  calling, 

4  Attentive.  5  Requiring  judgment.  6  Brave,  fine,  handsome, 

7  De'posite,  for  depos'it.  8  Dear-won,  hard-earned.  9  Money-wages. 

ID  Enquires.  11  Unknown  things,  news,  13  Makes. 

14  Trifle. 
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THE  COTTER'S  SA  TURD  A  Y  NIGHT. 

"  An'  oh  !  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway 
An'  mind  your  duty,  duly,  mom  an'  night '  ' 

Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray,    ■ 
Imp.ore  His  counsel  and  assisting  might  • 
They  never  sought  in  vain  that  sought  the  Lord  aright ! » 

But,  hark  !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door  • 
Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same 

1  ells  how  a  neebor  lad  cam  o'er  the  moor 
To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 
Sparkle  m  Jenny's  e'e,  an'  flush  her  cheek  • 

Wi'  heart-struck,  anxious  care,  inquires  his  name, 
VVhile  Jenny  hafflins^  is  afraid  to  speak  • 
Weel  pleas'd  the  mother  hears  it's  nae  wild,  worthless  rake. 
Wi'  kindly  welcome  Jenny  brings  him  ben  -^ 

A  strappan  youth ;  he  taks  the  mother's  eye  • 
l^lithe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en  • 
;|;he  father  cracks'^  of  horses,  pleughs^  and  kye. 
I  he  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joy 
But  blate^  an'  laithfu',^  scarce  can  weel  behave  • 

1  he  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 
What  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfu'  an'  sae  grave  • 
^^eel  pleas'd  to  think  her  bairn's  respected  like  the  lave.« 

0  happy  love  !  where  love  like  this  is  found  f 

0  heart-felt  raptures  !  bliss  beyond  compare  ' 

1  ve  pac^d  much  this  weary,  mortal  round. 
And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare- 
On?^  ^T^""  ^  "^'^"^^^  ^^  ^"^^^"^y  Pl^^s"^e  spare, 
Une  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 

'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair 
^n  other's  arms  breathe  out  the  tender  tale, ' 
jneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  evening  gale  " 
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1  Half. 
S  Unwilling,  shy. 


2  In,  into  the  room. 

6  What  is  left,  rest. 


3  Talks. 


4  Pishful. 
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Is  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart 

A  wretch  !  a  villain  !  lost  to  love  and  truth  ! 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art. 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth? 

Curse  on  his  perjur'd  arts  !  dissembling  smooth  ! 
Are  honor,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil'd  ? 

Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth. 
Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their  child  ? 
Then  paints  the  ruin'd  maid,  and  their  distraction  wild  ! 

But  now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board. 

The  halesome  parritch,  chief  of  Scotia's  food  • 
The  soupe^  their  only  hawkie=  does  afford, 

That  'yont  the  hallan^  snugly  chows  her  cood  ; 

The  dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood, 
To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hain'd^  kebbuck,"  fell," 

An'  aft  he's  prest,  an'  aft  he  ca's  it  guid  : 
The  frugal  wifie,  garrulous,  will  tell 
How  'twas  a  towmond'  auld,  sin'  lint  was  i'  the  bell.*' 

The  cheerfu'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide  ; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  wi'  patriarchal  t);race. 

The  big  ha'-Bible,*'  ancc  his  father's  pride  : 

His  bonnet  rev'rently  is  laid  aside, 
His  lyart^°  haffets^^  wearing  thin  an'  bare  ; 

Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion  glide, 
He  wales ^-  a  portion  with  judicious  care; 
And  "  Let  us  worship  Goa  !"  he  says,  with  solemn  air. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise ; 
They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim  : 


1  Sup  ;  here,  milk.  2  White-faced  cow. 

4  Carefully  kept.  5  Cheese.  6  Tasty. 

8  Since  flax  was  in  flower.  9  Hall-Bible. 

II  Temples,  here  temple-locks.  la  Chooses. 


3  Partition  wall. 

7  Twelvemonth. 

10  Grey,  greyish. 
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Perhaps  "  Dundee's"  wild  warbling  measures  rise 
Or  plaintive  "  Martyrs, '  worthy  of  the  name  ;  ' 
Or  noble  ''Elgin"  beets^  the  heavenward  flame, 

1  he  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays  • 
Compar-d  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame; 

1  he  tickled  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise  ; 

Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  page- 
How  Abram  was  the  friend  of  God  on  high  • 

Or  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage  ' 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny  • 
Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire  • 
Or  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  w.iling  cry  •   ' 

Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire  ; 

Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme- 
How  guildess  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed  • 

MOW  He,  who  bore  in  Heaven  the  second  name, 
Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  His  head  : 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  sped  : 

Ihe  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a  land  • 
How  he,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished 

^aw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand  ; 

Then  kneeling  down,  to  Heaven's  Eternal  King 
The  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband  prays 

Hope  "  springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing  " 
Iharthus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days  : 

1  ''eeds,  nourishes. 
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There  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays, 
No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear ; 

Together  hymning  their  Creator's  praise. 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circling  time  moves  round  in  an  eternal  sphere. 

Compar'd  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  '  mip  of  method,  and  of  art. 
When  men  display  to  congregations  wide 

Devotion's  every  grace,  except  the  heart ! 

The  Power,  incens'd,  the  pageant  will  desert. 
The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole ; 

But,  haply,  in  some  cottage  far  apart. 
May  hear,  well  i3leas  d,  the  language  of  the  soul ; 
And  in  His  book  of  life  the  inmates  poor  enroll. 
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Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  several  way  : 
The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest ; 

The  parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay. 
And  proffer  up  to  Heaven  the  warm  request 
That  He,  who  stills  the  raven's  clam'rous  nest. 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flowery  pride, 

Would,  in  the  way  His  wisdom  sees  the  best. 

For  them,  and  for  their  little  ones  provide ; 

But  chiefl),  in  their  hearts  with  grace  divine  preside. 

From  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia's  grandeur  springs, 
That  makes  her  lo'/'d  at  home,  rever'd  al)road  : 

Princes  and  lord?  ar'  hut  the  breath  of  kings  ; 
"  An  honest  ma?'  .s  iLie  rcblest  work  of  (lod  ;" 
And  cert'js,  in  fair  virtues  he;.venly  road. 

The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind  ; 

What  is  a  lordling's  por..^  -^  —a  cumbrous  load. 

Hisyfiiisimr  off  tht»  wretch  uf  htimon  kind. 

Studied  in  ar^s  of  hell,  i.i  wickedness  refin'd  I 
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TFE  LAND  a  THE  LEAL. 
0  Scotia  !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Heaven  is  sent  r 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 

He  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content ' 

And,  oh  !  may  Heaven  their  simple  lives  prevent 
Prom  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile  ' 

1  hen,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent 
A  virtuous  populace  mav  nse  the  while 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-lov'd  Isle. 

0  Thou  !  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide 

That  stream''!  through  Wallace's  undaunted  heart ; 
\\  ho  dared  to  nobly  ,tem  tyrannic  pride 

Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part 

(The  prtriot's  God  peculiarly  Thou  art 
His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward  ') 

0  never,  never,  Scotia's  realm  desert  • 
Hut  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot-bard 
in  bright  succession  raise,  her  ornament  and  guard 
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XXIX.    THE  LAND  0'  THE  LEAL. 

LaDV  N//RN.— 1766- 1845. 

I'm  wearin'  awa',  John, 

Like  snawwreaths  in  thaw,  John, 

I'm  wearin'  awa' 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
There's  nae  sorrow  there,  John  ; 
There's  neither  cau!d  nor  care,  John  ; 
The  day  is  aye  fair 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
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Our  bonnie  bairn's  there,  John  ; 
She  was  baith  gude  and  fair,  John ; 
And  oh  !  we  grudg'd  her  sair 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
But  sorrow's  sel'  wears  past,  John, 
And  joy's  a-comin'  fas:;,  John, 
The  joy  that's  aye  to  last 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Sae  dear  that  joy  was  bought,  John, 
Sae  free  the  battle  fought,  John, 
That  sinfu'  man  e'er  brought 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
Oh  !  dry  your  glistening  e'e,  John, 
My  soul  langs  to  be  free,  John, 
And  angels  beckon  me 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Oh  !  baud  ye  leal  and  true,  John, 
Your  day  it's  wearin'  through,  John, 
And  ril  welcome  you 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
Now  fare-ye  weel,  my  ain  John, 
This  warld's  cares  are  vain,  John, 
We'll  meet,  and  we'll  be  fain 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 


Life/  «/tf'r  been  /ong  together, 
Through p lei:    nt  and  through  cloudy  weather  ; 
'  Tis  hard  to  part  ivhen  friends  are  dear  ; 
Perhaps  ^t^vill  cost  a  sigh,  a  tear  ; 
Then  steal  away,  give  little  wartmig. 
Choose  thine  own  time  ; 
Say  not  Good-night,  but  in  some  brighter  clime 
Bid  me  Good-morning. 

Mks.  Harbaulp.— i743-i^25' 


THE  TRIAL  BY  COMBAT. 


'79 


XXX.  THE  TRIAL  BY  COMBAT  AT  THE  DIAMOND  OF  THE 

DESERT.* 

From  The  Talisman. 


Sir  Walter  Scott.-i77i-,832, 
It  had  been  agreed,  on  account  of  the   heat  of  the 
cmnate,  that  the  judicial  combat,  whfch  vvas  the  cause  of 
the  present  assemblage  of  various  nations  at  the  Diamond 
of  the  Desert   should  take  place  at  one  hour  after  sun 
me.     lhew,de  lists,  which  had  been  constructed  under 
tl.c.nspect,on  of  the  Knight  of  the  Leopard,  enclosed  a 
•space  of  hard  sand,  which  was  one  hundred  ;nd  twenty 
yards  long  by  forty  in  width.     They  extended  i,^  length 
from  north  to  south,  so  as  to  Wve  both  parties  the  eaual 
advantage  of  the  rising  sun.     Saladin-s'ro'a    seat  Ta 
erected  on  the  western  side  of  the  enclosure,  justt  The 
centrc^wher^e  combatants  were  expected  to  meet  in 

*  While  the  army  of  the  crusaders  was  inactive  near  Asmln!^       \        7~~ 

Princes,  were  plottinp-  to  pm.r.t  Uc.    i-  ,  omers  of  the  Christian 

■        "^  piuuing  to  ettect  its  dismemberment.     RichnrH  r>f  t.-„^i     ^ 
the  leading  spirit  of  the  pni«nri«    o„  i  .u       ,  '^'•^"'^ra  oi  J^ngland  was 

^  or  t/inipire  hif:^!:;^::;  ::;:l  t.^;;:;rt:d:;^:;  '^^p  ^^ 

•^n.H^h  Lner:  ^^en  ^^  ^.j;";^;^  tf  Sir  ^  ^""^'^  "  '^'"^ '- 
Richard  would  fall  upon   /Vustrin    S  ^      ,  '^^   suspicion  and  wrath  of 

't-=^fe-l<eepin,.  at^A  sfriVs  ;^^^^^  -cretly  stole  the  banner  fron,  its  place. 
Kenneth,  km.L  as  the  KniVh  'J  r  ""  '"''""''"^  '^^  ^'"  ^^'"^  ^«  Sir 
•Scotland,  who      th      ituL  o    an  ob  '^1'  "  "''^"^  '''''''  ^^^'■"-  "^ 

as  a  follower  of  tl  Enlh  k1  S  T  '"/"'"""  '"'  ^"''""^  ^''^  -"-^'« 
''-vatch.andin    is^s    '^^^ 

^•oien  hy  Conrade.  Fo^^  'f^^  ^T  u  f  ^r  K  "'  H  '"'  '^  ""^^'  ''  ^^^^ 
"""i«liate  death   h^t  S-,hIin      ,    ''.  °\ ''"'y-  '^"^  I^^'meth  was  condemned  to 

""-•  i:nRP  i;  amn  n    1  t  ^      '°  '"  ''"  "^''^''''^  °*'  '-^^  ^'^^  P'^v-sician  was  in 
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mid  encounter.  Opposed  to  this  was  a  gallery  with 
closed  casements,  so  contrived,  that  the  ladies,  for  whose 
accommodation  it  was  erected,  might  see  the  fight 
without  being  themselves  exposed  to  view.  At  either 
extremity  of  the  lists  was  a  barrier,  which  could  be 
opened  or  shut  at  pleasure.  Thrones  had  been  also 
erected,  but  the  Archduke,  perceiving  that  his  was  lower 
than  King  Richard's,  refused  to  occupy  it  ;  and  Coeur 
de  Lion,  who  would  have  submitted  to  much  ere  any 
formality  should  have  interfered  with  the  combat,  readily 
agreed  that  the  sponsors,  as  they  were  called,  should 
remain  on  horseback  during  the  fight.  At  one  extremity 
of  the  lists  \^ere  placed  the  followers  of  Richard,  and 
opposed  to  them  were  those  who  accompanied  the 
defender,  Conrade.  Around  the  throne  destined  for  the 
Soldan  were  ranged  his  splendid  Georgian  Guards,  and 
the  rest  of  the  enclosure  was  occupied  by  Christian  and 
Mohammedan  spectators. 

Saracens,  and  knowing  his  worth  and  valor,  having  previously  had  knightly 
encounter  with  him  in  the  desert,  disguised  him  as  a  Nubian  slave,  and  sent 
him  as  a  present  to  Richard  with  the  hope  that  he  might  in  some  way  discover 
by  whom  the  banner  had  been  stolen.  Attending  Richard  as  a  slave  Sir  Ken- 
neth saved  the  king  from  the  assassination  which  the  Grand  Master  had  insti- 
gated, and  aided  by  the  instinct  of  his  dog,  also  disguised,  he  detected  the  thief 
in  Conrade,  Richard  thereupon,  at  once  charged  Conrade  with  the  theft,  anil 
challenged  him  to  mortal  combat.  The  King  was  prevented  by  the  Council  of 
the  Princes  from  fighting  iii  person,  but  having  divined  in  the  Nubian  slave  thf 
former  Knight  of  the  Leopard,  he  jjermitted  Sir  Kenneth  to  fight  in  his  stead, 
that  the  knigtit  might  atone  for  the  dishonor  of  being  faithless  in  his  wa'.cii. 
Conrade's  cause  was  espoused  by  the  Grand  Master,  who  had  been  his  coiificlant, 
and  by  the  Duke  of  Austria.  The  encounter  was  appointed  to  take  place  at  the 
Diamond  of  t'le  Desert,  in  the  territory  of  Saladin,  who  was  asked  to  act  as 
umpire.  It  iiad  been  stipulated  that  but  five  hundred  Saracens  should  he  present 
at  the  trial  ;  Saladin,  however,  having  been  apprised  of  further  plotting  on  tho 
part  of  the  Grand  Master,  for  safety's  sake  caused  a  larger  attendance  of  his  fol 
lowers.  Sir  Kenneth  had  long  loved  Edith  Plantagenet,  but  being  known  to  her 
only  as  a  poor  and  nameless  adventurer,  he  had  not  yet  openly  avowed  liis  love, 
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Long  before  daybreak,  the  lists  were  surrounded  by 
even  a  larger  number  of  Saracens  than  Richard  had  seen 
on  the  preceding  evening.     When  the  first  ray  of  the 
suns  glorious  orb  arose  above  the  desert,  the  sonorous 
cal       To  pra.yer,  to  prayer!"  was  poured  forth  by  the 
boldan  himself,  and  answered  by  others,  whose  rank  and 
zeal  en  .tied  them  to  act  as  muezzins.     It  was  a  striking 
spectacle  to  see  them  all  sink  to  earth,  for  the  purpose 
of  repeating  their  devotions,  with  their  faces  turned  to 
Mecca.     But  when  they  arose  from  the  ground,  the  sun's 
ra>-s,  now^strengthening  fast,  seemed  to  confirm  the  Lord 
of  G.lsland  s  conjecture  of  the  night  before.     They  were 
flashed  back  from  many  a  spear-head,  for  the  pointless 
ces  of  the   preceding  day  were   certainly  no  longer 
De   Vaux    pointed   it   out   to   his    master,   who 
.swered  with  impatience,  that  he  had  perfect  confidence 
"   "7  f  °d  faith  of  the  Soldan  ;  but  if  De  Vaux  was 
afraid  of  his  bulky  body,  he  might  retire 

Soon  after  this  the  noise  of  timbrels  was  heard  at  the 
sound  of  which  the  whole  Saracen  cavaliers  thre.  thet 
e  ves  from  their  horses,  and  prostrated  themselves,  as  if 
to.  a  .second  morning  prayer.  This  was  lo  give  an 
opportun,t>  to  the  Queen,  with  Edith  and  her  attendants 
to  pass   from  the  pavilion  to  the  gallery  intended  for' 

^^Jv7  T  f  ^"'"'""'^  ■'"''Slio  escorted  them, 
with  naked  sabres,  whose  orders  were,  to  cut  to  pieces 
vhomsoever  were  h.  prince  or  peasant,  should  vemu  e 

gaze  on  the  ladies  as  they  passed,  or  even  presume  to 
-  c  h.s  head  until  the  cessation  of  the  music  should 
make  all  men  aware  that  they  wfc  lodged  in  their 
gal  ery,  not  to  be  gazed  on  by  the  curious  eve 

ih.s  superstitious  observance  of  Oriental' reverence  to 
'he  fair  sex  called  forth  from  Queen   Berengaria  some 
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criticisms  very  unfavorable  to  Saladin  and  his  country. 
But  their  den,  as  the  royal  fair  called  it,  being  securely 
closed  and  guarded  by  their  sable  attendants,  she  was 
under  the  necessity  of  contenting  herself  with  seeing, 
and  laying  aside  for  the  present  the  still  more  exquisite 
pleasure  of  being  seen. 

Meantime  the  sponsors  of  both  champions  went,  as 
was  their  duty,  to  see  that  they  were  duly  armed,  and 
prepared  for  combat.  The  Archduke  of  Austria  was  in 
no  hurry  to  perform  this  part  of  the  ceremony,  having 
had  rather  an  unusually  severe  debauch  upon  wine  of 
Schiraz  the  preceding  evening.  But  the  Grand  Master 
of  the  Temple,  more  deeply  concerned  in  the  event  of 
the  combat,  was  early  before  the  tent  of  Conrade  of 
Montserrat.  To  his  great  surprise,  the  attendants  refused 
him  admittance. 

"  Do  you  not  know  me,  ye  knaves?"  said  the  Grand 
Master  in  great  anger. 

"  We  do,  most  valiant  and  reverend,"  answered  Con- 
rade's  squire  ;  "  but  even  you  may  not  at  present  enter— 
the  Marquis  is  about  to  confess  himself" 

"  Confess  himself!"  exclaimed  the  Templar,  in  a  tone 
where  alarm  mingled  with  surprise  and  scorn — "  and  to 
whom  I  pray  thee?" 

"  My  master  bid  me  be  secret,"  said  the  squire  ;  on 
which  the  Grand  Master  pushed  past  him,  and  entered 
the  tent  almost  by  force. 

The  Marquis  of  Montserrat  was  kneeling  at  the  feet 
of  the  Hermit  of  Engaddi,  and  in  the  act  of  beginning 
his  confession. 

"What  means  this.  Marquis?"  said  the  Grand  Master, 
"  uj),  for  shame — or,  if  vou  must  needs  confess,  am  not  I 
here?" 
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'■  I  have  confessed  to  you  too  often  already,"  replied 
^onrade  w.th  a  pale  cheek  and  a  faltering  voice.  "For 
God  H  sake,  Grand  Master,  begone,  and  let  me  unfold  my 
conscience  to  this  holy  man." 

"In  what  is  he  holier  than  I  am?"  said  the  Grand 
Mas  er.-"  Herm.t,  prophet,  madman-say,  if  thou  darest 
111  what  thou  excellest  me?"  "  uarest, 

"Bold  and  bad  man,"  replied  the  Hermit,  "know  that 

h  o"u,  1  t  T"t  ""''°"' ^"'  *^ '""-  "Sht  passes 
though  to  avail  othens,  though  alas !  it  helpeth  not  me 
Thou  art  like  the  iron  stanchions,  which  neither  receive 
.ight  themselves,  nor  communicate  it  to  any  one  " 

"  '';^te  "ot  to  me,  but  depart  from  this  tent,"  said  the 

Grand    Master;    "the    Marquis    shall    not   confess    this 

morning,  unless  it  be  to  me,  for  I  part  not  from  his  side" 

Is  this  J,.,,;,  pleasure?"  said  the  Hermit  to  Conrade  • 

or  think  not  I  will  obey  that  proud  man,  if  you  continue 

to  desire  my  assistance." 

"Alas!"  .said  Conrade  irresolutely,  " what  would  you 
have   me  .say?     Farewell   for   a  while_we   will   speak 

"0,  procra.stinationl"  exclaimed  the  Hermit,  "thou 
art  a  .soul-murderer  !-Unhappy  man,  farewell  ;  not  for 
a  while,  but  until  we  both  shall  meet-no  matter  wheie 

ca,"n'r:Stould!^""'  ''^  ^^""^'^^  contemptuously,  "  I 
The  Hermit  heard  not  his  answer,  having  left  the  tent. 

«sm.  T  '°  *is  gear  hastily,"  said  the  Grand  Master 
Mc^  thou  wit  needs  go  through  the  foolery.-Hark 
■  ^'-     1   thmk  I  know  most  of  thy  frailties  by  heart  so 

"  may  om.t  the  detail,  which  may  be  somewhat  a  Ion" 
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one,  and  begin  with  the  absolution.  What  signifies 
counting  the  spots  of  dirt  that  we  are  about  to'^wasli 
from  our  hands?" 

'*  Knowing  what  thou  art  thyself,"  said  Conrade,  "  it  is 
blasphemous  to  speak  of  pardoning  another." 

"  That  is  nr)t  according  to  the  canon,  Lord  Marquis," 
said  the  Templar;  "thou  art  more  scrupulou ,  than 
orthodox.  The  absolution  of  the  wicked  priest  is  as 
effectual  as  if  he  were  himself  a  saint ;  otherwise,— God 
help  the  poor  penitent !  What  wounded  man  inquires 
whether  the  surgeon  that  tents  his  gashes  have  clean 
hanas  or  not  ?— Come,  shall  we  to  this  toy?" 

"  No,"  said^  Conrade,  "  I  will  rather  die  unconfessed 
than  mock  the  sacrament." 

"  Come,  noble  Marquis,"  said  the  Templar,  "  rouse  up 
your  courage,  and  speak  not  thus.  In  an  hour's  time 
thou  Shalt  stand  victorious  in  the  lists,  or  confess  thee  in 
thy  helmet,  like  a  valiant  knight." 

"  Alas,  Grand  Master  !"  answered  Conrade,  "  all  augurs 
ill  for  this  affair.  The  strange  discovery  by  the  instinct 
of  a  dog,  the  revival  of  this  Scottish  knight,  who  comes 
into  the  lists  like  a  spectre,— all  betokens  evil." 

"Pshaw!"  said  the  Templar,  "I  have  seen  thee  bend 
thy  lance  boldly  against  him  in  sport,  and  with  equal 
chance  of  success.  Think  thou  art  but  in  a  tournament, 
and  who  be^rs  him  better  in  the  tilt-yard  than  thou  ?— 
Come,  squires  and  armorers,  your  master  must  be  ac- 
coutred for  the  field." 

The  attendants  entered  accordingly,  and  began  to  arm 
the  Marquis. 

"  What  morning  is  without?"  said  Conrade. 
"The  sun  rises  dimly,"  answered  a  squire. 
"  rhou  seest,  Grand  Ma-tei ,"  said  Conrade,  "  naught 
smiles  on  us." 
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the'  TemVi."  "  rt  nk  T"  '^°°"^'  "^  ^°" ■"  »"^^er  j 
-  of  Pa,es.ne  tot "^170^ ^n  ^'^  '^""'-''  '"^ 

notwithstanding  ^.^  :::ztzt:T  ^-^^^'^'^^^ 

communicated  itself  to  the  Templar  ^^'  ''"'  ^loom 

"  This  craven,"  he  thought   ••u-illu     .u    j 

famtness  and  cowardice  ofh;ar    1,  t  k     ''"^  '"  I^"''^ 
conscience.     I,  whom  visions  and  In  ?"'  *^"'''-" 

"ho  am  firm  in  my  purpose  as  tht  f  ^""''  ^""^^  "°'- 
l-e  fought  the  Imbat  m"e,f  7^r'~' ^'^°"'<^ 
^cot  may  strike  him  dead  o  thr^po:  '  it'^  ''°''  ''" 
best  to  his  winning  the  victorv  n\  '  '""^  "''^' 
-«  have  no  oth.';.  con^^^- J^n^y^r  f  ^""'  '" 

con';i^dtTssii;r  Mi::?  ''^-^^  ^^^  ™-n^.  ^e 
silence.  ^^^'^"^'  ^"  ^^"^in-  but  it  was  in 

4t'rde^'rti-Lr::^er^^^^^ 

*e  lists  three  times  showed  :h"  "'^^  '"''  "'''"^  "-"^ 
Roth  were  goodTy  persors       /T't"'  '°  "'^  ^P-^^^'o-"^- 

ances.     But^there  was Tn  ,ir  of        ', '''  """^'^  ^°""'- 
l^'-O"'  of  the  Scot  Z     !i  "'^"'>'  "^""Mence  on  the 

-"  to  cheeffu t  3     v'hl^"  "^  hope,  which  amounted 
''^d  recalled  much  of  Con    ."^"^  P"'^^  ^"<1  'effort 
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bestrode  by  Sir  Kenneth  ;  and  the  spruch-sprecher  shook 
his  head  while  he  observed,  that  Mobile  the  challenger 
rode  around  the  lists  in  the  course  of  the  sun— that  is, 
from  right  to  left— the  defender  made  the  same  circuit 
'widder-sins—\ki^\.  is,  from  left  to  right— which  is  in  most 
countries  held  ominous, 

A  temporary  altar  was  erected  just  beneath  the  gallery 
occupied  by  the  Queen,  and  beside  it  stood  the  Hermit 
in  the  dress  of  his  order,  as  a  Carmelite  friar.     Other 
churchmen  were  also  present.     To  this  altar  the  chal- 
lenger and  defender  were  successively  brought  forward, 
conducted  by  their  respective   sponsors.     Dismounting 
before  it,  each,  knight  avouched  the  justice  of  his  cause 
by  a  solemn  oath  on  the  Evangelists,  and  prayed  that 
his  success  might  be  according  to  the  truth  or  falsehood 
of  what  he  then  swore.     They  also  made  oath,  that  they 
came  to  do  battle  in  knightly  guise,  and  with  the  usual 
weapons,  disclaiming  the  use  of  spells,  charms,  or  magical 
devices,  to  incline  victory  to  their  side.     The  challenger 
pronounced  his  vow  with  a  firm  and  manly  voice,  and  a 
bold   and  cheerful   countenance.     When   the  ceremony 
was  finished,  the  Scottish  Knight  looked  at  the  gallery, 
and  bent  his  head  to  the  earth,  as  if  in  honor  of  those 
invisible   beauties   which    were  enclosed   within  ;   then, 
loaded   with   armor  as   he   was,  sprung  to  the  saddle 
without  the   use  of  the  stirrup,  and   made  his  courser 
carry  him  in  a  succession  of  caracoles  to  his  slition  at 
the  eastern  extremity  of  the  lists.     Conrade   also  pre- 
sented himself  before  the  altar  with  boldness  enough ; 
but  his  voice,  as  he  took  the  oath,  sounded  hollow,  as  if 
drowned  in  his  helmet.     The  lips  with  which  he  appealed 
to  Heaven  to  adjudge  victory  to  the  just  quarrel  grew 
\. ......   ,x,    tziL)    vitiurcu    nic   impious   mockerv.     Ai»  he 


impious    mockery. 
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sitting  of  his  ^s  rn  ^  :^^rs'''\  ^'r  ^"^ 

recall  thy  senses    anH  H.  u      ,  "^^''"^  ^"^  ^^^^  •' 

w^/"  "  ^^^^P^  hi"i'  thou  escapest  not 

stumbled  as  he  mari. Th  '^^'■q"'^  ^  nerves,  for  he 

his  feet,  sp  un^TolL  sadX '  YhV'""^"  "^  "^'"'^-'^ 
displayed  hfs  add^e      ntotj^sh  IT'  ''"'''^'  ^"'^ 

1  he  priests,  after  a  solemn  prayer  that  C.A 
show  the  nVhf-fnl  ^.,,0      1   j        ^'^^X^r  tnat  (jod   would 
me  rignttul  quarrel,  departed  from  the  list.      Ti, 

-"  R.,.  ™' P'^^^^'^^-ed  at  the  eastern  end  of  the  lists 

--h  Conradt  M^t^    f  Mo'n  s^if  of  ?f '?f  ^'° 
an   dishonor  done  to  the  said  ^°"'?'^'^^'>  "^  f°"'  Reason 

'he foiioLrrofKt:"?.  ;''=";'"'  ^'^^'^■•■^  '•"-t f^m 

;.  repeated  l^^I^'?;:  C      Sfe'^r '^T ''- 
the  defendant  to  be  heard      „"'"'; '"'*<='^<='l  'he  reply  of 

i-eence,  and  offe:ed  hj  bod"rr  b"'  ^"^'^^''.'^'^ 
of  the  rnmKo<-,    4.  -^        oattie.      Ihe  esquires  ' 

each    is  S::,  r"'  'PP'-""^"'^''-  -^^  d^^'-ered  to 

-»""d  his  neck  that  hi";  '"f  "f  '°  ""''"^  *^  <■— 
..,„  ..      ;    "^^^'  ^"^t  his  two  hands  m.Vhf  .e?>^;,'"  ^ 

-  ~  management  of  the  bridle,  the^otheTro'S 
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The  shield  of  the  Scot  displayed  his  old  bearing,  the 
leopard,  but  with  the  addition  of  a  collar  and  broken 
chain,  in  allusion  to  his  la.e  captivity.     The  shield  of 
the  Marquis  bore,  in  reference  to  his  title,  a  serrated  a  id 
rocky  mountain.     Each  shook  his  lance  ^loft,  as  it  to 
ascertain    the   weight   ar.d   toughness  of  the   unwieldy 
weapon,  and   then    laid  it  in  the   rest.     The   sponsors, 
heralds,  and  squires,  now  retired  to  the  barrierj,  and  the 
combatants  sat  opposite  to  each  other,  face  to  face,  with 
couched  lance  and  closed  visor,  the  human  form  so  com- 
pletely enclosed,  that  they  looked  more  like  statues  of 
molten  iron  than  beings  of  flesh  and  blood.     The  silence 
of  suspense  vvas  now  general — men  breathed  thicker,  and 
their  very  souls  seemed  seated  in  their  eyes,  while  not  a 
sound  was  to  be  heard  save  the  snorting  and  pawing  of 
the  good  steeds,  who,  sensible  of  what  was  about  to 
happen,  were  impatient  to  dash  into  career.     They  stood 
thus  for  perhaps  three  minutes,  when  at  a  signal  given 
by  the  Soldan,  an  hundred  instruments  rent  the  air  with 
their  brazen  clamors,  and  each  champion  striking  his 
horse  with  the  spurs,  and  slacking  the  rein,  the  horses 
started  into  full  gallop,  and  the  knights  met  in  mid  space 
with  a  shock  like  a  thunderbolt.     The  victory  was  not  in 
doubt — no,  not  one  moment.     Conrade,  indeed,  showed 
himself  a  practised  warrior  ;  for  he  struck  his  antagonist 
knightly  in  the  midst  of  his  shield,  bearing  his  lance  so 
straight  and  true,  that  it  shivered  into  splinters  from  the 
steel  spear-head  up  to  the  very  gauntlet.     The  horse  of 
Sir  Kenneth  recoiled  two  or  three  yards  and  fell  on  his 
haunches,  but  the  rider  easily  raised  him  with  hand  and 
rein.      But   for   Conrade   there   was    no   recovery.     Sir 
Kenneth's  lance  had  pierced  through  the  shield,  through 
a  plated  corse^^t  of  Milan  steel  throutJ-h  a  secret  or  coat 
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of  linked  mail,  worn  beneaft,  tl,„  „        .      , 
him  deep  in  the  bosonT"    .!  u  '"^^''^'  ^""^  *°""ded 

leaving  Thl  f         u  '      ''  '""'"^  ''''"  from  his  saddle 

leavmg  the  truncheon  of  the  lance  fixed  in  hi  !' 

The  sponsors,  heralds,  and  Saladin  hf,!  Z  ^  °""'^- 
fro™  his  throne,  crowded  around  th'  t^'^"^'"^' 
"hile  Sir  Kenneth,  who  had  drawn  ll  """"f'^  ""'"  ' 
Ascovered  his  antagonist  was  totlnvteM  "''  ^''  "" 
manded  him  to  avot  his  I'  t  Th^  tl^'  "°"  """■ 
unclosed,  and  the  woundfd  In  "'  ""'  ''"'"> 

^l^ies,   replied,    "Wha     would    vof""^  T'^  °"  ^"^ 
decided  justly.    I  am  guikv     h  .^v.  '^ '     God   hath 

in  the  camp  thar  I      j"  V  .  ^'^  ^°''^^  ''^''"^^ 

confessor!"  "  ^"^  '°  '">-  ^°"'-  '«  ^e  have  a 

He  revive,  as  he  uttered  these  words. 

draled  'C'i'L' pTT' k'*^  ^°"'^"'  "'^  --"  "t  to  be 
to  p  ofit  by 't    virtues         d  ^'"""  '^^  "'^  '^-'^'  '^an 

;     icr  tnougn  his  wound  may  be  cured  ^rn^■  a 
seal  IS  on  the  wretch's  brow."  '  ^     ^^'^^^  " 

"Nevertheless,"  said  Richard    "  t 

^^'hat  you  may    hat  h.  ',       ^'^^  ^'^^  ^°  ^^^  him 

/   u  ludy,  mat  he  may  at  least  hav*:»  f.-^    r 

fe.on.     Slay  not  soul  and  body  ^ To  hi  oTA  Z u""' 
of  time  may  be  worth  ^        1.  '^"""  °"e  half-hour 

'helifeofth'eoldertpra^ch'''^"  ''""''"'  ^°"'' "-- 

-Sa2.-'^sttrbt?thr''    ''f    "^   "'-y^'"    -'" 
"Do  not  so     s'afd     h     t""'"'?''"''  """"  '°  °"^  '^"t" 

-^■..oomilPlorngtin^Zt'  ^r.^The'^"  'f^T 

it:::—!  ^^^f  v^-"  - "  p-.-hinm',,^!: 

-  Pr.n.c  u.  oe  delivered   over  to  the  Sarac;;s, 
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that  they  may  try  their  spells  upon  him.     We  arc  his 
sponsors,  and  demand  that  he  be  assigned  to  our  care." 

"  Thav  is,  you  refuse  the  certain  means  offered  to  re- 
cover him  ?"  said  Richard. 

"  Not  so,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  recollecting  himself. 
"  If  the  Soldan  useth  lawful  medicines,  he  may  attend 
the  patient  in  my  tent." 

"  Do  so,  I  pray  thee,  good  brother,"  said  Richard  to 
Saladin,  "  though  the  permission  be  ungraciously  yielded. 
— But  now  to  a  more  glorious  work.  Sound,  trumpets- 
shout,  England,  in  honor  of  England's  champion  !" 

Drum,  clarion,  trumpet,  and  cymbal,  rung  forth  at 
once,  and  the  deep  and  rei^ular  shout,  which  for  ages  has 
been  the  English  acclamation,  sounded  amidst  the  shrill 
and  irregular  yells  of  the  Arabs,  like  the  diapason  of  the 
organ  amid  the  howling  of  a  storm.  There  was  silence 
at  length. 

"  Brave  Knight  of  the  Leopard,"  resumed  Coeur  de 
Lion,  "  thou  hast  shown  that  the  Ethiopian  may  change 
his  skin  and  the  Leopard  his  spots,  though  clerks  quote 
Scripture  for  the  impossibility.  Yet  I  have  more  to  say 
to  you  when  I  hav  conducted  you  to  the  presence  of 
the  ladies,  the  best  judges,  and  best  rewarders,  of  deeds 
of  chivalry." 

The  Knight  of  the  Leopard  bowed  assent. 

"  And  thou,  princely  Saladin,  wilt  also  attend  them. 
I  promise  thee  our  Queen  will  not  think  herself  welcome, 
if  she  lacks  the  opportunity  to  thank  her  royal  host  for 
her  most  princely  reception." 

Saladin  bent  his  head  gracefully,  but  declined  the 
invitation. 

"I  must  attend  the  wounded  man,"  he  said.  "The 
leech  leaves  not  his  patient  more  than  the  champion  the 
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?^^;,:    ■  "°°"'    ''*'''  ""=  Soldan,  as   he  de- 

parted,     I  trust  ye  will  all  acrent  a  -^ii  ^- 
ki,„i  11-  accept  a  collation  under  the 

black  camcl-skm  tent  of  a  chief  of  Curdistan  " 

The  same  invitation  was  circulated  among  the  Chris- 
ten,, comprehending  all  those  of  sufficient  impor  ance  to 
be  admitted  to  s,t  at  a  feast  made  for  princes 

"Hark!-  said  Richard,  "the  timbrels  announce  that 
our  Queen  and  her  attendants  are  leaving  their  gallery 
and  see,  the  turbans  sink  on  the  ground,  as  if^s    uTk 
doun  by  a  destroying  angel.     All  he  prostrate  as  T  tl  e 

tZ    r"  """''  ''"'  ^"""J  -">'  'he'lustre  of  a  lady' 
.heck!     Come   we  will  to  the  pavillion,  and  lead  our 
conqueror  thuher  in  triumph.     How  I  pity  that  noWe 
Soldan,  who  knows  but  of  love  as  it  is  known  to  those  of 
inferior  nature  !  '  ^  ^^ 

Blonde!   tuned  his   harp   to   its   boldest   measure   to 
welcome  the  mtroduction  of  the  victor  into  the  pavffion 

Queen  Berengaria.     He  entered,  supported  on  e"  "e" 
side  by  his  sponsors,  Richard  and  Wilham  I  nn„        J 
and  knelt  gracefully  down   before  the  Ouetnfr°.' 
more  than  half  the  homage  wa     s  lentS  rend     T^ 
Edith,  who  sat  on  her  right  hand  "^    ^'""^  '° 

i'ZT'"'  *?'"!;  ""^  mistresses,"  said  the  King,  whose 

ght  was  m  the  execution  of  such  chivalrous  usiges 
let  Beauty  honor  Chivalry !     Undo  his  sr,„r,    R        ' 

Both  ladies  obeyed  the  royal  commands,- 
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band's  humor,  and  Edith  blushing  and  growing  pale 
alternately,  as  slowly  and  awkwardly  she  undid,  with 
Longsword's  assistance,  the  fastenings  which  secured  the 
helmet  to  the  gorget. 

"  And  what  expect  you  from  beneath  this  iron  shell  ? " 
said  Richard,  as  the  removal  of  the  casque  gave  to  view 
the  noble  countenance  of  Sir  Kenneth,  his  face  glowing 
with  recent  exertion,  and  not  less  so  with  present  emotion. 
"What  think  ye  of  him,  gallants  and  beauties?"  said 
Richard,  "  Doth  he  resemble  an  Ethiopian  slave,  or 
doth  he  present  the  face  of  an  obscure  and  nameless 
adventurer  ?  No,  by  my  good  sword  !  Here  terminate 
his  various  disguises.  He  hath  knelt  down  before  you, 
unknown  save  by  his  worth  ;  he  arises,  equally  distin- 
guished by  birth  and  by  fortune.  The  adventurous 
knight,  Kenneth,  arises  David,  Earl  of  Huntingdon, 
Prince  Royal  of  Scotland  !" 

There  was  a  general  exclamation  of  surprise,  and 
Edith  dropped  from  her  hand  the  helmet  which  she  had 
just  received.  ...     \ 

"  May  we  know  of  your  grace  by  what  strange  and 
happy  chance  this  riddle  has  been  read  ?"  said  the  Queen 
Berengaria. 

"  Letters  were  brought  to  us  from  F*. gland,"  said  the 
King,  "  in  which  we  learned,  among  other  unpleasant 
news,  that  the  King  of  Scotland  had  seized  upon  three 
of  our  nobles,  when  on  a  pilgrimage  to  Saint  Ninian, 
and  alleged  as  a  cause,  that  hii  heir,  being  supposed  to 
be  fighting  in  the  ranks  of  the  Teutonic  Knights,  against 
the  heathen  of  Borussia,  was,  in  fact,  in  our  camp  and  in 
our  power ;  and,  therefore,  William  proposed  to  hold 
these  nobles  as  hostages  for  his  safety.  This  gave  me 
the  first  light  on  the  real   rank  of  the   Knight  of  the 
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Leopard,  and  my  suspicions  were  confirmerl  K.  n    w 

.1-. ...  w  ;r;"r-:rs".  r^;'" 

a  secret  he  should  have  told  to  me  "  ""'' 

somewhat  softer  SaT,   iTrotT^  ^^^  ->'  "^^^  '^ 
"  Thv  heart  ^nff  >  fk  ^    ^  Plantagenet" 

cumhetiaXrit^rrtTt^,!^ 

"It  is  we  Plantagenets  who  boast  soft  anTf    r    \     "^■ 
Edith,"  he  continued,  turning  to  hif  !"^  ''''^'■''' 

pression  which  called  2?^^  ^  °"""'  "'^*  ^"  e''" 

™e  thy  hand   mv  fair  t  "f  '^''  ^heek.-"Give 

thine."    .       '  ^    '"^  ~"''"'  ^"*  Prince  of  Scotland, 

coieicri^hf  rSiTtinTofr  -^"-'-^  '^^ 

David,  Earl  of  Huntingdon  !!  ^^"''""'^  "'*'^*^'- 

«f  Edith  Plantagenefafl;    r  ''  """'"  '"  *"  P^^^^"^^ 

*e  character    f "  o^T  an7"      ^^  '°  ^"  ""''- 

"  -ay  be  well  believed  that  he  T"""'"  ^'^^'"'"■•^'•• 

suitable  earnestness  IT  """^  expressed,  with 

^ero^e  found1Sir^~rdr  ^  ''^  '^^'^  ^  °^- 

to  reciT/  PrceTlfTrf '^.'^'  ^"^  ^^'^^'•"  -ited 
but  for  its  large  "ve  die  'ed  r^H""/"  ^  '^"''  "'''-h, 
ordinary  shelte?  of  the  con^monrH  ""^  *^'  '''"  "'^ 
^^neath  its  ample  and  aTco,  ,^7?;° ^  ^'■^'' '^  >'«■ 
banquet  after  the  mr.cf-         ^^^^^^ng,  was  prepared  a 

-tended  up:„:tprf?h:r:st'::!:r  "'r  ^-^ 
^^^^-,  th^:sh::?s  s^:£::^^r'-^^-y  ■-  Ara. 

^  -I.I..  e,  „.,ci  uic  musiins  of  India, 
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which  were  here  unfolded  in  all  their  splendor  ;  far  less 
to  tell  the  cjifferent  sweetmeats,  ragouts  edged  with  rice 
colored  in  various  manners,  with  all  the  other  niceties  of 
Eastern  cookery.  Lambs  roasted  whole,  and  game  and 
poultry  dressed  in  pilaus,  were  piled  in  vessels  of  gold, 
and  silver,  and  porcelain,  and  ^  intermixed  with  large 
mazers  of  sherbet,  cooled  in  snow  and  ice  from  the  caverns 
of  Mount  Lebanon.  A  magnificent  pile  of  cushions  at 
the  head  of  the  banquet,  seemed  prepared  for  the  master 
of  the  feast,  and  such  dignitaries  as  he  might  call  to 
share  that  place  of  distinction,  while  from  the  roof  of  the 
tent  in  all  quarters,  but  over  this  seat  of  eminence  in 
particular,  waved  many  a  banner  and  pennon,  the  trophies 
of  battles  woUi,  and  kingdoms  overthrown.  But  amongst 
and  above  them  all,  a  long  lance  displayed  a  shroud, 
the  banner  of  Death,  with  this  impressive  inscription, 
"Saladin,  King  of  Kings — Saladin,  Victor  of 
Victors — Saladin  must  die."  Amid  these  prepara- 
tions, the  slaves  who  had  arranged  the  refreshments 
stood  with  drooped  heads  and  folded  arms,  mute  and 
motionless  as  monumental  statuary,  or  as  automata, 
which  waited  the  touch  of  the  artist  to  put  them  in 
motion. 

Expecting  the  approach  of  his  princely  guests,  the 
Soldan,  imbued,  as  most  were,  with  the  superstitions  of 
his  time,  paused  over  a  horoscope  and  corresponding 
scroll,  which  had  been  sent  to  him  by  the  Hermi*"  of 
Engaddi  when  he  departed  from  the  camp. 

**  Strange  and  mysterious  science,"  he  muttered  to 
himself,  "  which,  pretending  to  draw  the  curtain  of 
futurity,  misleads  those  whom  it  seems  to  ^uide,  and 
darkens  the  scene  which  it  pretends  to  illuminate  !  Who 
would  not  have  said  that  I  was  that  enemy  most  danger- 
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a  un,o„  betwixt  thi.  '^:::u:i^rx2z,T' 
^^o.toj.^--pL-:r.-^ 

tften,  .  .      -How  now,  what  means  this  intrusion  V' 
He  spoke  to  the  dwarf  Nectabanus  ^\.T    u'.  - 

wildly  expanded  deformed  fingers, 

"What  now?"  said  the  Soldan.  sternly. 
Acafe  Iwc  !    groaned  out  the  dwarf 
^  Ha  !  say'st  thou  ?"  answered  Saladin 
Acctpe  hoc!"  replied  the  panic-struck  rreatn 
~us.perhaps,that  he  repeated  the  1^::,. 

E^ptoT'    '    '"    '■""°^^'"    ^-    '"-'-■y.      said   the 

"•retch  !-Hear,  hear  me.  great  Soldan  i "       ^'  '^'P'^^'' 
Nay,  ,f  thou  hast  actual  wrong  to  comoiain  of"  .  -a 
Sal.d,n,  "fool  or  wise,  thou  art  entitledTo  th"     '      f 

l^mg.-Retire  hither  with  me  •"  and  LI  ^  v     '"  °^  ' 
inner  tent.  «  m  me  ,     and  he  led  hui,  mto  the 

b JenT;;  *t  rf """   ^^'^'^-^   '°>   ■•*  "-   soon 
Ae  arrivafoShl  V.  k"'  *^  *™'"P^'^'  -""ouncing 

their  rank  and  hi    01"-'  "''^^^^"""^  "^"  "^^^--^ 

°^'"  ■  ""^  '^"'«'y  he  saluted  the  young 
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Earl  of  Huntingdon,  and  generously  congratulated  him 
upon  prospiects,  which  seemed  to  have  interfered  with 
and  overclouded  those  which  he  had  himself  entertained. 

"  liut  think  not,"  said  the  Soldan,  "  thou  noble  youth, 
that  the  Prince  of  Scotland  is  more  welcome  to  Saladin, 
than  was  Kenneth  to  the  solitary  lide;im  when  they  met 
in  the  desert,  or  the  distressed  Ethiop  to  the  Hakim 
Adonbec.  A  brave  and  generous  disposition  like  thine 
hath  a  value  independent  of  condition  and  birth,  as  the 
cool  draught  which  I  here  proffer  thee,  is  as  delicious 
from  an  earthen  vessel  as  from  1  goblet  of  gold" 

The  Earl  of  Huntingdon  made  a  suitable  reply,  grate- 
fully acknowledging  the  various  important  services  he 
had  received  from  the  generous  Soldan ;  but  when  he  had 
pledged  Saladin  in  the  bowl  of  sherbet  which  the  Soldan 
had  proffered  to  him,  he  could  not  help  remarking  with 
a  smile,  "The  brave  cavalier,  liderim,  knew  not  of  the 
formation  of  ice,  but  the  munificertt  Soldan  cools  his 
sherbet  with  snow." 

*'  Wouldst  thou  have  an  Arab  or  a  Curdman  as  wise  as 
a  Hakim  ?"  said  the  Soldan.  "  He  who  does  on  a  dis- 
guise must  make  the  sentiments  of  his  heart  and  the 
learning  of  his  head  accord  with  the  dress  which  he 
assumes.  I  desired  to  see  hovv  a  brave  and  single-hearted 
,  cavalier  of  Frangistan  would  conduct  himself  in  debate 
with  such  a  chief  as  I  then  seemed  ;  and  I  questioned 
the  truth  of  a  well-known  fact,  to  know  by  what  argu- 
ments thou  wouldst  support  thy  assertion." 

While  they  were  speal'ing,  tht  Archduke  of  Austria, 
who  stood  a  little  apart,  was  struck  with  the  mention  of 
iced  sherbet,  and  took  with  pleasure  and  some  bluntness 
the  deep  goblet,  as  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon  was  about  to 
replace  it. 
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"  Most  delicious  !"   he  eVrl-.m^^       r. 

which  the  heat  of  the^ ^t'^ef '^'rth '7 '":'^'^'' 
following  the  debauch  of  the  prtedtnllv^  T"".'""" 
doubly  acceptable.  He  sighed  1!^/,!.'  ^'•'^/^■"^«^«^ 
*e  Grand  Master  of  th^telp  ,  :  '  Satd  n  7  '° 
Mgn  to  the  dwarf,  -^vho  advanced  and  r  .  f^  " 

a  harsh  voice,  the  words,   23/^  r  Th"""'' "I""' 

started,  like  a  steed  who  s^esaTn.i        u     ^'™P'*' 
Ihe  pathway  •  vet  infT  T  ""''^''  ^  ''"*•  "^^'side 

haos  his    1/      'n»tantly  recovered,  and  to  hide  per 
nap.s,  his  confusion,  raised  the  eoblet  t^  w    t  f 

those  lips  n,.ver  touched  thatt  £    .1      T^  "'  T''"' 
■Saladin  left  ifs  she=>t(,  ,    ,1"^^'''^^.'"'='    '•"'■     The  sabre  of 

was  waved  n  X^T  anJ t  7 ^ ,  ''^''"  *^  ^'°"'^-     '' 

-lied  to  the  etr^";;;:'  1:  t::t°'M  ^r'  '^^'''^^ 

maincrl,  for  a  s-cond  t'^  'ent,  whde  the  trunk  re- 
clenched  in  its  ;r;3p1he;,:,1'"the  T  "'^^"'''^'  ^"" 
.he  blood  that  sUd  Setinr"  "'"^""^  "'^ 

Aulr:::n^r:st^o'x:;  sTT^^^"  °^ '--.  -d 
:'^^e  in  his  hi?  2rd'iJrrf°i:::;  '''^.  '"r 

h's  turn  was  to  come  next  R.ehard  '^'^ ,!  u'^^  "'^^ 
hand  on  their  swords.  ^   ^""^  °*^'--'   '^W 

"Fear  nothing,  noble  Austria"  .said  t;..!,^- 
Posedly  a,i  if  noth-n<r  h,^   u  ,    ^'''^'''".  as  corn- 

England,  b^wro"  hat  ±f     T"''''  ""°''^°"'  ^y-i 

■manifold  trealon        not  f    T    "'"  '"'"■     ^'°'  '°^  h- 
be  vouched  bvhi«  ""^  ^"""^P'  "^ich,  as  may 

Richar  Sfe'irrtt"'  '^  '"f 'f  ^'  ^^^'"^'  '^-S 
fend  and  rnvselfTn  tlT  ^    ■"""^'^  '"^^  ^'■'"«  °f  Scot 

'-^  by  trfe  d  '";  '"^"•'•^'^-i"?-  to  save  our 
/  uie  speed  of  our  horses ;— not  thpf  i.«  u  ^ 
^"^^ed  up  the  Maronites  to  attack  u,  uoon  • 
occas  on  had  T  n^f  k  u  ''■''^'^  "^^  "Pon  tnis  very 
Arab=  as  rendeL";L''-°r '  "P.  unexpectedly  so  manT 
ncle.,.a  ,„,  3cneme  abortive  ;_not  for  any  or 
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all  of  these  cr-mes  does  he  now  lie  there,  although  each 
were  deserving  such  a  doom  ; — but  because,  scarce  haif- 
an-hour  ere  he  polluted  our  presence,  as  the  simoom 
empoisons  the  atmosphere,  he  poniarded  his  comrade 
and  accomplice,  Conrade  of  Montserrat,  lest  he  should 
confess  the  infamous  plots  in  which  they  had  both  been 
engaged." 

"  How  !  Conrade  murdered  ?— And  by  the  Grand 
Master,  his  sponsor  and  most  intimate  friend  !"  exclaimed 
Richard.  "  Noble  Soldan,  I  would  not  doubt  thee  ;  yet 
this  must  be  proved  ;  otherwise  " 

"  There  stands  the  evidence,"  said  Saiadin,  pointin^^  to 
the  terrified,  dwarf.  "  Allah,  who  sends  the  fire-fly  to 
illuminate  the  night-season,  can  discover  secret  crimes 
by  the  most  contemptible  means." 

The  Soldan  proceeded  to  tell  the  dwarfs  story,  which 
amounted    to   this. — In  his  foolish   curiosity,  or  as  he 
partly  confessed,  with  some  thoughts  of  pilfering,  Necta- 
banus  had  strayed  into  the  tent  of  Conrade,  which  had 
been  deserted  by  his  attendants,  some  of  whom  had  left 
the  encampment  to  carry  the  news  of  his  defeat  to  his 
brother,  and  others  were  availing  themselves  of  the  means 
which  Saladin  had  supplied  for  revelling.     The  wounded 
man   slept  under  the  influeiice  of  Saladin 's   wonderful 
talisman,  so  that  the  dwarf  had  opportunity  to  pry  about 
at  pleasure,  until  he  was  frightened  into  concealment  by 
the  sound  of  a  heavy  step.     He  skulked  behind  a  curtain, 
yet  could  see  the  motions,  and  hear  the  words  of  the  Grand 
Master,  who  entered,  and  carefully  secured  the  covering 
of  the  pavillion  behind  him.     His  victim  started  from 
sleep,  and  it  would  appear  that  he  instantly  suspected 
the  purpose  of  his  old  associate,  for  it  was  m  a  tone  of 
alarm  that  he  demanded  wherefore  he  disturbed  him, 
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"  I  come  to  confess  and  absolve  thpe  "  an...,„    ^  .u 
Grand  Master.  '    ^"''Wered  the 

Of  their  further  speech  the  terr.fioH  a.      e 

little  save  that  r^  *^™'^"/"V  '*^"'^ '■'^'"'^'"'^'■ed 

ittle,  save  that  Conrade  implored  the  Grand  Master  not 

o  break  a  wounded  reed,  and  that  the  Templar  st™" 

S:  f^^^"-'  -*,-  Turkish  dagger,  with'the  words 

tl  fieH  "''"''  '°"^  ^f'^^^'-d  haunted  the 

te    fled  ,maginat,on  of  the  concealed  witness 

r  verified  the  tale,"  said   Saladin,  "by  causing  the 

whom  am' rrr'-'  ^"^ '  -^^^^  "'■^  «nhapprbei : 

«hom  Allah  hath   made  the  discoverer  of  fhTcrim^' 
epeat  m  your  own  presence  the  words  which  the  mur 
derer  spoke,  and  you  yourselves  saw  the  effect  which 
they  produced  upon  his  conscience  " 

Zt  .1°""  P'"""'  '""  *^  King  of  England  broke 

Hut  w Wore  m   this  presence.,  wherefore  withXe 

"  r  had  designed  otherwi.se,"  said  Saladin,  "  but  had  r 

o    hastened  his  doom,  it  had  been  altogether  averted 

^mcc,  ,f  I  had  permitted  him  to  taste  of  my  cud  Ishl' 

"e.-edp  Hr"m^Jr:dt;fatri?:j '' ': 

^^,, carcass  and  his  memoo' be  removed  from  amongst 


-slau 
ten" 


Hie    body    Wa.S    r^rripA     ^,.-3,- 

:er  obliterated  or  conceale 
as  showed   that   the  case 


and    the  marks  of  the 

i  with  such  ready  dex- 

was  not  altogether  so 
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uncommon,  as  to  paralyze  the  assistants  and  officers  of 
Saladin's  household. 

But  the  Christian  princes  felt  that  the  scene  which 
they  had  beheld  weighed  heavily  on  their  spirits,  and 
although,  at  the  courteous  invitation  of  the  Soldan,  they 
assumed  their  seats  at  the  banquet,  yet  it  was  with  the 
silence  of  doubt  and  amazement.  The  spirits  of  Richard 
alone  surmounted  all  cause  for  suspicion  or  embarrass- 
ment. Yet  he,  too,  seemed  to  ruminate  on  some  pro- 
position, as  if  he  were  desirous  of  making  it  in  the  most 
insinuating  and  acceptable  manner  which  was  possible. 
At  length  he  drank  off  a  large  bowl  of  wine,  and 
addressing  the  Soldan,  desired  to  know  whether  it  was 
not  true  that  'he  had  honored  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon 
with  a  personal  encounter. 

Saladin  answered  with  a  smile,  that  he  had  proved  his 
horse  and  his  weapons  with  the  heir  of  Scotland,  as 
cavaliers  are  wont  to  do  with  each  other  when  they  meet 
in  the  desert ;  and  modestly  added  that,  though  the 
combat  was  not  entirely  decisive,  he  had  not,  on  his 
part,  much  reason  to  pride  himself  on  the  event.  The 
Scot,  on  the  other  hand,  disclaimed  the  attributed 
superiority,  and  wished  to  assign  it  to  the  Soldan. 

"  Enough  of  honor  thou  hast  had  in  the  encounter." 
said  Richard,  "  and  I  envy  thee  more  for  that,  than  for 
the  smiles  of  Edith  Plantagenet,  though  one  of  them 
might  reward  a  bloody  day's  work.— But  what  say  you. 
noble  princes  ;  is  it  fitting  that  such  a  royal  ring  of 
chivalry  should  break  up  without  something  being  done 
for  future  times  to  speak  of?  What  is  the  overthrow 
and  death  of  a  traitor,  to  .such  a  fair  garland  of  honor  as 
is  here  assembled,  and  which  ought  not  to  part  withoul 
witnessing   something   more    worthy   of   their    regard? 
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How  say  you,  princely  Soldan  ;  what  if  we  two  should 
now.  and  before  this  fair  company,  decide  the  long-con- 
tended  question  for  this  land  of  Palestine,  and  end  at 
once  these  tedious  wars  ?     Yonder  are  the  lists  ready 
nor  can  Paynimrie  ever  hope  a  better  champion    than 
hou.     1  unless  worthier  offers,  will  lay  down  my  gaunt- 
let ,n  behalf  of  Christendom,  and.  in  all  love  and  tnor 
we  W.11  do  mortal  battle  for  the  possession  of  Jerusalem  " 
There  was  a  deep  pause  for  the  Soldan's  answer.     His 
cheek  and  brow  colored  highly,  and  it  was  the  opinion 
of  many  present   that  he  hesitated  whether  he  should 
accept   he  challenge.     At  length  he  said :  "  Fighting  for 
the  Holy  City  agamst  those  whom  we  regard  as  idolaters 
and  worsh,ppers  of  stocks  and  stone.s,  and  graven  images' 
m,ght  confide  that  Allah  would  strengthen  my  arm? o; 
If  I  fell  beneath  the  sword  of  the  Melech  Ric,  I  could  not 
pass  to  Paradise  by  a  more  glorious  death.     But  Allah 
has  already  given  Jerusalem  to  the  true  believers,  and  it 
were  a  tempting  the  God  of  the  Prophet  to  peril,  upon 
my  own  personal  strength  and  skill,  that  which  I  hold 
securely  by  the  superiority  of  my  forces  " 

"Ifnot  for  Jerusalem,  then,"  said  Richard,  in  the  tone 
"LTf .^iT  ;™"'^,f  "-^^t  a  favor  of  an  intimate  friend, 
yet.  for  the  love  of  honor,  let  us  run  at  least  three  courses 
with  gnnded  lances." 

"Even  this,"  said  Saladin,  half  smiling  at  Coeur  de 
L.on  s  affectionate  earnestness  for  the  combat,  "  even  this 
'  may  not  lawfully  da  The  Master  places  the  shepherd 
"ver  t  e  flock,  not  for  the  shepherd's  own  sake,  but  f^r 

«"cn  I  fell,  I  might  have  had  the  l,hor<-.-  ,.  r  ho-.  -• 

?  h  th'r  "r  'f  '"'^"""'^■^ '  ''"'  >'°—  Scripture 
scatte,;  J  '^'  ''"'''""'"  '^  ^'"'"^"'  *e  sheep  are 
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"  Thou  hast  had  all  the  fortune,"  said  Richard,  turning 
to  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon  with  a  sigh.  "  I  would  have 
given  the  best  year  of  my  life  for  that  one  half-hour 
beside  the  Diamond  of  the  Desert !" 

The  chivalrous  extravagance  of  Richard  awakened  the 
spirits  of  the  assembly,  and  when  at  length  they  arose  to 
depart,  Saladin  advanced  and  took  Coeur  de  Lion  by  the 
hand. 

"  Noble  King  of  England,"  he  said,  "  we  now  part,  never 
to  meet  again.  That  your  league  is  dissolved,  no  more 
to  be  reunited,  and  that  your  native  forces  are  far  too 
few  to  enable  you  to  prosecute  your  enterprise,  is  as  well 
known  to  me  as  to  yourself  I  may  not  yield  you  up 
that  Jerusalem  which  you  so  much  desire  to  hold.  It  is 
to  us,  as  to  you,  a  Holy  City.  But  whatever  other  terms 
Richard  demands  of  Saladin,  shall  be  as  willingly  yielded 
as  yonder  fountain  yields  its  waters.  Ay,  and  the  same 
should  be  as  frankly  afforded  by  Saladin,  if  Richard  stood 
in  the  desert  with  but  two  archers  in  his  train !" 
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XXXI.    TO  A  HIGHLAND  GIRL 

(At  Invkrsneydi:.  upon  Loch  Lomond.) 


William  Wordsworth.— 1770-1850. 

Sweet  Highland  girl,  a  very  shower 
Of  beauty  is  thy  earthly  dower  ! 
Twice  seven  consenting  years  have  shed 
Their  utmost  bounty  on  thy  head  : 

!....iv  g!!./  1-jv.ivc  ,  ini3  nuusciiuiu  iawn  ; 

These  trees,  a  veil  just  half  withdrawn  ; 
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This  fall  of  water,  that  doth  make 
A  murmur  near  the  silent  lake ; 
This  little  bay,  a  quiet  road 
That  holds  in  shelter  thy  abode 
In  truth,  together  do  ye  seem 
Like  something  fashion'd  in  a  dream  • 
Such  forms  as  from  their  covert  peep' 
When  earthly  carts  are  laid  asleep  ^ 
Yet,  dream  and  vision  is  thou  art 
I  bless  thee  with  a  human  heart  • ' 
God  shield  thee  to  thy  latest  years  ^ 
Thee  neither  know  I  nor  thy  peers  • 
And  yet  my  eyes  are  fill'd  with  tearl 

With  earnest  feeling  I  shall  pray 
For  thee  when  I  am  far  away ; 
For  never  saw  I  mien,  or  face. 
In  which  more  plainly  I  could  trace 
Benignity  and  home-bred  sense 
Ripening  in  perfect  innocence. 
Here  scatter'd  like  a  random  seed, 
Remote  from  men,  thou  dost  not  need 
The  embarrass'd  look  of  shy  distress, 
And  maidenly  shamefac^dness : 
Thou  wear'st  upon  thy  forehead  clear 
The  freedom  of  a  mountaineer  : 
A  face  with  gladness  overspread  ! 
Soft  smiles,  by  human  kindness  bred  ' 
And  seemliness  complete,  that  sways 
Thy  courtesies,  about  thee  plays ; 
With  no  restraint,  but  such  as  springs 
From  quick  and  eager  visitings 
Of  thoughts  that  lie  bevond  the  reach 
Of  thy  few  words  of  English  speech  : 
A  bondage  sweetly  brook'd,  a  strife 
That  gives  thy  gestures  grace  and  life  ^ 
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So  have  I,  not  unmov'd  in  mind, 
Seen  birds  of  tempest-loving  kind, 
Thus  beating  up  against  the  wind. 

What  hand  but  would  a  garland  cull 
For  thee  who  art  so  beautiful  ? 
O  happy  pleasure  !  here  to  dwell 
Reside  thee  in  some  heathy  dell ; 
Adopt  your  homely  ways,  and  dress, 
A  shepherd,  thou  a  shepherdess  ! 
But  I  could  frame  a  wish  for  thee 
More  like  a  grave  reality  : 
Thou  art  to  me  but  as  a  wave 
Of  the  wild  sea ;  and  1  would  have 
Some  claUm  upon  thee,  if  I  could, 
Though  but  of  common  neighborhood. 
What  joy  to  hear  thee,  and  to  see  ! 
Thy  elder  brother  I  would  be, 
Thy  father,  anything  to  thee  ! 

Now  thanks  to  Heaven  !  that  of  its  grace 
Hath  led  me  to  this  lonely  place. 
Joy  have  I  had  ;  and  going  hence 
I  bear  away  my  recompense. 
In  spots  like  these  it  is  we  prize 
Our  memory,  feel  that  she  hath  eyes  : 
Then,  why  should  I  be  loth  to  stir  ? 
I  feel  this  plac-e  was  made  for  her  ; 
'I  o  give  new  pleasure  like  the  past, 
Continued  long  as  life  shall  last. 
Nor  am  I  loth,  though  pleased  at  heart. 
Sweet  Highland  girl !  from  thee  to  part ; 
For  I,  methinks,  till  I  grow  old. 
As  fair  before  me  shall  behold. 
As  I  do  now,  the  cabin  small, 
The  lake,  the  bay,  the  waterfall  ; 
And  thee,  the  spirit  of  them  all ! 
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(I797-) 


Samuel  Tayi.ok  Coleridoe.— 


1772  1834.- 


I. 


Vk  Clouds  !  that  far  above  me  float  and  pause, 
Whose  pathless  march  no  mortal  may  control  f 
Ve  Ocean- Waves  !  that,  wheresoe'er  ye  roll, 
Vield  homage  only  to  eternal  laws  ! 
Ve  Woods  !  that  listen  t-  the  night-birds  singing 
Midway  the  smooth  and  perilous  slope  reclin'd 
Save  when  your  own  imperious  branches,  swinging 
Have  made  a  solemn  music  of  the  wind  ! 
Where,  like  a  man  belov'd  of  God, 
Through  glooms,  which  never  woodman  trod 
How  oft,  pursuing  fancies  holy. 
My  moonlight  way  o'er  flowering  weeds  I  wound, 

Inspir'd,  beyond  the  guess  of  folly, 
%  each  rude  shape  and  wild  unconquerable  sound  ' 
U  ye  loud  Waves  !  and  O  ye  Forests  high  ! 

And  O  ye  Clouds  that  far  above  me  soar'd  ' 
Ihou  rising  Sun  !  thou  blue  rejoicing  Sky  ! 
Vea,  every  thing  that  is  and  will  be  free  ! 
Bear  witness  for  me,  whereso'er  ye  be, 

V\'ith  what  deep  worship  I  have  still  ador'd 
1  he  spirit  of  divinest  Liberty. 


i*  i 


II. 


When  France  in  wrath  her  giant-limbs  uprear'd 
And  with  that  oath,  which  smote  air,  earth,  and  ... 
^tump  d  her  strong  foot  and  said  she  would  be  free ' 
'"■  ^'^^"^ss  for  me,  how  T  hoped  and  fear'd  ' 
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With  what  a  joy  my  lofty  gratulation 

Unaw'd  I  sang,  amid  a  slavish  band , 
And  when  to  whelm  the  disenchanted  nation, 

Like  fiends  embattled  by  a  wizard's  wand. 
The  Monarchs  march'd  in  evil  day, 
And  Britain  join'd  the  dire  array, 

Though  dear  her  shores  and  circling  ocean, 
Though  many  friendships,  many  youthful  loves. 

Had  swoU'n  the  patriot  emotion. 
And  flung  a  magic  light  o'er  all  1  er  hills  and  groves ; 
Yet  still  my  voice,  unalter'd,  sang  defeat 

To  all  that  brav'd  the  tyrant-quelling  lance. 
And  shame  too  long  delay'd  and  vain  retreat  ! 
For  ne'er,  O  Liberty  !  with  partial  aim 
I  dimm'd  thy  li^ht  or  damp'd  thy  holy  flame  ; 

But  bless'd  the  paeans  of  deliver'd  France, 
And  hung  my  head  and  wept  at  Britain's  name. 


III. 

"  And  what,"  I  said,  "  though  Blasphemy's  loud  scream 

With  that  sweet  music  of  deliverance  strove  ! 

Though  all  the  fierce  and  drunken  passions  wove 
A  dance  more  wild  than  e'er  was  maniac's  dream  ! 
Ye  Storms,  that  round  the  dawning  east  assembled, 

The  Sun  was  rising,  though  ye  hid  his  light !" 
And  when,  to  soothe  my  soul,  that  hoped  and  trembled, 
.     The  dissonance  ceas'd,  and  all  seem'd  calm  and  bright ; 
When  France  her  front  deep-scarr'd  and  gory 
Conceal'd  with  clustering  wreaths  of  glory  ; 

When,  insupportably  advancing, 
Her  arm  made  mockery  of  the  warrior's  tramp, 

While,  timid  looks  of  fury  glancing, 
Domestic  treason,  crush'd  beneath  her  fatal  stamp, 
Writh'd  like  a  wounded  dragon  in  his  gore  : 
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Then  I  reproach'd  my  fears  that  would  not  flee 

T    1    r°"/'  ^  ''^^'  "  '^""  ^^^^^"^  ^^--h  her  lor^ 
In  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan  ' 

And,  conquering  by  her  happiness  alone 

Shall  France  compel  the  nations  to  be' free 

1.11  I-ve  and  Joy  look  round,  and  call  the  eirth  their  own.' 

IV. 

Forgive  me,  Freedom  !  O  forgive  those  dreams  f 
hear  thy  voice,  I  hear  thy  loud  lament, 
^rom  bleak  Helvetia's  icy  cavern  sent,- 
I  hear  thy  groans  upon  her  blood-stain'c  streams  t 
Heroes,  that  for  your  peaceful  country  perish'd,    " 
^  And  ye  that,  fleeing,  spot  your  mountain-snows 
.^itn  bleedmg  wounds,  forgive  me,  that  I  cherish'd 
One  thought  that  ever  bless'd  your  cruel  foes  t 
To  scatter  rage,  and  traitorous  guilt 
Where  Peace  her  jealous  home  had  built  • 
A  patriot-race  to  disinherit 
Of  all  that  made  their  stormy  wilds  so  dear 

And  with  inexpiable  spirit 
To  taint  the  bloodless  freedom  of  the  mountaineer,- 
0  Prance,  that  mockest  Heaven,  adulterous,  blind 

And  patriot  only  in  pernicious  toils 
Are  these  thy  boasts,  champion  of  human  kind  ^ 
1 0  mix  with  kings  in  the  low  lust  of  sway 
V el  in  the  hunt,  and  share  the  murderous  prey  • 

I  o  insult  the  shrine  of  Liberty  with  spoils 
i^rom  freemen  torn;  to  tempt  and  to  betray? 

V. 

'fhe  Sensual  and  the  Dark  rebel  in  vain, 
Slaves  by  their  own  compulsion  !     Tn'mq^  „.«,^ 
They  burst  their  manacles  and  wear  the  name 

^'  tree      i,  graven  on  a  heavier  chain  ! 
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O  Liberty  !  with  profitless  endeavor 

Have  I  pursued  thee,  many  a  weary  hour ; 
But  thou  nor  swell'st  the  victor's  strain,  nor  ever  ^ 

Didst  breathe  thy  soul  in  forms  of  human  powe''. 
Alike  from  all,  howe'er  they  praise  thee 
(Nor  prayer,  nor  boastful  name  delays  thee), 

Alike  from  Priestcraft's  harpy  minions. 
And  factious  Blasphemy's  obscener  slaves, 

Thou  speedest  on  thy  subtle  pinions. 
The  guide  of  homeless  winds,  and  playmate  of  the  waves 
And  there  I  felt  thee  ! — on  that  sea-cliff's  verge, 

Whose  pines,  scarce  travell'd  by  the  breeze  above, 
Had  made  one  murmur  with  the  distant  surge  ! 
Yes,  while  I  stood  and  gaz'd,  my  temples  bare. 
And  shot  my  feeing  through  earth,  sea,  and  air, 

Possessing  all  things  with  intensest  love, 
O  Liberty  !  my  spirit  felt  thee  there. 


XXXIII.    COMPLAINT  AND  REPROOF. 


Coleridge. 
I. 


How  seldom,  friend  !  a  good  great  man  inherits 
Honor  or  wealth,  with  all  his  worth  and  pains  ! 
It  sounds  like  stories  from  the  land  of  spirits. 
If  any  man  obtain  that  which  he  merits, 
Or  any  merit  that  which  he  obtains. 


11. 


For  shame,  dear  friend  !  renouiice  this  canting  strain  ! 
What  wouldst  thou  have  a  good  grea*^      in  obtain  ? 


THE  WELL  OF  ST.  KEYNE. 

Plnce-titles-salary-a  gilded  chain- 

)r  throne  of  corses  which  his  sword  hath  slain  ?_ 

hth  hr:r?°°'""^  ^^  "<«  "-"^  ^ut  end . 

Hath  he  not  always  treasures,  always  friends. 
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A  WELL  there  is  in  the  west  country 
And  a  clearer  one  never  was  seen- 

I  here  Ls  not  a  wife  in  the  west  country 
But  has  heard  of  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne. 

An  oak  and  an  elm-tree  stand  beside 
And  behind  doth  an  ash-tree  grow' 

And  a  willow  from  the  bank  above  ' 
Droops  to  the  water  below. 

A  traveller  came  to  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne  • 
Joyfully  he  drew  nigh  •  ^      ' 

For  from  cock-crow  he  hid  been  travelling, 
And  there  was  not  a  cloud  in  the  sky. 

He  drank  of  the  water  so  cool  and  clear 

^or  thirsty  and  hot  was  he; 
And  he  sat  down  upon  the  bank 

Lender  the  willow-tree. 

There  came  a  man  from  the  house  hard  by, 
Auhe  well  to  fill  his  pail ;  '  ^' 
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On  the  well-side  he  rested  it, 

And  he  bade  the  stranger  hail.  , 

"  Now,  art  thou  a  bachelor,  stranger  ?  "  quoth  he  ; 

"  For,  an  if  thou  hast  a  wife. 
The  happiest  draught  thou  hast  drank  this  day 

That  ever  thou  didst  in  thy  life. 

"  Or  has  thy  good  woman,  if  one  thou  hast, 

Ever  here  in  Cornwall  been  ? 
For,  an  if  she  have,  ^'H  venture  my  life 

She  has  drank  of  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne." 

"  I  have  left  a  good  woman  who  never  was  here," 

The  stranger  he  made  rep'y  ; 
"  But  that  my  draught  should  be  the  better  for  that, 

I  pray  you  answer  me  why.'' 

"  St.  Keyne,"  quoth  the  Cornish-man,  "  many  a  time 

Drank  of  this  crystal  well ; 
And,  before  the  angel  summon'd  her. 

She  laid  on  the  water  a  spell, — 

"  If  the  husband  of  this  gifted  well 

Shall  drink  before  his  wife, 
A  happy  man  thencei'  nh  is  he. 

For  he  shall  be  master  for  life  ; 

"  But  if  the  v'fc  shou,  1  dri  .k  of  it  first, 

God  help  the  husband  then  ! " 
The  stranger  stoop'd  to  the  Well  of  St.  Keyne, 

And  drank  of  the  water  again. 

"  You  drank  of  the  well,  I  warrant,  betimes  ?  " 

He  to  the  Cornish-man  said  ; 
But  the  Cornish-man  smiled  as  the  stran^'er  apake, 

And  sheepishly  shook  his  head : — 
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'  ?  H  r/"^'  "'  '"°"  "'  ^^^  ^'^^ding  was  done 
And  left  my  wife  in  the  porch  •  ' 

";,  '■'  'f  ^  «he  had  been  wiser  than  me 
tor  she  took  a  bottle  to  church" 
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XXXV.    THE  ISLES  OF  GREECE. 

Lord  Bvkon.--,788-,834. 

TH.i.sIesofGreece!  the  isles  of  Greece. 

J\  here  burning  Sappho  !oVd  and  sun« 

Were  grew  .he  arts  of  war  and  peace," 

" here  Delos  rose,  and  Phcebus  sprung. 
Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet  ' 

But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set.' 

The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse 
1  he  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  I'ute 

Hav.  found  the  fame  your  shores  Refuse  • 
lhe,r  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute        ' 
lo  sounds  which  echo  further  west 

Ihan  your  sires' "Islands  of  the  Blest." 
The  mountains  look  on  Marathon- 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea: 
And  musmg  there  an  hour  alone 

dream'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  free  • 

l-or  sandmg  on  the  Persians' grave 
I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave.     ' 

A  king  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 

U'h.ch  looks  o'er  sea-born  Salamis; 
And  sh>ps,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 

And  men  in  nations ;-all  were  his. 
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He  counted  them  at  break  of  day — 
And  when  the  sun  set,  where  were  they  ? 

And  where  are  they  ?  and  where  art  thou, 
My  country  ?     On  thy  voiceless  shore 

The  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more  ! 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine, 

Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine  ? 

'Tis  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame, 
Though  link'd  among  a  fetter'd  race, 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame. 
Even  as  I  sing,  suffuse  my  face  ; 

Foi*  what  is  left  the  poet  here  ? 

For  Greeks  a  blush — for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  we  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blest  ? 

Must  wc  but  blush  ? — Our  fathers  bled. 
Earth  !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead  ! 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three, 
To  make  a  new  Thermopylae  ! 

What,  silent  still  ?  and  silent  all  ? 

Ah  !  no ; — the  voices  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrent's  fall, 

And  answer,  "  Let  one  living  head, 
But  one,  arise, — we  come,  we  come  !  " 
'Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain — in  vain  :  strike  other  chords  ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine  ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes. 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine  ! 
Hark  !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 
How  answers  each  bold  Bacchanal ! 
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You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet ; 

Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone? 
Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 

The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one  ? 
You  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave— 
Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave  ? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine  ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these  ! 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divine  : 

He  served— but  served  Polycrates— 
A  tyrant ;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom's  best  and  bravest  friend  ; 
That  tyrant  was  Miltiades  ! 

Oh  !  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind  ! 
Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine  ! 

On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 
Exists  the  remnant  of  a  line 

Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 
And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown, 
'I'he  Heracleidan  blood  mi'ght  own. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks— 
They  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sells  : 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks. 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells  ; 

But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud,' 

W^ould  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine  ! 
Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade— 
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I  sec  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine  ; 

But  gazing  on  each  glowing  maid, 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves, 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 

Place  me  on  Sunium's  marbled  steep, 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweej) ; 
There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  die  : 

A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne'er  be  mine — 

Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine ! 


XXXVI.    GO  WHERE  GLORY  WAITS  THEE 
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Thomas  Mooke. — 1779-1852. 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee; 
But,  while  fame  elates  thee, 

O,  still  remember  me  ! 
When  the  praise  thou  meetest 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

C,  then  remember  me  ! 
Other  arms  may  press  thee, 
1  )earer  friends  caress  thee, 
All  the  joys  that  bless  thee 

Sweeter  far  may  be  ; 
But  when  friends  are  nearest, 
And  when  joys  are  dearest, 

O,  then  remember  me  ! 

When,  at  eve,  thou  rovest 
By  the  stpr  thou  lovest, 

O,  then  remember  me  ! 
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Think,  when  home  returning, 
Bright  we've  seen  it  burning,' 

O,  thus  remember  me  ! 
Oft  as  summer  closes, 
V/hen  thine  eye  reposes 
On  its  lingering  roses, 

Once  so  lov'd  by  thee. 
Think  of  her  who  wove  them, 
Her  who  made  thee  love  them, 
O,  then  remember  me  ! 

When,  around  thee  dying, 
Autumn  leaves  are  lying, 

O,  then  remember  me  ! 
And,  at  night,  when  gazing 
On  the  gay  hearth  blazing, 
O,  still  remember  me  ! 
Then,  should  music,  stealing 
All  the  soul  of  feeling, 
1  o  thy  heart  appealing, 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee ; 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Strains  I  used  to  sing  thee,-— 
O,  then  remember  me  I 
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XXXVII.    DEAR  HARP  OF   MY  COUNTRY. 


Moore. 


I'^^«  Harp  of  my  Country  !  i„  darkness  I  found  ,hee 
W  I  ',','„"    n"  '^'^^  ■'■■•''  ''""S  o'er  thee  long, 
•\'Hl  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedon,,  and  song  1 
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The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  of  gladness 
Have  waken'd  thy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  thrill ; 

But,  so  oft  hast  thou  echo'd  the  deep  sigh  of  sadness, 
That  ev'n  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee  still. 

1  )ear  Harp  of  my  Country  !  farewell  to  thy  numbers. 
This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall  twine ! 

do,  slee])  with  the  sunshine  of  fame  on  thy  slumbers,  ' 
Till  touch'd  by  some  hand  less  unworthy  than  mine  ; 

If  the  ])ulse  of  the  ])atriot,  soldier,  or  lover, 
Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone  ; 

I  was  but  as  the  wmd,  passing  heedlessly  over. 
And  all  ^he  wild  sweetness  I  waked  was  thy  own. 
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XXXVIII.     COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 


Moore. 


CoMK,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  you  languish, 

Come,  at  C.od's  altar  fervently  kneel ; 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguisli 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heal. 


Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  straying, 

Hope,  when  all  others  die,  fadeless  and  pure. 

Here  sj)eaks  the  Comforter,  in  God's  name  saying,— 
"  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  cure." 

Go,  ask  the  infidel,  what  boon  he  brings  us, 
WHiat  charm  for  aching  hearts  he  can  reveal, 

Sweet  as  that  heavenly  ])romise  Hope  sings  us, 
"  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  God  cannot  heal." 


THE  GLOVE  AND  THE  LIONS, 
XXXIX.    ON  A  LOCK  OF  MILTON'S  HAIR. 

Leigh  Hunt.— 1784-1859. 
It  lies  before  me  there,  and  my  own  breath 
Stirs  its  thin  outer  threads,  as  though  beside 
The  Hving  head  I  stood  in  honor'd  pride, 
Talking  of  lovely  things  that  conquer  death. 
Perhaps  he  press'd  it  once,  or  underneath 
Ran  his  fine  fingers,  when  he  leant,  blank-ey'd, 
And  saw,  in  fancy,  Adam  and  his  bride 
With  their  rich  Iocks,  or  his  own  Delphic  wreath. 
There  seems  a  love  in  hair,  though  it  be  dead. 
It  is  the  gentlest,  yct  the  strongest  thread 
Of  our  frail  plant,— a  blossom  from  the  tree 
Surviving  the  proud  trunk  ;— as  though  it  said 
i'atience  and  gentleness  is  power;  in  me 
Ikhold  affectionate  eternity. 
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XL.    THE  GLOVE  AND  THE  LIONS. 


Leigh  Hunt. 

KiNc  Francis  was  a  hearty  king,  and  lov'd  a  royal  sport, 
And  one  day,  as  his  lions  strove,  sat  looking  on  the  court  : 
The  nobles  fill'd  the  benches  round,  the  ladies  by  their  side, 
And  'niongst  them  Count  de  Lorge,  with  one  he  hoped  to  mike 
his  bride  ; 

And  truly  'twas  a  gallant  thing  to  see  that  crowning  show, 
\alor  and  love,  and  a  king  above,  and  the  royal  beasts  below. 

Ramp'd  and  roar'd  the  lions,  with  horrid  laughing  jaws ; 
They  bit,  they  glared,  gave  blows  like  beams,  a  wind  went  with 
their  paws  ; 
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With  wallowing  might  and  stifled  roar  they  roll'd  one  on  another, 
Till  all  the  pit^  with  sand  and  mane,  was  in  a  thund'rous  smother; 
The  bloody  foam  above  the  bars  came  whizzing  through  the  air ; 
Said  Francis  then,  "  Good  gentlemen,  M'e're  better  here  than 
there  !" 

De  Lorge's  love  o'erheard  the  King,  a  beauteous,  lively  dame, 
With  smiling  lips,  and  sharp  bright  eyes,  which  always  seemd 

the  same  : 
She  thought,  "The  Count,  my  lover,  is  as  brave  as  brave  can  be ; 
He  surely  would  do  desperate  things  to  show  his  love  of  me ! 
King,' ladies,  lovers,  all  look  on  ;  the  chance  is  wondrous  fine; 
I'll  drop  my  glove  to  prove  his  love ;  great  glory  will  be  mine !" 

She  dropp'd  her  glove  to  prove  his  love :  then  look'd  on  him 

and  smiled ; 
He  bow'd,  and  in  a  moment  leap'd  among  the  lions  wild  : 
The  leap  was  quick ;  return  was  quick ;  he  soon  regain'd  his 

place ; 
Then  threw  the  glove,  but  not  with  love,  right  in  the  lady's  face ! 
"In  truth  !"  cried  Francis,   "rightly  done!"  and  he  rose  from 

where  he  sat  : 
"No  love,"  quoth  he,  "but  vanity,  sets  love  a  task  like  that !" 


Rough  wind,  that  moanest  loud 

Grief  too  sad  for  song  ; 
Wild  ivind^  when  sullen  cloud 

Knells  all  the  night  long  ; 
Sad  storm,  whose  tears  are  vaifi, 
Bare  woods,  whose  branches  strain, 
Deep  caves  and  dreary  main, 
Wail,  for  the  world's  wrong. 


A  Z)i>^<'.— Shellev. 
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XLI.    THE  CLOUD. 


Percy  Bysshe  SHELLEY.-1792-1822. 

I. 

I  RRiNG  fresh  showers  for  the  thirsting  flowers 

From  the  seas  and  the  streams ; 
r  hear  hght  shade  for  the  leaves  when  laid 

In  their  noon-day  dreams. 
From  my  wings  are  shaken  the  dews  that  waken 

1  he  sweet  buds  every  one, 
\Vhen  rock'd  to  rest  on  their' Mother's  breast, 

As  she  dances  about  the  sun. 
I  wield  the  flail  of  the  lashing  hail, 

And  whiten  the  green  plains  under; 
And  then  again  I  dissolve  it  in  rain, 
And  laugh  as  I  pass  in  thunder.  ' 


II. 

I  sift  thv  snow  on  the  mountains  below, 

And  their  great  pines  groan  aghast ; 
And  all  the  night  'tis  my  pillow  white. 

While  I  sleep  in  the  arms  of  the  Blast. 
Sublime  on  the  towers  of  my  skyey  bowers 

Lightning,  my  pilot,  sits ; 
In  a  cavern  under  is  fetter'd  the  Thunder,— 

It  struggles  and  howls  at  fits. 
Over  earth  and  ocean  with  gentle  motion 

This  pilot  is  guiding  me, 
I '"red  by  the  love  of  the  Genii  that  move 

In  the  dej)ths  of  the  purple  sea; 
Over  ''       •..  .    - 


the  rills  and  the 


crags  and  the  hills, 


Over  the  lakes  and  the  plains^ 
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Wherever  he  dream  under  mountain  or  stream 

The  Spirit  he  loves  remains  ; 
And  I  all  the  while  bask  in  heaven's  blue  smile, 

Whilst  he  is  dissolving  in  rains. 


J! 
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III. 

The  sanguine  Sunrise,  with  his  meteor  eyes, 

And  his  burning  plumes  outspread, 
Leaps  on  the  back  of  my  sailing  rack, 

W^hen  the  morning  star  shines  dead  ; 
As  on  the  jag  of  a  mountain-crag, 

Which  an  earthquake  rocks  and  swings. 
An  eagle  ali|;  one  moment  may  sit 

In  the  light  of  its  golden  wings. 
And,  when  Sunset  may  breathe,  from  the  lit  sea  beneath, 

Its  ardor  of  rest  and  of  love, 
And  the  crimson  pall  of  eve  may  fall 

From  the  depth  of  heaven  above, 
^^'ith  wings  folded  I  rest  on  mine  airy  nest, 

As  still  as  a  brooding  dove. 

IV. 

That  orbbd  maiden,  with  white-fire  laden. 

Whom  mortals  call  the  Moon, 
Cilides  glimmering  o'er  my  fleece  like  floor 

By  the  midnight  breezes  strewn  ; 
And  wherever  the  beui  of  her  unseen  feet. 

Which  only  the  angels  hear. 
May  have  broken  the  woof  oi'  my  tent's  thin  roof, 

The  Stars  peep  behind  her  and  peer. 
And  I  laugh  to  see  them  whi'i  and  flee 

Like  a  swarm  of  golden  bees. 


I 


ON  LOOKING  INTO  CHAPMAN^s  HOMER. 

U-hen  I  widen  the  rent  in  my  wind-built  tent,^ 

Till  the  calm  rivers,  lakes,  and  seas. 
Like  strips  of  the  sky  fallen  through  me  on  high 

Are  each  pav'd  with  the  moon  and  these 
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V. 

I  bind  the  Sun's  throne  with  a  burning  zone 
And  the  Moon's  with  a  girdle  of  pearl  •      ' 
1  he  volcanoes  are  dim,  and  the  Stars  reel  and  swim 

When  the  Whirlwinds  my  banner  unfurl 
I'rom  cape  to  cape,  with  a  bridge-like  shape, 

Over  a  torrent  sea. 
Sunbeam-proof,  I  hang  like  a  roof,— 

The  mountains  its  columns  be  ' 
The  triumphal  arch,  through  which  I  march, 

With  hurricane,  fire,  and  snow 
When  the  Po^  .s  of  the  air  are  chain'd  to  my  chair 
Isthemilhon-color'dbow;  ' 

The  Sphere-fire  above  its  soft  colors  wove, 
AVhile  the  moist  Earth  was  laughing  below. 

VI. 

I  am  the  daughter  of  Earth  and  Water, 

And  the  nurvl-r  ,g  of  the  Sky  •  ' 

I  pass  through  the  pores  of  the^  ocean  and  shores  • 

i  change,  but  I  cannot  die 
I'or  after  the  rain,  when  with  never  a  stain 

1  he  pavilion  of  heaven  is  bare 
And  the  winds  and  sunbeams  with  their  convex  gleams 

i^uild  up  the  blue  dome  of  air,  ^ 

I  silently  laugh  al  my  own  cenot'aph  — 

And  out  of  the  caverns  of  rain 
I^'ke  a  child  from  the  womb,  like'  a  ghost  from  the  tomb 

I  arise,  and  unbuild  it  again  ^' 
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XLII.    ON  FIRST  LOOKING  INTO  CHAPMAN'S  HOMER. 

John  Kkats.— 1795-1821. 
Much  have  I  travell'd  in  the  reahns  of  gold., 
And  many  goodly  states  and  kingdoms  seen  ; 
Round  many  western  islands  have  I  been 
AVhich  bards  in  fealty  to  Apollo  hold. 
Oft  of  one  wide  expanse  had  I  been  told 
That  deep-brow'd  Homer  ruled  as  his  demesne  : 
Yet  did  I  never  breathe  its  pure  serene 
Till  I  heard  Chapman  speak  out  loud  and  bold  : 
Then  felt  I  like  some  watcher  of  the  skies 
When  a  new  planet  swims  into  his  ken  ; 
Or  like  stout  Cortez  when  with  eagle  eyes 
He  stared  at  the  Pacific— and  all  his  men 
Look'd  at  each  other  with  a  wild  surmise — 
Silent,  upon  a  peak  in  T3arien. 


XLIII.     ON  THE  GRASSHOPPER  AND  THE  CRICKET. 

Kkats. 
The  p  jetry  of  earth  is  never  dead  : 
When  all  the  birds  are  faint  with  the  hot  sun, 
And  hide  in  cooling  trees,  a  voice  will  run 
From  hedge  to  hedge  about  the  new-mown  mead  ; 
That  is  the  grasshopper's — he  takes  the  lead 
In  summer  luxmy, — he  has  never  done 
With  his  delights,  for,  when  tired  out  with  fun. 
He  rests  at  ease  beneath  some  pleasant  weed. 
The  poetry  of  earth  is  ceasing  never  : 
On  a  lone  winter  evening,  when  the  frost 
Has  wrought  a  silence,  from  the  stove  there  shrills 
The  cricket's  song,  in  warmth  increasing  ever. 
And  seems  to  one  in  drowsiness  half  lost. 
The  grasshopper's  among  some  grassy  hills. 
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XLIV.     THE  POWER  AND  DANGER  OF  THE  C^SARS. 

Thomas  De  guiNCEY.^i785.i8s9. 
From  The  C^:sars. 

To  this  view  of  the  i.„perial  el^racter  and  relations 
must  be  added  one  sing,,  cireumstance,  which  in  sle 
measure  a   ered  the  whole  for  the  inclividuai  who  hap- 
pcned  to  fi  1  the  office.     The  emperor  de  facto  might  be 
vowed  under  two  aspects  :  there  was  the  man,  and  there 
vas  the  office.    In  his  office  he  was  immortal  and  sacred 
but  as  a  question  might  still  be  raised,  by  means  of  a 
.ucrcenajy  army,  as  to  the  claims  of  the  particular  indi! 
VK lual  who  at  any  time  filled  the  office,  the  veiy  sanct.ty 
■•u  d  pnv,lege  of  the  character  with  which  he  was  clo'hed 
.mght  actually  be  turned  against  himself  ,•  and  her    .'ts 
at  this  pomt,  that  the  character  of  Roman  emperor  be-' 
came  truly  and  mysteriously  awful.     Gibbon  has  taken 
.K>t.ce  of  the  extraordinary  situation  of  a  subject  in    he 

ha  tth,^  r  .*"  "^^  "'''^"">'  °f  *e  emperor 

tha    this  was   metaphysically  hopeless.     Except  across 

Csl.  Tfi  ":  '""'"'''  ■^"^^^-^  --''?  ''  - 
impassible  to  find  even  a  transient  sanctuary  from  the 

mpenal  pursuit.     If  the  fugitive  went  down  toT  sea 
*ere  he  met  the  emperor:  if  he  took  the  wings  of  the 
n^orning,  and  fled  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth 
there  was  also  Ca:sar  in  the  oerson  of  h;    r    . 
Bui  h>,  o  I      jf  1  person  of  his  lieutenants. 

Bu  .  by  a  dreadful  counter-charm,  the  same  omnipresence 

tZ7:l:"''':"\r'''"'"'"  ^^•^'^'^   withered    he 

•i^jpCb  01    tne  poor  hnmKlf  rt-— — >-  i.  1 

fh«  r.  ;         •■•^rnoxe  pxinuncr,  met  and  confounded 

e   mp      ,  hi^3elf,  when  hurled  from  his  elevation  by 

^ome  fortunate  nval.     AI,  the  kingdoms  of  the  earl^Mo 
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one  in  that  situation,  became  but  so  many  wards  of  the 
same  infinite  prison.  Flight,  if  it  were  even  successful 
for  the  moment,  did  but  a  little  retard  his  inevitable 
doom.  And  so  evident  was  this,  that  hardly  in  one 
instance  did  the  fallen  prince  attempt  to  fly  ;  passively  he 
met  the  death  which  was  inevitable,  in  the  very  spot 
where  ruin  had  overtaken  him.  Neither  was  it  possible 
even  for  a  merciful  conqueror  to  show  mercy  ;  for,  in  the 
presence  of  an  army  so  mercenary  and  factious,  his  own 
safety  was  but  too  deeply  involved  in  the  extermination 
of  rival  pretenders  to  the  crown. 

Such,  amidst  the  sacred  security  and  inviolability  cf 
the  office,  was  the  hazardous  tenure  of  the  individual. 
Nor  did  his  dangers  always  arise  from  persons  in  the 
rank  of  competitors  and  rivals.  Sometimes  it  menaced 
him  in  quarters  which  his  eye  had  never  penetrated,  and 
from  enemies  too  obscure  to  have  reached  his  ear.  By 
way  of  illustration  we  will  cite  a  case  from  the  life  of  the 
Emperor  Comm  dus.  which  is  wild  enough  to  have 
furnished  the  plot  of  a  romance,  though  as  well  authen- 
ticated as  any  other  passage  in  that  reign.  The  story  is 
narrated  by  Herodian,  and  the  outline  was  this : — A 
slave  of  noble  qualities,  and  of  magnificent  person,  having 
liberated  himself  from  the  degradations  of  bondage,  de- 
termin  A  to  avenge  his  own  wrongs  by  inflicting  continual 
terror  upon  the  town  and  neighborhood  which  had  wit- 
nessed his  humilialion.  For  this  purpose  he  resorted  to 
the  woody  recesses  of  the  province  (somewhere  in  the 
modern  Transylvania),  and,  attracting  to  his  wild  en- 
campment as  many  fugitives  as  he  could,  by  degrees  he 
succeeded  in  training  a  very  formidable  troop  of  free- 
booters. Partly  from  the  enerq;v  of  his  own  nature,  and 
partly  from  the  neglect  and  remissness  of  the  provincial 
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magistrates  the  robber  captain  rose  from  less  to  more 
un.,1  he  had  formed  a  little  army,  equal  to  the  taXof 
assaultmg  fortified  cities.     I„  this  stage  of  his  adv  nture 
he  encountered   and   defeated  several   of  the   imper  a 
officers  commanchng  la.ge  detachments  of  troops  ;aTd 

t  length  grew  of  conseq4ence  sufficient  to  draw  upon 

.mself  the  emperors  eye,  and  the  honor  of  his  pLsonal 
Hj^pleasure^    In  high  wrath  and  disdain  at    he    nsuh 
offered  to  h,s  eagles  by  this  fugitive  slave,  Commodu 

Immated  agamst  him  such  an  edict  as  left  him  no  hope 
of  much  longer  escaping  with  impunity 

-'ubhc   vengeance  was   now  awakened  ;  the   imperial 

centre ,  and  the  slave   became  sensible   that  in  a  verv 
J  0^  space  of  time  he  must  be  surrounded  and  destro;!! 

erted  the  various  steps  foe  car^'ing  it  into  effect   -md 
end,sm,ssed  them  as  independent  Wanderers.     Soondt 
the  first  chapter  of  the  tale. 

The  next  opens  in  the  passes  of  the  Alps,  whither  bv 
anous  routes  of  seven  or  ei.ht  hundred  miles  in  ex  'enf 

ese  men  had  threaded  their  way  in  manifold  disg^^'  ' 
h^oug  U  e  very  midst  of  the  emperor's  camps.     Zord-' 

ere.  tdae"  '  ^""k"  '"'''""''■  '"  ^^''^■^•^  *e  ^eans 
«erc  a    audacious  as  the  purpose,  the  conspirators  were 

bZ    r    Tu-     ^'°'"  *"  °"""'«=  t°  the  Tiber  did  this 

ven  Jan"-;i!  !';°"''  '"'"""'"  ''>'  *^  --^  '^irst  of 

'hey"  knew  onlvTl'-'   '^T'"'  "''''   ""^hty  foe   whom 
y  knew  only  by  his  proclamations  against  themselves. 
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Everything  continued -to  prosper ;  the  conspirators  met 
under  the  walls  of  Rome  ;  the  final  details  were  arranircd  • 
and  those  also  would  have  prospered  but  for  a  trifling 
accident.     The   season  was  one  of  general   carnival  at 
Rome  ;   and,  by  the  help  of  those  disguises  which  the 
license  of  this  festival  time  allowed,  the  murderers  were 
to  have  penetrated  as  maskers  to  the  emperor's  retire- 
ment, when  a  casual  word  or  two  awoke  the  suspicions 
of  a  sentinel.     One  of  the  conspirators  was  arrested; 
under  the  terror  and  uncertainty  of  the  moment,  he  made 
much  ampler  discoveries  than   were  expected  of  him ; 
the  other  accomplices  were  secured  :  and  Commodus  was 
delivered  from  the  uplifted  daggers  of  those  who  had 
sought  him 'by  months  of  patient  wanderings,  pursued 
through  all  the  depths  of  the  Illyrian  forests,  and  the 
difficulties  of  the  Alpine  passes.     It  is  not  easy  to  find 
words   of   admiration    commensurate   to    the    energetic 
hardihood  of  a  slave — who,  by  way  of  answer  and  reprisal 
to  an  edict  summarily  consigning  him  to  persecution  and 
death,  determines  to  cross  Europe  in  quest  of  its  author, 
though  no  less  a  person  than  the  master  of  the  world— 
to  seek  him  out  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  his  capital  cit}', 
of  his  private  palace,  of  his  consecrated  bed-chamber— 
aud  there  to  lodge  a  dagger  in  his  heart,  as  the  adequate 
reply  to  the  imperial  sentence  of  proscription  against 
himself 

Such,  amidst  the  superhuman  grandeur  and  hallowed 
privileges  of  the  Roman  emperor's  office,  were  the  extra- 
ordinary perils  which  menaced  the  individual  officer. 
The  office  rose  by  its  grandeur  to  a  region  above  the 
clouds  and  vapors  of  earth  :  the  officer  might  find  his 
personal  security  as  unsubstantial  as  those  wandering 
vapors.     Nor  is  it  possible  that  'these  circumstances  of 
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or  Asia,  a  poo.  r:  H^ ;::;";;  ''^  '^-^^^ 

tiger's  leap,  of  his  own  heart  AM  hJl,  1'"  '""i  """^ 
depths  which  belong  to  ma's  fra1  v  aM  ^h'^  '^  '""^  '''^ 
«W  ana  .eannesl  the  e^tre^'  0I' i-^r;:!:; 

-  iavishi.  With  ^^^::::t^^  "°-^^ 
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XLV.     UNTHOUGHTFULNESS. 

Dr.  Arnold.— 1795.1842. 
A  Lecture  delivered  In  Rugby  Chapel. 

^:^^:T"'^J'^  '''  '  -PP"-.  -e  of  the 

.     mean,  who  understand  no  worldly  thins  well  •  of 

'^"■^e  who  are  careless  abonf  o...,,.^--  -  ' 

")•  ^"veiy    brcqfh  nf  ^   •    •  ; '^  ^-'"^^  ^cirrica  about 

u  fh.         •  ^  opinion,   without   knowlede-e    ;,nH 

Without  i)r  no  Die      Rnf  fK«  ^  •  •      ;"'^'^^<-"fee,   and 

1    'icipie.     I5ut  the  term  spiritual  folly  includes, 
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unhappily,  a  great  many  more  than  these  ;  it  takes  in 
not  those  only  who  are  in  the  common  sense  of  the  term 
foolish,  but  a  great  many  who  are  in  the  common  sense 
of  the  term  clever,  and  many  who  are  even  in  the  com- 
mon sense  of  the  terms,  prudent,  sensible,  thoughtful,  and 
wise.  It  is  but  too  evident  that  some  of  the  ablest  men 
who  have  ever  lived  upon  earth,  have  been  in  no  less  a 
degree  spiritually  fools.  And  thus,  it  is  not  without 
much  truth  that  Christian  writers  have  dwelt  upon  the 
insufficiency  of  worldly  wisdom,  and  have  warned  their 
readers  to  beware,  lest,  while  professing  themselves  to  be 
wise,  they  should  be  accounted  as  fools  in  the  sight  of 
God. 

But  the  opposite  to  this  notion,  that  those  who  are,  as 
it  were,  fools  in  worldly  matters  are  wise  before  God,— 
although  this  also  is  true  in  a  certain  sense,  and  under 
certain  peculiar  circumstances,  yet  taken  generally,  it  is 
the  very  reverse  of  truth  ;  and  the  careless  and  incautious 
language  which  has  been  often  used  on  this  subject,  has 
been  extremely  mischievous.  On  the  contrary,  he  who 
is  foolish  in  wo -Idly  matters  is  likely  also  to  be,  and 
most  commonly  is,  no  less  foolish  in  the  things  of  God 
And  the  opposite  belief  has  arisen  mainly  from  that 
strange  confusion  between  ignorance  and  innocence,  with 
which  many  ignorant  persons  seem  to  solace  themselves, 
Whereas,  if  you  take  away  a  man's  knc>u  ledge,  you  do 
not  bring  him  to  the  state  of  an  infant,  but  to  that  of  a 
brute;  and  of  one  of  the  most  mischievous  and  malignant 
of  the  brute  creation.  For  you  do  not  lessen  or  weaken 
the  man's  body  by  lowering  his  mind  ;  he  still  retains 
his  strength  and  his  passions,  the  passions  leading  to 
self-indulgence,  ihe  strength  which  enables  him  to  fee!'- 
them  by  continued  gratification.     He  will  not  think,  it  is 
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true,  to  any  good  purpose  ■  it  is  verv  possible  to  destroy 
,n  h,m  the  power  of  reflection,  wliether  as  exercised  upon 
outward  th,ngs,  or  upon  himself  and  his  own  nature  or 
W^n  God.     But  you  cannot  destroy  the  power  of  adapt- 
ing; means  to  ends,  nor  that  of  concealing  his  purnoses 
y  fraud  or  falsehood  ;  you  take  only  hfs  wLd'Tand 
leave  that  cunn.ng  which  marks  so  notoriously  both  the 
savage  and  the  madman.     He,  then,  who  is  a  fool  as  far 
as  regards  earthly   things,  is   much   more  a  fool   with 
regard  to  heavenly  things  ;  he  who  cannot  raise  himself 
vcn  to  the  lower  height,  how  is  he  to  attain   to  the 

h!  T  H     "!:°  "  "'*°"'  '•^^^°"  -1  consciencthow 
shall  he  be  endowed  with  the  spirit  of  God  ? 

,  \  "  u'"^u''^''^  -conviction  and  long  experience  of  this 
truth,  wh,ch  makes  me  so  grieve  over  a  want  of  inte  e 
.n  >'our  own  improvement  in  human  learning,  whenever 

htT  "•■r"'"'  "'^  P''^^'*'^"^^  °f  "  thoughtless  and 
ch>lcl,sh  spn-,t  amongst  you.  ...  The  idleness  and  want 

of  m  crest  wh.ch  I  grieve  for,  is  one  which  extends  ile^ 
but  too   impartially,  to   knowledge  of  every  kind  •   to 
divne  knowledge,  as  might  be  expected,  even  more  than 
0    uman.     Those  whom  we  commonly  find  careS 
arc         I  S;^'^'-!'' '«=^^°"».  a>-e  quite  as  ignorant  and  as 
careless  about  the.r  Bibles  ;  those  who  have  no  interest  in 
oncral  hteraturc.  in  poetry,  or  in  history,  or  in  philo.  ,phy, 
accrtamly  no  greater  interest,  I  do  not  say  in  work^ 
theology,  but  .„  works  of  practical  devotion,  in  the 
ves  of  holy  men,  m  meditations,  or  in  prayers.     Alas 
Ae  .nterest  of  their  minds  is  bestowed  on  things   far 
Wer  than  the  very  lowest  of  all  which  I  have  na'med 
and   therefore    \r^  ^-^-^  ih-r^.     i     •  •  -  ' 

liffloh-  t'      1         ,  'Jcsinng  soinethinjT   only  a 

'■"Ic  h.^irhcr  than  their  present  n„r.n.>.  .^,,1.1  1.  u...  . 
encourcu.  n^  ;  it  would. 
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rising  upwards.  It  may,  indeed,  stop  at  a  point  short  of 
the  highest,  it  may  learn  to  love  earthly  excellence,  and 
rest  there  contented,  and  seek  for  nothing  more  perfect ; 
but  that,  at  any  rate,  is  a  future  and  merely  contingent 
evil.  It  is  better  to  love  earthly  excellence  than  earthly 
folly  ;  it  is  far  better  in  itself,  and  it  is,  by  many  degrees, 
nearer  to  the  Kingdom  of  God. 

There  is  another  case,  however,  which  I  cannot  but 
think  is  more  frequent  now  than  formerly  ;  and  if  it  is 
so,  it  may  be  worth   while  to   direct  our   attention  to 
it     Common   idleness  and  absolute  ignorance  are  not 
what  I  wish  to  speak  of  now,  but  a  character  advanced 
above   these  ;   a  character   which   does   not   neglect  its 
school-lessons,  but   really  attains  to  considerable  profi- 
ciency in  them  ;  a  character  at  once  regular  and  amiable, 
abstaining  from  evil,  and  for  evil  in  its  low  and  grosser 
forms  having  a  real  abhorrence.     What,  then,  you  will 
say,  is  wanting  here  ?     I  will  tell  you  what  seems  to  be 
wanting — a  spirit  of  manly,  and  much  more  of  Christian, 
thoughtfulness.      There    is    quickness    and    cleverness; 
much  pleasure,  perhaps,  in  distinction,  but  little  in  im- 
provement ;  there  is  no  desire  of  knowledge  for  its  own 
sake,  whether  human  or  divine.     There  is,  therefore,  but 
little  power  of  combining  and  digesting  what  is  read; 
and,  consequently,  what  is  read  passes  away,  and  takes 
no  root  in  the  mind.     This  same  character  shows  itself 
in  matters  of  conduct ;  it  will  adopt,  without  scruple,  the 
most  foolish,  commonplace  notions  of  boys,  about  what 
is  right  and  wrong  ;   it  will  not,  and  cannot,  from  the 
lightness  of  its  mind,  concern  itself  .seriously  about  what 
is  evil  in  the   conduct  of  others,  because  it  takes  no 
regular  care  of  its  own,  with  reference  to  pleasing  bod, 
it  will  not  do  anything  low  or  wicked,  but  it  will  some- 
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times  laugh  at  those  who  do  ;  and  it  will  by  no  means 
take  pains  to  encourage,  nay,  it  will  sometimes  thwart 
and  oppose  anything  that  breathes  a  higher  spirit  and 
asserts  a  more  manly  and  Christian  standard  of  duty 

One  cause  of  this  consists  in  the  number  and  character 
and  cheapness,  and  peculiar  mode  of  publication,  of  the 
works  of  amusement  of  the  present  day.     The  works  of 
amusement  published  only  a  very  few  years  since  were 
comparatively  few  in  number ;  they  were  less  exciting 
and   therefore   ^         ^tractive  ;    they   were   dearer,   and 
therefore  less  a  -ssi.  'e  ;  and,  not  being  published  peri- 
odically, they  e  ^      ot  occupy  the  mind   for  so  long  a 
tune,  nor  keep  alive  so  constant  an  expectation  ;  nor,''by 
thus  dwelling  upon  the  mind,  and  distilling  themselves 
into  it  as  it  were  drop  by  drop,  did  they  possess  it  so 
largely,  coloring  even,  in  many  instances,  its  very  lan- 
guage, and  affording  frequent  matter  for  conversation.  ' 

The  evil  of  all  these  circumstances  is  actually  enormous. 
The  mass  of  human  minds,  and  much  more  of  the  minds 
of  young  oersons,  have  no  great  appetite  for  intellectual 
exercise ;   out  they  have  some,  which  by  careful  treat- 
ment may  be  strengthened  and  increased.     But  here  to 
this  weak  and  delicate  appetite  is  presented  an  abun- 
dance of  the  most  stimulating  and  least  nourishing  food 
possible.     It  snatches  it  greedily,  and  is  not  only  satisfied, 
but  actually  conceives  a  distaste  for  anything  simpler  and 
more  wholesome.     That  curiosity  which  is  wisely  given 
us  to  lead  us  on  to  knowledge,  finds  its  full  gratification 
m  the  details  of  an  exciting  and  protracted  story,  and 
llicn  lies  down  as  it  were  gorged,  and  goes  to  sleep. 
Other  faculties  claim  their  turn,  and  have  it.     We  know- 
that  in  youth  the  healthy  body  and  lively  spirits  require 
exercise,  and  in  this  they  may  and  ought  to  be  indulged  ; 
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but  the  time  and  interest  which  remain  over  when  the 
body  has  had  its  enjoyment,  and  the  mind  desires  its 
share,  this  has  been  already  wasted  and  exhausted  upon 
things  utterly  unprofitable  :  so  that  the  mind  goes  to  its 
work  hurriedly  and  languidly,  and  feels  it  to  be  no  more 
than    .  '  rrden.     The  mere  lessons  may  be  learnt  from  a 
sense  u.    duty  ;  but  that  freshness  of  power  which  in 
young  persons  of  ability  would  fasten  eagerly  upon  some 
one  portion  or  other  of  the  wide  field  of  knowledge,  and 
there  expatiate,  drinking  in  health  and  strength  to  the 
mind,  as  surely  as  the  natural  exercise  of  the  body  gives 
to  it  bodily  vigor, — that  is  tired  prematurely,  perverted, 
and  corrupted ;   and   all   the   knowledge  which   else  it 
might  so  covet,  it  now  seems  a  wearying  effort  to  retain. 
Great  and  grievous  as  is  the  evil,  it  is  peculiarly  hard 
to  find  the  remedy  for  it.     If  the  books  to  which  I  have 
been  alluding,  were  books  of  downright  wickedness,  we 
might  destroy  them  wherever  we  found  them  ;  w"  might 
forbid  their  open  circulation  ;  we  might  conjure  you  to 
shun  them  as  you  would  any  other  clear  sin,  whether  of 
word  or  deed.     But  they  are  not  wicked  books  for  the 
most   part ;    they   are   of  that   class   which   cannot  be 
actually  prohibited ;  nor  can  it  be  pretended  that  there 
.  is  a  sin  in  reading  them.     They  are  not  the  more  wicked 
for  being  published  so  cheap,  and  at  regular  intervals ; 
but  yet  these  two  circumstances  make  them  so  peculiarly 
injurious.      All   that  can  be  done  is  to  point  out  the 
evil ;  that  it  is  real  and  serious  I  am  very  sure,  and  its 
defects  are  most  deplorable  on  the  minds  of  the  fairest 
promise  ;  but  the  remedy  for  it  rests  with  yourselves,  or 
rather  with  each  of  you  individually,  so  far  as  he  is  him- 
self concerned.     That  an  unnatural  and  constant  excite- 
ment of  the  mind  is  most  injurious,  there  is  no  doubt; 
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UNTHOUGHTFUi^NESS. 
that  excitement  involves  a  consequent  weakness  is  a  law 

s..y  and  z,u,  to  17  zz':  sra'r  t 

-sdom,  ,s  also  c-ear  in  itself,  and  proved  too'ar  elybl 
expenence      And  that  without  reflection  there  ca^t  no 
sp  ntua  understanding,  is  at  once  evident ;  while  without 
sp.ntual  understand,ng,  that  is,  without  a  L-lw ledJfaL 
a  .study  of  God's  will,  there  can  be  no  spiritual  HfeA^d 
hcrefore  chddishness  and  unthought'ulness     annof  be 
light  evils;  and  .f  I  have  rightly  traced  the  prevaLce 
f  these  defects  to  its  cause,  although  that  clusc  n  ay 
■seem  to  some  to  be  trifling,  yet  surely  it  is  well  to "aT 
our    ttenfon  to  i,  and  to  remind  yo'u  that  in  read  „g 
orks  of  amusement,  as  in  every  other  lawful  pleasure 
t  ere  .s  and   must  be  an  abiding  responsibility  in  the 
^^ht  of  God  ;  that,  like  other  lawful  j^easures.  we  mus 
beware  of  excess  in  it ;  and  not  only  so  but  if  we^nH 
J.    urtful  to  us,  either  because  we  have  uld   t  too   ree  J 
n    mes  past,  or  because  our  nature  is  too  weak  I  bet 
t.  that  then  we  are  bound  most  solemnly  to  abstl 

'''";;:■/"'• """ '""  '""^  -""'  -^'^  ^--"■'^  "-"^ 

m  ,,nris  of  God,  ^-.ovc,  beiow,  nvuhin  us  a„d  arou„d 
■"-^oges  ,„  that  ,00k,  to  ./.«,  Ho^.  God  ^»«  ~:.^. 

John  Keble.— 1792-1866. 
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XLVI.    THE  BRIDGE  OF  SIGHS. 


Thomas  Hood.— 1799-1845. 

One  more  Unfortunate, 
Weary  of  breath, 
Rashly  importunate. 
Gone  to  her  death  ! 


I 


Take  her  up  tenderly, 
Lift  her  with  care  ; 
Fashion'd  so  slenderly. 
Young,  and  so  fair ! 

Look  at  her  garments 
Clinging  like  cerements; 
Whilst  the  wave  constantly 
Drips  from  her  clothing  ; 
Take  her  up  instantly, 
Loving,  not  loathing. — 

Touch  her  not  scornfully  ; 
Think  of  her  mournfully. 
Gently  and  humanly ; 
Not  of  the  stains  of  her, — 
All  that  remains  of  her 
Now  is  pure  womanly. 

Make  no  deep  scrutiny 
Into  her  mutiny 
Rash  and  undutiful : 
Past  all  dishonor,  - 
Death  has  left  on  her 
Only  the  beautiful. 


THE  BRIDGE  OF  SIGHS. 

Still,  for  all  slips  of  hers, 
One  of  Eve's  family,—  ' 
Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  hers 
Oozing  so  clammily. 

Loop  up  her  tresses 
Escai)ed  from  the  comb,— 
Her  fair  auburn  tresses  ; 
Whilst  wonderment  guesses 
Where  was  her  home  ? 

Who  was  her  father  ? 
Who  was  her  mother  ? 
Had  she  a  sister  ? 
Had  she  a  brother  ? 
Or  was  there  a  dearer  one 
Still,  and  a  nearer  one 
Yet,  than  all  other  ? 

Alas  I  for  the  rarity 
Of  Christian  charity 
Under  the  sun  ! 
Oh  !  it  was  pitiful ! 
Near  a  whole  city  full, 
Home  she  had  none. 

Sisterly,  brotherly. 
Fatherly,  motherly 
Feelings  had  changed  : 
Love,  by  harsh  evidence. 
Thrown  from  its  eminence ; 
Even  God's  providence 
Seeming  estranged. 

Where  the  lamps  quiver 
So  far  in  the  river, 
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With  many  a  liglit 
From  window  and  casement, 
From  garret  to  basement, 
She  stood,  with  amazement, 
Houseless  by  night. 

The  bleak  wind  of  March 
Made  her  tremble  and  shiver; 
But  not  the  dark  arch, 
Or  the  black  flowing  river  : 
Mad  from  life's  history. 
Glad  to  death's  mystery, 
Swift  to  be  hurl'd-— 
Anywhere,  anywhere  ' 

Out  of  the  world  ! 

In  she  plunged  boldly, — 
No  matter  how  coldly 
The  dark  river  ran, — 
Over  the  brink  of  it, 
Picture  it, — think  of  it. 
Dissolute  Man  ! 
Lave  in  it,  drink  of  it, 
Then,  if  you  can  ! 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 
Lift  her  with  care  ; 
Fashion'd  so  slenderly, 
Young,  and  so  fair  ' 

Ere  her  limbs  frigidly 
Stiffen  too  rigidly, 
Decently, — kindly, — 
Smooth  and  compose  them  ; 
And  her  eyes,  close  them, 
Staring  so  blindly  ! 


^  PARENTAL  ODE  TO  MY  SON, 

Dreadfully  staring 

Through  rrui,  7  impurity, 
As  when  with  the  daring 
Last  look  of  despairing 
Fix'd  on  futurity. 

Perishing  gloomily, 
Spurr'd  by  contumely, 
Cold  inhumanity, 
I^urning  insanity, 

Into  her  rest. 

Cross  her  hands  humbly. 
As  if  praying  dumbly, 
Over  her  breast ! 

Owning  her  weakness. 
Her  evil  behavior, 
And  leaving,  with  meekness, 
Her  sins  to  her  Saviour  ! 


XL VII.    A  PARENTAL  ODE  TO  MY  SON, 

AGED  THREE  YEARS  AND  FIVE   MONTHS. 

Thomas  Hood. 

Thou  happy,  happy  elf  I 
(But  stop,-first  let  me  kiss  away  that  tear)~ 

rhou  tiny  image  of  myself  I 
(My  love,  he's  poking  peas  into  his  ear !) 

Thou  merry,  laughing  sprite  ( 

With  spirits  feather-light, 
Untouch'd  by  sorrow,  and  unsJil'd  by  sin— 
(C^ood  heavens  !  the  child  is  svvallouing  a  pin  !) 
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Thou  little  tricksy  Puck  ! 
With  antic  toys  so  funnily  bestuck, 
Light  as  the  singing  bird  that  wings  the  air — 
(The  door !  the  door  !  he'll  tumble  down  the  stair  !) 

Thou  darling  of  thy  sire  ! 
(Why,  Jane,  he'll  set  his  pinafore  a-fire  !) 

Thou  imp  of  mirth  and  joy  ! 
In  Love's  dear  chain  so  strong  and  bright  a  link, 
Thou  idol  of  thy  parents — (Drat  the  boy  ! 

There  goes  my  ink  !) 

Thou  cherub — but  of  earth  ; 
Fit  playfellow  for  Fays,  by  moonlight  pale, 

In  harmless  sport  and  mirth, 
(That  dog  will  bite  him  if  he  pulls  its  tail !) 

Thou  human  humming-bee  extracting  honey 
From  ev'ry  blossom  in  the  world  that  blows, 

Singing  in  Youth's  Elysium  ever  sunny, 
(Another  tumble  ! — that's  his  previous  nose  !) 

Thy  father's  pride  and  hope  ! 
(He'll  break  the  mirror  with  that  skipping-rope !) 
With  pure  heart  newly  stamp'd  from  Nature's  mint — 

(Where  did  he  learn  that  squint  ?) 

Thou  young  domestic  dove  ! 
(He'll  have  that  jug  off  with  another  shove  !) 

I  ear  nursling  of  the  hymeneal  nest  ! 

(Are  those  torn  clothes  his  best  ?) 

Little  epitome  of  man  ! 
(He'll  climb  upon  the  table,  that's  his  plan !) 
Touch'd  with  the  beauteous  tints  of  dawning  life — 

(He's  got  a  knife  I) 


Thou  enviable  being  ! 
No  storms,  no  clouds,  in  thy  blue  sky  foresc 
Play  on,  play  on. 
My  elfin  John  ! 
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Toss  the  light  ball— bestride  tne  stir'     - 
(I  knew  so  many  cakes  would  make  him  sic'.!) 
With  fancies  buoyant  as  the  thistle-down, 
PromptincT  the  face  grotesque,  and  antic  brisk, 

With  many  a  lamb-like  frisk, 
(He's^ot  the  scissors,  snipping  at  your  gown  !) 

Thou  pretty  opening  rose  ! 
((;o  to  your  mother,  ch'^i,  and  wipe  your  nose  !) 
Balmy,  and  breathing         ;ic  like  the  Sout^, 
(He  really  brings  my  he  rt  into  my  mouth  !) 
Fresh  as  the  xnorn,  and  brilliant  as  its  star,— 
(I  wish  that  window  had  an  iron  bar !) 
Bold  as  the  hawk,  yet  gentle  as  the  dove,— 

(I  tell  you  what,  my  love, 
I  cannot  vmte,  unless  he's  sent  above  !) 
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Thomas  Chandler  Halhjurton.— 1796-1865. 
From  Traits  of  American  Humor. 
Old  Doctor  Sobersides,  the  minister  of  Pumpkinville, 
yhcrc  I  lived  in  my  youth,  was  one  of  the  metaphysical 
^I'vincs  of  the  old  school,  and  could  cavil  upon  the  ninth 
part  of  a  hair  about  entities  and  quiddities,  nominalism 
l^nd  realism,  free-will  and  necessity,  with  which  sort  of 


g  he  used  to  stuff  his  sermons  and  astound  his 


learn  in 

learned  hearers,  the  bumpkins.  They' never^olTbtcd 
tiiat  It  was  all  true,  but  were  apt  to  say  with  the  old 
'•'••^man  in  Moliere :  "  He  speaks  so  well  that  I  don't 
understand  him  a  bit." 
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I  remember  a  conversation  that  happened  at  my 
grandfather's,  in  which  the  Doctor  had  some  difficulty  in 
making  his  metaphysics  all  "  as  clear  as  preaching." 
There  was  my  grandfather ;  Uncle  Tim,  who  was  the 
greatest  hand  at  raising  onions  in  our  part  of  the  country, 
but  "  not  krowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion  of  the  true 
reason  of  his  not  being  sad " ;  my  Aunt  Judy  Kcturah 
Titterwell,  who  could  knit  stockings  "  like  all  possest," 
but  could  not  syllogise  ;  Malachi  Muggs.  our  hired  man 
that  drove  the  oxen  ;  and  Isaac  Thrasher,  the  district 
'  schoolmaster,  who  had  dropped  in  to  warm  his  fingers 
and  get  a  drink  of  cider.  Something  was  under  discus- 
sion, and  my  grandfather  could  make  nothing  of  it ;  but 
the  Doctor  said  it  was  "  metaphysically  true." 

*'  Pray,  Doctor,"  said  Uncle  Tim,  "  tell  me  something 
about  metai^hysics  ;  I  have  often  heard  of  that  science, 
but  never  f     my  life  could  find  out  what  it  was," 

"  Metaphysics,"  said  the  Doctor,  *'  is  the  science  of  ab- 
straction." 

"  I'm  no  wiser  for  that  explanation,"  said  Uncle  Tim. 

"It  treats,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  of  matters  most  profound 
and  sublime,  a  little  difficult  perhaps  for  a  common  in- 
tellect or  an  unschooled  capacity  to  fathom,  but  not  the 
less  important  on  that  account,  to  all  living  beings." 

"What  docs  it  teach?"  asked  the  Schoolmaster, 

*'  It  is  not  applied  so  much  to  the  operation  of  teach- 
ing," answered  the  Doctor,  "  as  to  that  of  inquiring  ;  and 
the  chief  inquiry  is,  whether  things  are,  or  whether  they 
are  not." 

*'  I  don't  understand  the  question,"  said  Uncle  Tim, 
taking  the  pipe  out  of  his  mouth. 

"  For  example,  whether  this  earth  on  which  we  tread," 
said  the  Doctor,  giving  a  heavy  stamp  on  the  floor.  r»ii(l 
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sotting  his  foot  on  the  cats  tail,  "whether  the  earth  doc- 
ivally  cxi.st,  or  whctlicr  it  docs  not  exist  " 

"  I  hai  :s  a  point  of  considerable  consequence  to  settle  " 
said  my  grandfather.  ^^  settle, 

of rS'S'"  ''"'^'  ""  -"oolmaste,  "to  the  holders 
•■  Now  the  earth,"  continued  the  Doctor,  "  ,.ay  exist-" 
Why.  who  ever  doubted  that?"  aske.l  Uncle  Tim 
A  great  many  m,n,"  said  the  Doctor,   "and  some 

very  learned  ones."  ""^ 

Uncle  Tim  stared  a  moment,  and  then  beiran  to  fill 
"■;  1"1-,  vvltistling  the  tune  of  .'Heigh!  kty  Marti,  ' 
«l,ilc  the  Doctor  went  on  :  ^  Martin, 

•■  The  earth,  I  say,  may  exi.st,  although  Bishop  ]Jerkclev 

is, .  .now  :h:therl^:.sh:;:M^:::^;  'i-'.^  ^^-^^^ 

And  how,"  asked  Uncle  Tim  *'fs  all  fhf."f..  k    r        , 
out?"  ^"'^  *^^  ^^  found 

^.^  down  to  the  first  principles,"  an.swered 
\l  ,1!  'I'''  "  "■""',"  '"'''  "'>'  grandfather,  going  on  in 
t'>>",  it  is  clear  th.f  f^         f^  '''''  ^"^^  "^  ^«""^ia- 

"'■•^■-  «i.ttrii?  tire,  r„".t'"r^'  ■■" 

^^tand.s  to  reason—"  '  therefore,  it 

^-''...X'rstrme'"  nT';"'  ''-^   ''"^'-   "^"' 
y    nistake  me  ,  1  used  the  word  digging  meta- 
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phorically,  meaning  the  profoundest  cogitation  and  re- 
search into  the  nature  of  things.  That  is  the  way  in 
which  we  may  ascertain  whether  things  are,  or  whether 
they  are  not." 

"  But  if  a  man  can't  beHeve  his  eyes,"  said  Uncle  Tim, 
"what  signifies  talking  about  it?" 

"  Our  eyes,"  said  the  Docfor,  "  are  nothing  at  all  but 
the  inlets  of  sensation,  and  when  we  see  a  thing,  all  we 
are  aware  of  is,  that  we  have  a  sensation  of  it :  we  are 
not  aware  that  the  thing  exists.  We  are  sure  of  nothing 
that  we  see  with  our  eyes." 

"  Not  without  spectacles,"  said  Aunt  Judy. 

"Plato,  for  instance,  maintains  that  the  sensation  of 
any  object'  is  produced  by  a  perpetual  succession  of 
copies,  images,  or  counterfeits,  streaming  off  from  the 
object  to  ^he  organ  of  sensation.  Descartes,  too,  has 
explained  the  matter  upon  the  principle  of  whirligigs." 

"  But  does  the  world  exist?"  asked  the  Schoolmaster. 

"  A  good  deal  may  be  said  on  both  sides,"  replied  the 
Doctor,  "  though  the  ablest  heads  are  for  non-existence. " 

"  In  common  cases,"  .said  Uncle  Tim,  "  those  who  utter 
nonsense  are  considered  blockheads." 

"  But  in  metaphysics,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  the  case  is 
different." 

"  Now  all  this  is  hocus-pocus  to  me,"  said  Aunt  Judy, 
suspending  her  knitting-work,  and  scratching  her  forehead 
with  one  of  the  needles,  "  I  don't  understand  a  bit  more 
of  the  business  than  I  did  at  first." 

"  I'll  be  bound  there  is  many  a  learned  professor,"  said 
Uncle  Tim,  "  could  say  the  same  after  spinning  a  long 
yarn  of  metaphysics." 

The  Doctor  did  not  admire  thir,  gibe  at  his  favorite 
science. 
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"  That  is  as  the  case  may  be,"  said  he  ;  "  this  thing  or 
that  thing  may  be  dubious,  but  what  then  ?  Doub't  is 
the  beginning  of  wisdom." 

"  No  doubt  of  that,"  said  my  grandfather,  beginning  to 
poke  the  fire,  "and  when  a  man  has  got  through  his 
doubting,  what  does  he  begin  to  build  up  in  the  meta- 
physical way?" 

"Why,  he  begins  by  taking  something  for  granted," 
said  the  Doctor. 

"  But  is  that  a  sure  way  of  going  to  work  ?" 

"  'Tis  the  only  thing  he  can  do,"  replied  the  Doctor 
alter  a  pause,  and  rubbing  his  forehead  as  if  he  was  not 
altogether  satisfied  that  his  foundation  was  a  solid  one 
My  grandfather   might  have   posed  him   with   another 
question,  but  he  poked  the  fire  and  let  him  go  on. 

"  Metaphysics,  to  speak  exactly " 

"Ah,"  interrupted  the  Schoolmaster,  "bring  it  down  to 
vulgar  fractions,  and  then  we  shall  understand  it." 

''  'Tis  the  consideration  of  immateriality,  or  the  mere 
spirit  and  essence  of  things." 

"Come,  come,"   said    Aunt   Judy,  taking  a  pinch   of 
snuff,  "  now  I  see  into  it." 

Thus,  man  is  considered,  not  in  his  corporeality,  but 
in  his  essence  or  capability  of  being ;  for  a  man,  meta- 
physically, or  to  metaphysical  purposes,  hath  two  natures, 
that  of  spirituality,  and  that  of  corporeality,  which  may 
be  considered  separate." 

"What  man?"  asked  Uncle  Tim. 

"  Why,  any  man  ;  Malachi  there,  for  example  ;  I  may 
consider  him  as  Malachi  spiritual,  or  Malachi  corporeal " 

"  I  hat  is  true,"  said  Malachi,  "  for  when  I  was  in  the 
""htia  they  made  me  a  sixteenth  corporal,  and  I  carried 
Riog  to  the  drummer." 
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That  is  another  affair,"  said  the   Doctor  in  cont 


inua- 


tion  ;  "  we  speak  of  man  in  his  essence  ;  we  speak,  also, 


of  the 
"A 


n 


essence 
essen 


of  locah'ty,  the  essence  of  (kiration- 
ce  of  peppermint,"  said  Aunt  Judy. 


"  Pooh  !"  said  the  Doctor,  "  the  essence  I  mean  is  (luilc 
a  different  essence." 

"  Sometln'nir  too  fine  to  be  dribbled  throuirh  the  wor 


111 


)f  a  still, 


dfath 


ot  a  still,    said  my  <;ran(l father. 

"  Then  I  am  all  in  the  dark  ai,rain,"  rejoined  Aunt 
Judy. 

"  By  the  spirit  and  essence  of  thini^s  1  mean  things  in 
the  abstract." 

"  And  what  becomes  of  a  thint;-  when  it  goes  into  the 
abstract?"  asked  Uncle  Tim. 

"  Why,  it  becomes  an  abstraction." 

"  There  we  are  again,"  said  Uncle  Tim  ;  "  but  what  on 
earth  is  an  abstraction  ?" 

"  It  is  a  thing  that  has  no  matter :  that  is,  it  cannot  be 
felt,  seen,  heard,  smelt,  or  tasted  ;  it  has  no  substance  or 
solidity  ;  it  is  neither  large  nor  small,  hot  nor  cold,  long 
nor  short." 

"Then  what  is  the  long  and  short  of  it?"  asked  the 
Schoolmaster. 

"  Abstraction,"  replied  the  Doctor. 

"  Suppose,  for  insti'nce,"  said  Malachi,  "  that  I  had  a 
pitchfork " 

"  Ay,"  said  the  Doctor,  "consider  a  pitchfork  in  general; 
that  is,  neither  this  one  nor  that  one,  nor  any  particular 
one,  but  a  pitchfork  or  pitchforks  divested  of  their  ma- 
teriality— these  are  things  in  the  abstract." 

*'  They  are  things  in  the  hay-mow,"  said  Malachi. 

"  Pray,"  said  Uncle  Tim,  "have  there  been  many  such 
things  discovered?" 


li^^ 


METAPHYSICS. 


245 
"  Discovered  !••  ret,„-„ed  the  Doctor,  '•  ,vhy,  all  thinss 
>vlKH.er  ,n  heaven,  or  .,pon  the  earth,  or  in  the  waters' 
;•:'  -  the   earth,  whether  .s.nallor  fjreat,  visible  or    , - 
UMble,  annnateor  maniinato  ;  whether  the  eye  can  see 
"■•  t lie  ear  can  hear,  or  the  nose  can  s.nell,  or  the  finfje,^' 
c  naly,  whatever  exists  or  is  i.na^inable  in^  e 

Ii'ltils. '"''"  ""'•  "^'^^^•"''  °^ "'  --•  •-"'  -y  ^^ 

••ln.lee,I!"sai.l  Uncle  Tim,  "  pray,  what  do  you  make 
"f  th<^  abstraction  of  a  red  cow  ?  " 
"A  red  cow,"  said  the  Doctor,  "considered  metaphysi- 

1  ;::,r,r  ■■"^f  ■•"^'■-••-n  -'•">■•"  possessing  „'eitL.r 
I"  Ic  no,  horns,  bones  nor  flesh,  but  is  the  mere  type 
»l»  on,  and  fantastical   semblance  of  these  parts  o    a' 
;i;;."l™l.cd      it  has  a  shape  without  any  subsLn  e,ld 
I'-c.lor  at  all,  for  its  re.lness  is  the  mere  counterfeit  o 
".•..'H,at„;„  of  such.     As  it  lacks  the  positive,  so        i 
;  -  .  cficent   in   the   accidental   properties  of  all   the 
-mals  m  ,ts  tribe,  for  it  has  no  locomotion,  stabM   y  or 
™  u-nce,  neither  goes  to  pasture,  gives  mill-,  ch     s  ll^ 
I.  '..•   performs   any   other   function   of  the   horned 

^^|.r  .1.  nmcy  and   nourished  by  a  conceit  of  L 

"i;«li.iw!"   ex-claimed  Aunt  Judy.      "AM   the  met-, 
^^^  under  the  sun  wouldn't  ,na  Ja  poui.d  of  bu ^^r  r 
1  iMt  .s  a  fact,"  said  Uncle  Tim. 


\\ 


I 


There  is  no  great  and  no  smali 
To  the  Sou/  that  maketh  a// : 
And  where  if  conteth,  a/l  tilings 
And  it  Cometh  everywhere. 
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XLIX.    INDIAN  SUMMER.* 


Samuel  Lover. — 1797-1868. 

When  summer's  verdant  beauty  flies, 
And  autumn  glows  with  richer  dyes, 
A  softer  charm  beyond  them  hes — 

It  is  the  Indian  summer. 
Ere  winter's  snows  and  winter's  breeze 
Bereave  of  beauty  all  the  trees, 
The  balmy  spring;  renewal  sees 

In  the  sweet  Indian  summer. 

And  thus,  dear  love,  if  early  years 
Have  drown'd  the  germ  of  joy  in  tears, 
A  later  gleam  of  hope  appears — 

Just  like  the  Indian  summer  : 
And  ere  the  snows  of  age  descend, 
O  trust  me,  dear  one,  changeless  friend. 
Our  falling  years  may  brightly  end — 

Just  like  the  Indian  summer. 


L    TO  HELEN,  t 

July  7,  1839. 


WlNTHROP   MACKWORTH  PkAED.— 1802-1839. 

Dearest,  I  did  not  dream,  four  years  ago. 

When  through  your  veil  I  saw  your  bright  tear  shine, 

Caught  your  clear  whisper,  exquisitely  low. 
And  felt  your  soft  hand  tremble  into  mine. 


*  The  brief  period  which  succeeds  the  autumnal  close,  called  the  "  Indian 
Summer," — a  reflex,  as  it  were,  of  the  early  portion  of  the  year-  strikes  a 
stranger  in  America  as  peculiarly  beautiful,  and  quite  charmed  me, — Lover. 

t  Praed  died  on  the  15th  of  July. 


HORATIUS. 

That  in  so  brief— so  very  brief  a  space, 

He,  who  in  love  both  clouds  and  cheers  our  life, 
Would  lay  on  you,  so  full  of  light,  joy,  grace, 

The  darker,  sadder  duties  of  the  wife, — 
Doubts,  fears,  and  frequent  toil,  and  constant  care 

For  this  poor  frame,  by  sickness  sore  bested  ; 
The  daily  tendance  on  the  fractious  chair, 

The  nightly  vigil  by  the  feverish  bed. 

Yet  not  unwelcom'd  doth  this  morn  arise, 

Though  with  more  gladsome  beams  it  might  have  shone  : 
Strength  of  these  weak  hands,  light  of  these  dim  eyes. 

In  sickness,  as  in  health, — bless  you.  My  Own  ! 
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a  lay  made  about  the  year  of  the  city  ccclx. 
Lord  Macaulay.— 1800- 1859. 

Lars  Porsena  of  Clusium  by  the  Nine  Gods  he  swore 
That  the  great  house  of  Tarquin  should  suffer  wrong  no  more. 
Hy  the  Nine  Gods  he  swore  it,  and  named  a  trysting  day. 
And  bade  his  messengers  ride  forth,  east  and  west  and  south 
To  summon  his  array.  [and  north. 

East  and  west  and  south  and  north  the  messengers  ride  fast. 
And  tower  and  town  and  cottage  have  heard  the  trumpet's  blast. 
-Shame  on  the  false  Etruscan  who  lingers  in  his  home. 
When  Porsena  of  Clusium  is  on  the  march  for  Rome. 


I'or  tlie  sake  of  space  a  change  has  been  made  from  the  usual  form  of  the 


l)ucn! 


r-M 


■ 


?48 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  READER, 


ii  i 


The  horsemen  and  the  footmen  are  pouring  in  amain 
I'Vom  many  a  stately  market-i)laee ;  from  many  a  fruitful  plain; 
i'Vom  many  a  lonely  hamlet,  which,  hid  by  heeeh  and  pine, 
Like  an  eagle's  nest,  hangs  on  the  crest  of  [)ur|)le  Ai)ennine; 
I'Vom  U^rdly  Volaterra^,  where  seowls  the  far-famed  hold 
Piled  by  the  hands  of  giants  for  godlike  kings  of  old; 
i'Vom  seagirt  Populonia,  whose  sentinels  descry 
Sardinia's  snowy  mountain-tops  fringing  the  southern  sky; 
I'Vom  the  ])rou(l  mart  of  Pis:L\  (pieen  of  the  western  waves, 
\\'here  ride  Massilia's  triremes  heavy  with  fair-hair'd  slaves'; 
l''rom  where  sweet  Clanis  wanders  through  corn  and  vines  and 
(lowers ; 

From  where  Cortona  lifts  to  heaven  her  diadem  of  towers. 

\ 
Tall  are  the  oaks  whose  acorns  drop  in  dark  Auser's  rill ; 
Kat  are  the  stags  that  champ  the  boughs  of  the  Ciminian'  hill; 
r.eyond  all  streams  Clitumnus  is  to  the  herdsman  dear; 
Hest  of  all  pools  the  fowler  loves  the  great  .  olsinian  mere. 
Hut  now  no  stroke  of  woodman  is  heard  by  Auser's  rill  ; 
No  hunter  tracks  the  stag's  green  i)ath  up  the  Ciminian  hill ; 
UnwatchVl  along  Clitunuius  grazes  the  milk-white  steer; 
Unharm'd  the  waterfowl  may  dip  in  the  Volsinian  mere.' 
M1ie  harvests  of  Arretium,  this  year,  old  men  shall  reap  ; 
This  year,  young  boys  in  Umbro  shall  plunge  the  stru-^<dino 
eej) ; 

And  in  the  vats  of  Luna,  this  year,  the  must  shall  foam 
Round  the  white  feet  of  laughing  girls  whose  sires  have  m:urh'd 
to  Rome. 

There  be  thirty  chosen  jirophets,  the  wisest  of  the  land, 
N\'ho  alway  by  I.ars  I'orsena  both  morn  and  evening  stand  : 
Rvening  and  morn  the  l^hirty  have  turn'd  the  verses  o'er. 
Traced  from  the  right  on  linen  white  by  mighty  seers  of  yore. 
And  with  one  voice  the  Thirty  have  their  glad  answer  given  : 
"  Go  forth,  go  forth,  Lars'  Porsena  ;  go  forth,  belov'd  of  henvcn ; 
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rio,  and  return  In  glory  to  Cliisium's  royal  dome ; 

And  hang  round  Nurscia's  altars  the  golden  shields  of  Rome." 

And  now  hath  every  city  sent  up  her  tale  of  men  : 

Tlu'  foot  are  fourscore  thousand,  the  horse  are  thousands  ten 

licfore  the  gates  of  Sutrium  is  met  the  great  array. 

A  proud  man  was  Lars  Porsena  upon  the  trysting  day. 

lor  nil  the  Etruscan  armies  were  ranged  beneath  his'eyc 

And  many  a  banish'd  Roman,  and  many  a  stout  ally  •      ' 

And  with  a  mighty  following  to  join  the  muster  came' 

I'lic  Tusculan  Mamilius,  prince  of  the  Latian  name. 

But  by  the  yellow  Tiber  was  tumult  and  affright  : 
From  all  the  spacious  champaign  to  Rome  men  took  their  flight 
A  mile  around  the  city,  the  throng  stopp'd  uj)  the  ways  • 
A  fearful  sight  it  was  to  see  through  two  long  nights  and  days 
I'or  aged  folks  on  crutches,  and  women  great  with  child 
Aiul  mothers  sobbing  over  babes  that  clung  to  them  and  smiled 
And  sick  men  borne  in  litters  high  on  the  necks  of  slaves 
And  troops  of  sun-burn'd  husbandmen  with  reaping-hooks  and 
staves, 

And  droves  of  mules  and  asses  laden  with  skins  of  wine 
And  endless  flocks  of  goats  and  sheep,  and  endless  birds  of 
kme, 

And  endless  trains  of  wagons  that  creak'd  beneath  the  weight 
Ot  corn-sacks  and  of  household  goods,  choked  every  roaring 

gate. 

Now  from  the  rock  Tarpeian,  could  the  wan  burghers  si)y 

1^'  line  of  blazing  villages  red  in  the  midnight  sky 
N'c  I'athers  of  the  City,  they  sat  all  night  and  day, 
'"■  ^very  hour  some  horseman  came  with  tidings  of  dismay 
1 0  eastward  and  to  westward  have  spread  the  Tuscan  bands  • 
^or  house,  nor  fence,  nor  dovcrote  in  Cnistumerium  stands  ' 
\erhenna  down  to  Ostia  hath  wasted  all  the  plain  ; 
Astur  hath  storm'd  Janiculum,  and  the  stout  guards  are  slain 
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I  wis,  in  all  the  Senate,  there  was  no  heart  so  bold, 
But  sore  it  ached,  and  fast  it  beat,  when  that  ill  news  was  told. 
Forthwith  up  rose  the  Consul,  up  rose  the  Fathers  all ; 
In  haste  they  girded  up  their  gowns,  and  hied  them  to  the  wall. 
They  held  a  council  standing,  before  the  River-Gate  ; 
Short  time  was  there,  ye  well  may  guess,  for  musing  or  debate. 
Out  spake  the  Consul  roundly  :  "  The  bridge  must  straight  go 
down  j 

For,  since  Janiculum  is  lost,  nought  else  can  save  the  town." 

Just  then  a  scout  came  flying,  all  wild  with  haste  and  fear : 
"To  arms  !  to  arms  !  Sir  Consul :  Lars  Porsena  is  here.'' 
On  the  low  hills  to  w^-.tward  the  Consul  fix'd  his  eye, 
And  saw  the  swarthy  storm  of  dust  rise  fast  along  the  sky. 
And  nearer  fast  and  nearer  doth  the  red  whirlwind  come : 
And  louder  still  and  still  more  loud,  from  underneath  that  roll- 
ing cloud, 

Is  heard  the  trumpet's  war-note  proud,  the  trampling,  and  the 
hum. 

And  plainly  and  more  plainly  now  through  the  gloom  appears. 
Far  to  left  and  far  to  right,  in  broken  gleams  of  dark-blue  light, 
The  long  array  of  helmets  bright,  the  long  array  of  spears. 
And  plainly  and  more  plainly  above  that  glimmering  line. 
Now  might  ye  see  the  banners  of  twelve  fair  cities  shine  ; 
But  the  banner  of  proud  Clusium  was  highest  of  them  all. 
The  terror  of  the  Umbrian,  the  terror  of  the  Gaul. 
And  plainly  and  more  plainly  now  might  the  burghers  know, 
By  port  and  vest,  by  horse  and  crest,  each  warlike  Lucumo. 
There  Cilnius  of  Arretium  on  his  fleet  roan  was  seen ; 
And  Astur  of  the  four-fold  shield,  girt  with  the  brand  none  else 

may  wield, 
Tolumnius  with  the  belt  of  gold,  and  dark  Verbenna  from  the 
By  reedy  Thrasymene.  [hold 

Fast  by  the  royal  standard,  o'erlooking  all  the  war, 
Lars  Porsena  of  Clusium  sat  in  his  ivory  car. 
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By  the  right  wheel  rode  Mamilius,  prince  of  the  Latian  name- 
A.id  by  the  left  false  Sextus,  that  wrought  the  deed  of  shame 
lUit  when  the  face  of  Sextus  was  seen  among  the  foes, 
A  yell  that  rent  the  firmament  from  all  the  town  arose'. 
On  the  house-tops  was  no  woman  but  spat  towards  him  and 
hiss'd, 

No  child  but  scream'd  out  curses,  and  shook  its  little  fist 
Hut  the  Consul's  brow  was  sad,  and  the  Consul's  speech  was  low 
And  darkly  look'd  he  at  the  wall,  and  darkly  at  the  foe. 
"Their  van  will  be  upon  us  before  the  bridge  goes  down  • 
And  if  they  once  may  win  the  bridge,  what  hope  to  save  t'  e 
town  ?" 

Then  out  spake  brave  Horatius,  the  Captain  of  the  Gate  : 
"To  every  man  upon  this  earth  death  cometh  soon  or  late. 
And  how  can  man  die  better  than  facing  fearful  odds, 
For  the  ashes  of  his  fathers,  and  the  temples  of  his  Gods, 
And  for  the  tender  mother  who  dandled  him  to  rest, 
And  for  the  wife  who  nurses  his  baby  at  her  breast, ' 
And  for  the  holy  maidens  who  feed  the  eternal  flame. 
To  save  them  from  false  Sextus  that  wrought  the  deed  of  shame  ? 
Hew  down  the  bridge.  Sir  Consul,  with  all  the  speed  ye  may; 
I,  with  two  more  to  help  me,  will  hold  the  foe  in  play. 
In  yon  strait  path  a  thousand  may  well  be  stopp'd  by  three 
Now  who  will  stand  on  either  hand,  and  keep  the  bridge  with 
me  ?" 

Then  out  spake  Spurius  Lartius  ;  a  Ramnian  proud  was  he  : 
''  I A  I  will  stand  at  thy  right  hand,  and  keep  the  bridge  with 
thee." 

And  out  spake  strong  Herminius  ;  of  Titian  blood  was  he  : 
"  I  will  abide  on  thy  left  side,  and  keep  the  bridge  with  thee." 

"Horatius,"  quoth  the  Consul  "as  thou  sayest,  so  let  it  be." 
And  straight  against  that  great  array  forth  went  the  dauntless 

Three. 
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For  Romans  in  Rome's  quarrel  spared  neithei*land  nor  gold, 
Nor  son  nor  wife,  nor  limb  nor  life,  in  the  brave  days  of  old. 
Then  none  was  for  a  party  ;  then  all  were  for  the  state  ; 
Then  the  great  man  helj)'d  «he  ))oor,  and  the  poor  -nan  lov'd 

the  great  : 
Then  lands  were  fairly  ])ortion'd  ;  then  spoils  were  fairly  sold : 
The  Romans  were  like  brothers  in  the  brave  days  of  old. 
N(nv  Roman  is  to  Roman  more  hateful  than  a  foe, 
And  the  Tribunes  beard  the  high,  and  the  Fathers  grind  the 

low. 
As  we  wax  hot  in  faction,  in  battle  we  wax  coid  : 
Wherefore  men  fight  not  as  they  foughi  in  the  brave  days  of  old. 

Now  while  the  Three  were  tightening  their  harness  on  their 
backs. 

The  Consul  was  the  foremost  man  to  take  in  hand  an  axe  : 
And  leathers  mix'd  with  Commons  seized  hatchet,  bar,  and  crow, 
And  smote  upon  the  planks  above,  and  loosed  the  i)rops  below. 

Meanwhile  the  Tuscan  army,  right  glorious  to  behold. 
Cam"  flashing  back  the  noonday  light,  rank  behind  rank,  like 
Of  a  broad  sea  of  gold.  [surges  bright 

I'^our  hundred  trumpets  sounded  a  peal  of  warlike  glee. 
As  that  great  host,  with  measured  tread,  and  spears  advanced, 

and  ensigns  s])read, 
Roird  slowly  towards  the  bridge's  head,  where  stood  the  daunt- 
less Three, 


The  Three  stood  calm  and  silent,  and  look'd  upon  the  foes, 
And  a  great  shout  of  laughter  from  all  the  vanguard  rose  : 
And  forth  three  chiefs  came  spurring  before  that  deep  array ; 
To  earth  they  sprang,  their  swords  they  drew,  and  lifted  high 
To  win  the  narrow  way  ;  their  shields,  and  flew 

Aunus  from  green  Tifernum,  lord  of  the  Hill  of  Vines  ; 
And  Seius,  whose  eight  hundred  slaves  sicken  in  Ilva's  mines; 
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And  Picus,  long  to  Clusium  vassal  in  peace  and  w- 
U  li  '  led  to  light  his  Umbrian  powers  from  that  gray  crag  where 
girt  with  towers,  ^  ' 

The  fortress  of  Neciuinum  lowers  o'er  the  pale  waves  of  Nar. 

Stout  Lartius  hurled  down  Annus  into  the  stream  beneath  • 

llcrinin.us  struck  at  Seius,  and  clove  him  to  the  teeth  • 

At  I'icus  brave  Horatius  darted  one  fiery  thrust  • 

Andjhe  proud  Umbrian's  gilded  arms  clash'd 'in  the  bloody 

Then  Ocnus  of  Falerii  rush'd  on  the  Roman  Three  • 
And  Lau^sulus  of  Urgo,  the  rover  of  the  sea ; 
And  Aruns  of  Volsinium,  who  slew  the  great  wild  boar 
1  he  great  wild  boar  that  had  his  den  amidst  the  reeds  of  Cosa's 
Icn, 

And  wasted  fields,  and  slaughter'd  men,  along  Albinia's  shore. 

Herniinius  smote  down  Aruns  :  Lartius  laid  O.nus  low  • 
Kight  to  the  heart  of  Lausulus  Horatius  sent  a  blow 
'•1...  there,"  he  cried,  ''  fell  pirate  !  no  more,  aghast  and  pale 
Irom  Ostias  walls  the  crowd  shall  mark  ihe  track  of  thy  de^ 
stroying  bark. 

No  more  Campania's  hinds  shall  fly  to  woods  and  caverns  when 

iliy  thrice  accursed  sail."  n, 

[they  spy. 

But  now  no  sound  of  laughter  was  heard  among  the  foes 
A  wild  and  wrathful  clamor  from  all  the  vanguard  rose 
^'x  spears'  lengths  from  the  entrance  halted  that  deep  array 
-AiKl  tor  a  space  no  man  came  forth  to  win  the  narrow  w-^y.  ' 

^^ut  hark  !  the  ory  is  Astur  :  and  lo  !  the  ranks  divide  • 
And  the  great  Lord  of  Luna  comes  with  his  stately  stride 
Lpon  his  ample  shoulders  clangs  loud  the  four-fold  shield 
And  m  nis  hand  he  shakes  the  brand  which  none  but  he  can 
Wield. 
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He  smiled  on  those  bold  Romans  a  smile  serene  and  high  ; 
He  eyed  the  flinching  Tuscans,  and  scorn  was  in  his  eye. 
Quoth  he,  *'  The  she-wolf's  litter  stand  savagely  at  bay  : 
But  will  ye  dare  to  follow,  if  Astur  clears  the  way?" 
Then,  whirling  up  his  broadsword  with  both  hands  to  the  height, 
He  rush'd  against  Horatius,  and  smote  with  all  his  might. 
With  shield  and  blade  Horatius  right  deftly  turn'd  the  blow. 
The  blow,  though  turn'd,  came  yet  too  nigh  ;  it  miss'd  his  helm, 

but  gash'd  his  thigh  : 
The  Tuscans  raised  a  joyful  cry  to  see  the  red  blood  flow. 
He  reel'd,  and  on  Herminius  he  lean'd  one  breathing-space ; 
'J'hen,  like  a  wild-cat  mar-  with  wounds,  sprang  right  at  Astur's 


face. 


Through  teeth,  and  skull,  and  helmet,  so  fierce  a  thrust  he  sped, 
The  good  sword  stood  a  hand-breadth  out  behind  the  Tuscans 

head. 
And  the  great  Lord  of  Luna  fell  at  that  deadly  stroke, 
As  falls  on  Mount  Alvernus  a  thunder-smitten  oak. 
Far  o'er  the  crashing  forest  the  giant  arms  lie  spread  ; 
And  the  pale  augurs,  muttering  low,  gaze  on  the  blasted  head. 
On  Astur's  throat  Horatius  right  firmly  press'd  his  heel. 
And  thrice  and  four  times  tugg'd  amain,  ere  he  wrench'd  out 

the  steel. 
"And  see,"  he  cried,  "  the  welcome,  fair  guests,  that  waits  you 

here  ! 
What  noble  Lucumo  comes  next  to  taste  our  Roman  cheer?" 

But  at  his  haughty  challenge  a  sullen  murmur  ran, 
r>lingled  of  wrath,  and  shame,  and  dread,  along  that  glittering  van. 
There  lack'd  not  men  of  prowess,  nor  men  of  lordly  race ; 
For  all  Etruria's  noblest  were  round  the  fiital  place. 
But  all  Etruria's  noblest  felt  their  hearts  sink  to  see 
On  the  earth  the  bloody  corpses,  in  the  p-'.h  the  dauntless 
Three  : 


HO  RATI  us, 

-a 

And,  from  the  ghastly  entrance  where  those  hnlH  p 

Wa«  none  who  would  be  foremo.t'to  lead  such  dire  .  ttl    '" 
But  those  behind  cried  "For-v,rH  i"  ,    i  .u        ,  ' 

"Back!"  J-or-vard!    and  those  before  cried 

And  backward  now  and  forward  wavers  the  dee,,  arriv  • 

An    on  the  tossing  sea  of  s.eel,  to  and  fro  the   t  S;  ree,  • 

And  the  vrctonous  trumpet-peal  dies  fitfully  away  ' 


Vrt  one  man  for  one  moment  stood  out  before  the  crowd  • 
"dl  known  was  he  to  all  the  J-hree  inH  ti,»  ^      ' 

ing  loud  '    ^  "'">'  S*™  >>""  gfeet- 

"•'re  r  t::  t^-r:^  r:-™;^ '-'  *"'-  ■' 

---lo.inginapooloftloXtrrT::ria, 
Rm  ,neanw-lule  axe  and  lever  have  manfully  befen  plied  • 

Back  d;rted  S,  urU  s    \":™' h"    '"'';"  ""^  """  ^="'  '" 
An.i         ,        *     '"'^  i-'irtius  ;  Herminius  darted  bark  • 

And..^theypass.d,  beneath  their  feet  they  felt t: timbers 
»»;!';:'»'  ?"''  *"'  '"^^■^'  ™^  »  "-  ^-'^er  shore 

!::::  ""  ^'""'  "'°"^-'  "^^-^  -"'^  '>--  -o-'^  once 

■^"'la  longslZ't  of  t  "'  Y'"      '"^"■8'"'-«l»v.^rt  the  stream: 

A»  to  the  hi!  est  ,  "''     '°'"'  '"'"'  "''■  ™'l-'  °f  K"'"-^. 

htghest  turret-tops  was  splash'd  the  yello«-  foam 
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And,  like  a  horse  unbroken  when  first  he  feels  the  rein, 
The  furious  river  struggled  hard,  and  toss'd  his  tawny  mane, 
And  burst  the  curb,  and  bounded,  rejoicing  to  be  free. 
And  whirling  down,  in  fierce  career,  battlement,  and  plank,  and 
Rush'd  headlong  to  the  sea.  [pier, 

Alone  stood  brave  Horatius,  but  constant  still  in  mind ; 
Thrice  thirty  thousand  foes  before,  and  the  l)road  flood  behind. 
"Down  with  him !"  cried  false  Sextus,  with  a  smile  on  his  jjalc 

face. 
'*  Now  yield  thee,"  cried  Lars  Porscna,  "  now  yield  thee  to  our 

grace." 
Round  turn'd  he,  as  not  deigning  those  craven  ranks  to  see ; 
Nought  sj)ake  he  to  Lars  Porsena,  to  Se\tus  nought  s[)ake  he; 
But  he  saw  on  Palatinus  the  white  porch  of  his  home ; 
And  he  spake  to  the  noble  river  that  rolls  by  the  towers  of 

Rome. 
"  O  Tiber  !  father  Tiber !  to  whom  the  Romans  pray, 
A  Roman's  life,  a  Roman's  arms,  take  thou  in  charge  this  day!" 
So  he  si)ake,  and  sjjeaking  sheat'.i  d  the  good  sword  by  his  side, 
And  with  his  harness  on  his  back  plunged  headlong  in  the  tide. 

No  sound  of  joy  or  sorrow  was  heard  from  either  bank  ; 
But  friends  and  foes  in  dumb  surprise,  with  j)artetl  li|)S  and 

Stood  gazing  where  he  sank  ;  [straining  eyes, 

And  when  above  the  surges  they  saw  hij  crest  appear, 
All   Rome  sent  forth  a  rapturous  cry,  and  even  the  ranks  of 

Could  scarce  forbear  to  cheer.  *  ['i'uscatiy 

But  fiercely  ran  the  current,  swollen  high  by  months  of  rain  : 
And  fast  his  blood  was  flowing,  and  he  was  sore  in  pain, 
And  heavy  with  his  armor,  and  spent  with  changing  blows : 
And  oft  they  thought  him  sinking,  but  stiil  again  he  rose. 
Never,  I  ween,  did  swin.mer,  in  such  an  evil  case, 
StniL^Lde  tliroudi  such  a  rairini?  flood  safe  to  the  landing-place: 
But  his  limbs  were  borne  uj)  bravely  by  the  brave  heart  within, 
And  our  good  father  Tiber  ban  bravely  up  his  chin. 


I ro  RATI  us. 


^7 


But  for  .h«  .ay,  ere  dose  of  day  vve  should  have  saC'd  .he 
'■  "rr:".'  "■" '"  ''""^  ^^^^  ''---■  "-<'  '--K  hi.  safe 

^'    there  ,t  stands  unto  this  day  ,o  witness  if  I  he 
H  -^'""d^  ■"  the  Comitiun,,  plain  for  all  folk  to  see 
H..ra.,us  ,n  h,s  harness,  halting  upon  one  knee       ' 

And  underneath  is  written,  in  liters  all  of  gold'         ' 
Ho.-  vahantly  he  kept  the  bridge  in  the  br.^e  days  of  old. 

And  still  his  name  sounds  stirring  unto  the  men  of  p 

-  -  trumpet-hlast  that  cries  t.f  them  loXtgelhe  V^ian 

■t'lrrhrkeSe  ri"'"  '°^  '-^^  *""  •^-^  -  "<"« 

s  Hio  kept  the  bridge  so  well  in  the  brave  divs  of  oM 

t^:^:Tr'^'"'"'  ^'^^"  '"^  ^'-^  north       :  Mow 
Whe     0  :f,  :;■''"«,  "'  '""^  ™'™^  '»  '^--d  -f-dst  the  ,,n  w, 
\nd  H,         i       ""''^  '°"'''*'"'  ™'-»  '""d  the  tempest's  r^i-, 
,,  "'   «"°d  logs  of  Algidus  roar  louder  yet  within 

,lK.  ;■!"''  glow  n,  the  embers,  and  the  kid  turn;  on 
!-.rls  are  weaving  baskets,  and  the  lad 


)(>\v.s 
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When  the  goodman  mends  his  armor,  and  trims  his  heh-iict's 

plume  ; 
When  the  goodwife's  shuttle  merrily  goes  fla:shing  through  the 

loom ; 
With  weeping  and  with  laughter  still  is  the  story  told, 
How  well  Horatius  kept  the  bridge  in  the  brave  days  of  old. 


LII.     THE  RAVEN. 


Edgar  Allan  Pok. — 1809-1849. 

Once  upoii  a  "xiidnight  dreary,  while  I  pondc  /d,  weak  and  wear}-. 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  curious  volume  of  forgotten  lore,— 
While  I  nodded,  nearly  napi)ing,  suddenly  there  came  a  tapping, 
As  of  some  one  gently  rapping,  rapping  at  my  chamber-door. 
"  'Tis  some  visitor,"  I  mutter'd,  "tapping  at  my  chamber-door,— 
Only  this,  and  nothing  more." 

Ah  !  distinctly  I  remember,  it  was  in  the  bleak  December, 
And  each  separate  dying  ember  wrought  its  ghost  upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  I  wish'd  the  morrow  :  vainly  I  had  sought  to  borrow 
From  my  books  surcease  of  sorrow, — sorrow  for  the  lost  Lenore; 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore. 
Nameless  here  forevermore. 

And  the  silken,  sad,  uncertain  rustling  of  each  purple  curtain 
Thrill'd  me— fill'd  me  with  flmtastic  terrors  never  felt  before; 
So  that  now,  to  still  the  beating  of  my  heart,  I  stood  repeating, 
"Tis  some  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber-door,— 
Some  late  visitor,  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber-door : 
This  it  is,  and  nothing  more." 

Presently  my  soul  grew  stronger :  hesitating  then  no  longer, 
"Sir,"  said  I,  ''or  Madam,  truly  your  forgiveness  I  implore; 
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Thnt  T  c  f^PP'"&  tapping  at  my  chamber-door 

.ha.  .^scarce  was  sure  I  heard  you"  ;_here  I  open'd  wide  the 

Darkness  there,  and  nothing  more. 

Deep  i«o  that  darkness  peering,  long  I  stood  there,  wondering 

""bSe-"'"""^  ''-"-  -  -"a.  ever  dared  to  drean. 
Buuhe  silence  was  unbroken,  and  the  stillness  gave  no  token 
'•Len:;^P»*"'   ''"'   ''""'''   ™^   "-   «*isper'd tord 

"Mor^i"''''''  "'  ""  '^"°  ™"™"^''^  ^-k  the  w„rd  "Lc- 
Merely  this,  and  nothing  more. 

ta  -y  he.„  k  .ill  .  „..,,  „j  „,.  „,4    '     *»_^^ 

lis  the  wmd,  and  nothing  more." 

i^erch  d,  and  sat,  and  nothing  more. 
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My  i 

5  '  a  .      « 


Ghastly,  grim,  and  ancient  Raven,  wandering  from  the  Nightly 

shore  ;— 
Tell  me  what  thy  lordly  name  is  on  the  Night's  Plutonian  shore." 
Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

Much  I  marvell'd  this  ungainly  fowl  to  hear  discourse  so  plainly, 
Though  its  answer  little  meaning,  little  relevancy  bore  ; 
For  we  can  not  help  agreeing  that  no  living  human  being 
Ever  yet  was  bless'd  with  seeing  bird  above  his  chamber-door,— 
Bird  or  beast  upon  the  sculptured  bust  above  his  chamber-door, 
With  such  name  as  "  Nevermore." 

But  the  Raven,  sitting  lonely  on  that  placid  bust,  spoke  only 
That  one  \vord,  as  if  his  soul  in  that  one  word  he  did  outpour. 
Nothing  further  then  he  utter'd,  not  a  feather  then  be  flutter'd. 
Till  I  scarcely  more  than  mutter'd,  "Other  friends  have  flown 

before : 
On  the  morrow  he  will  leave  me,  as  my  hopes  have  flown  before." 
Then  the  bird  said,  "  Nevermore." 

Startled  at  the  stillness  broken  by  reply  so  aptly  spoken, 
"  Doubtless,"  said  I,  "what  it  utters  is  its  only  stock  and  store. 
Caught  from  some  unhappy  master,  whom  unmerciful  Disaster 
Follow'd  fast,    and  follow'd  faster,  till   his  songs  one  burden 

bore, — 
Till  the  dirges  of  his  hope  that  melancholy  burden  bore, 
Of — '  Never — Nevermore.'  " 

But  the  Raven  still  beguiling  all  my  sad  soul  into  smiling, 
Straight  I  wheel'd  a  cushion'd  seat  in  front  of  bird,  and  bust, 

and  door ; 
Then,  upon  the  velvet  sinking,  I  betook  myself  to  linking 
Fancy  unto  fancy,  thinking  what  this  ominous  bird  of  yore— 
What  this  grim,  ungainly,  ghastly^  gaunt,  and  ominous  bird  dI 

yore— ' 

Meant  in  croaking  "  Nevermore." 
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lown  before." 


1    T  r"^u^'      '"  «""'''"»■  ''"'  "°  ^>H'""«  expressing 

o  the  fowl,  whose  fiery  eyes  now  burn'd  into  my  bosom's  core  ■ 

h,s  and  more  I  sat  divining,  with  my  head  at  ease  reclining  ' 

On  the  cush.on's  velvet  lining  that  the  lamp-light  gloated  o'er  ■ 

But  whose  velvet  violet  lining,  with  the  lamp'li|ht  floating  o'er,' 

i>ne  shall  press— ah  !  nevermore. 

Then,  methought,  the  air  grew  denser,  perfumed  from  an  unseen 
censer 

Swnng  by  seraphim  whose  footfalls  tinkled  on  the  tufted  floor. 

7    H  I  "'"'•  "'y  God  hath  lent  thee-by  these  angeLs 
he  hath  sent  thee—  ^ 

Re,s,H,e^  respite  and  nepenthe  from  thy  memories  of  J.enore  ! 
QuafT,  Oh  qu,   .  this  kind  nepenthe,  and  forget  this  lost  I.enore '" 
Quoth  the  Raven,  "Nevermore." 

•■iVophet  r-said  I,  "thing  of  evil  --prophet  still,  if  birdor  devil ! 
«hc.ther  lempter  sent,  or  whether  tempest  toss'd  thee  here 
ashore, 

Desolate  yet  all  undaunted,  on  this  desert  land  enchanted. 
On  this  home  by  Horror  haunted,-tell  me  truly,  I  implore 
I«  there-/,  there  balm  in  Gilead  ?  tell  me-tell  me,  I  implore '" 
Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

"Prophet !"  said  I,  "thing  of  evil  I-prophet  still,  if  bird  or  devil  - 

By  hat  heaven  that  bends  above  us,  by  that  God  we  both  adore' 

cl  this  soul,  with  sorrow  laden,  \i,  within  the  distant  Aidenn 

shall  clasp  a  sainted  maiden,  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore  -' 

Unsp  a  rare  and  radiant  maiden,  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore  " 

Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

"  Be  th:it  word  our  sign  of  parting,  bird  or  fiend  I "  I  shriek'd 
upstarting,—  °' 

"(^etjhee  back  into  the  tempest  and  the  Night's  Plutonian 
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Leave  no  black  plume  as  a  token  of  that  lie  thy  soul  hath  spoken ! 
Leave  my  loneliness  unbroken  !— quit  the  bust  above  my  door! 
Take  thy  beak  from  out  my  heart,  and  take  thy  form  from  off 
my  door  !" 

Quoth  the  Raven,  "  Nevermore." 

And  the  Raven,  never  flitting,  still  is  sitting,  still  is  sitting 
On  the  pallid  bust  of  Pallas,  just  above  my  chamber-door ; 
And  his  -yes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon's  that  is  dreaming, 
And  the  lamp-light  o'er  him  streaming  throws  his  shadow  on 

the  floor  : 
And  my  soul  from  out  that  shadow  that  lies  floating  on  the  floor 
Shall  be  lifted — nevermore  ! 


LIIL     DAVID  SWAN-A  FANTASY. 

Nathamki,  Hawihoknk.— 1804  T864. 


From  "  TwiCK-ToLD  Tat.ks." 

We  can  be  but  partially  acquainted  even  with  the 
events  which  actually  influence  our  course  through  life, 
and  our  final  destiny.  There  are  innumerable  other 
evei;2s,  if  such  they  may  be  called,  which  come  close 
upon  us,  yet  pass  away  without  actual  results,  or  even 
betraying  their  near  approach  by  the  reflection  of  any 
light  or  shadow  across  our  minds.  Could  we  know  all 
the  vicissitudes  of  our  fortunes,  life  would  be  too  full  of 
hope  and  fear,  exultation  or  disappointment,  to  aflbrd  us 
a  single  hour  of  true  serenity.  This  idea  may  be  illus- 
trated by  a  page  from  the  secret  history  of  David  Swan. 

We  have  nothing  to  do  with  David  until  wc  find  him, 
at  the  age  of  twcnt\-,  on  the  high  "road  from  his  native 


OAVII)  SIVAN^A  FANTASY.  55, 

u  tor  'i';.f™='--'->'''"^---  t°  take  him  behind  the 
counter.  Be  it  enough  to  say.  that  he  was  a  native  of 
Nc.  Hampsh.re,  born  of  respectable  parents,  and  had 

"?  "  TrT"^  "'°°'  '=^'"<=^"°"'  -i'h  a  cl^ssie  fini  h 
y  a  year  at  Cimanton  Aeademy.  After  journeying  on 
-ot  from  sunns,  till  nearly  noon  of  a  summer's  day^"" 

™n.n  the  first  conven.ent  shade,  and  await  the  coming 
p  o  the  stage-coach.  As  if  planted  on  purpose  for 
im.  there  soon  appeared  a  little  tuft  of  maples  with  a 
cstfu^  recess  in  the  midst,  and  such  a  fre.s'h  b;:  ,' g 
^Pnng.  that  it  seemed  never  to  have  sparkled  for  anv 
wayfarer  but  David  Swan.  Virgin  or  not,  he  ki  ed  it 
.th  h,s  thirsty  hps,  and  then  flung  him.self  along  the 

pantaloons,  t,ed  up  m  a  striped  cotton  handkerchief  The 
unbeams  could  not  reach  him  ;  the  dust  did  not  yet  rise 
om  the  road,  after  the  heavy  rain  of  yesterday  ;  and  hi! 

Z    Th""''  ''^  ^°""^  '"^"  "^^"^  *-^  bed  of 
noun.     The  spnng  murmured  drowsily  beside  him  •  the 

ranches  waved  dreamily  across  the  blue  sky  overhead 

acpths,  fell   upon  David   Swan.     But  we  are   to  relate 
events  which  he  did  not  dream  of 

ulu'ide'  ''r°"1  "*'=P  '■"  '""^  -^-'e,  other  people 
uea„, de-awake,  and  passed  to  an  fro,  afoot,  on  horse- 

by  hs  bed-chamber     Some  looked  neither  to  the  right 
an.   nor  to  the  left,  and  knew  not,  that  he  was  thcfe 
me  merely  glanced  that  way,  without  admitting  the 
m  crer  among  their  busy  thoughts  ;  some  laugh'd  to 

sec  how  soundly  he  slept ;  and  several,  «hose  hearts  were 
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brimming'  full  of  scorn,  ejected  their  venomous  super- 
fluity upon  David  Swan.  A  middle-aged  widow,  when 
nobody  else  was  near,  thrust  her  head  a  little  way  into 
the  recess,  and  vowed  that  the  young  fellow  looked  charm- 
ing in  his  sleep.  A  temperance  lecturer  saw  him,  and 
wrought  poor  David  into  the  texture  of  his  evening's 
discourse,  as  an  awful  instance  of  dead-drunkenness  by 
the  road-side.  But  censure,  praise,  merriment,  scorn,  and 
indifference,  were  all  one,  or  rather  all  nothing,  to  David 
Swan. 

He  had  slept  only  a  few  moments  when  a  brown  car- 
riage, drawn  by  a  handsome  pair  of  horses,  bowled  'easily 
along,  andi  was  brought  to  a  stand-still  nearly  in  front  of 
David's  resting-place.  A  linch-pin  had  fallen  out,  and 
permitted  one  of  the  wheels  to  slide  off.  The  dama<:^c 
was  slight,  and  occasioned  merely  a  momentary  alarm  to 
an  elderly  merchant  and  his  wife,  who  were  returning  to 
Boston  in  the  carriage.  While  the  coachman  and  a  ser- 
vant were  replacing  the  wheel,  the  lady  and  gentleman 
sheltered  themselves  beneath  the  maple-trees,  and  there 
espied  the  bubbling  fountain,  and  David  Swan  asleep  be- 
side it  Impressed  with  the  awe  which  the  humblest 
sleeper  usually  sheds  around  him,  the  merchant  trod  as 
lightly  as  the  gout  would  allow  ;  and  his  spouse  took 
good  heed  not  to  rustle  her  silk  gown,  lest  David  should 
start  up,  all  of  a  sudden. 

"  How  soundly  he  sleeps !  "  whispered  the  old  gentle- 
man. "  From  what  a  depth  he  draws  that  easy  breath! 
Such  sleep  as  that,  brought  on  without  an  v)piate,  would 
be  worth  more  to  me  than  half  my  income,  for  it  would 
suppose  health  and  an  untroubled  mind." 

"And  youth  besides,"  .said  the  lady.  •'  Healthy  and 
quiet  age  does  not  sleep  thus.  Our  slumber  is  no  mure 
like  his  than  our  wakefulnes.s." 
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The  longer  they  looked,  the  more  did  this  elderly  couple 
fed  interested  in  the  unknown  youth,  to  whom  the  way- 
side and  the  maple  shade  were  as  a  secret  chamber,  with 
the  rich  gloom  of  damask  curtains  brooding  over  him 
Perceiving  that  a  stray  sunbeam  glimmered  down  upon 
his  face,  the  lady  contrived  to  twist  a  branch  aside,  so  as 
to  intercept  it.  And  having  done  this  little  act  of  kind- 
ness, she  began  to  feel  like  a  mother  to  him. 

"  Providence  seems  to  have  laid  him  here,"  whisr-red 
she  to  her  husband,  "  and  to  have  brought  us  hither  to 
f^nd  him,  after  our  disappointment  in  our  cousin  s  son. 
Mcthinks  I  can  see  a  likeness  to  our  departed  Henry. 
Shall  we  waken  him  ?  " 

"To  what  purpose  ?  "  said  the  merchant,  hesitating. 
"  \Vc  know   nothing  of  the  youth's  character." 

"  That  open  countenance!"  replied  his  wife,  in  the  same 
hushed  voice,  yet  earnestly.     "  This  innocent  sleep  !  " 

While  these  whispers  were  passing,  the  sleeper's  heart 
(lid  not  throb,  nor  his  breath  become  agitated,  nor  his 
features  betray  the  least  token  of  interest.  Yet  F'ortune 
was  bending  over  him,  just  ready  to  let  fall  a  burthen  of 
gold.  The  old  merchant  had  lost  his  only  .son,  and  had 
no  heir  to  his  wealth,  except  a  distant  relative,  with  whose 
conduct  he  was  dissatisfied.  In  such  cases,  people  some- 
times do  stranger  things  than  to  act  the  magician,  and 
awaken  a  young  man  to  splendor,  who  fell  asleep  in 
poverty. 

"  Shall  we  not  waken  him  ?  "  repeated  the  lady,  per- 
suasively. 

"  The  coach  is  ready,  sir,"  said  the  servant,  behind. 

The  old  couple  started,  reddened,  and  hurried  away, 
muiually  wondering  that  they  .should  ever  have  dreamed 
'^f  doin-  anything  .so  very  ridiculous,      The  merchant 
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threw  himself  back  in  the  carriage,  and  occupied  his  mind 
with  the  plan  of  a  magnificent  asylum  for  unfortunate 
men  of  business.  Meanwhile,  David  Swan  enjoyed  his 
nap. 

The  carriage  could  not  have  gone  above  a  mile  oi^two, 
when  a  pretty  young  girl  came  along  with  a  tripping 
pace,  which  showed  precisel)    how  her  little  ^cart  was 
dancing  in  her  bosom.     Perhaps  it  was  this  merry  kind 
of  motion  that  caused— is  there  any  harm  in  saying  it? 
—her  garter  to  slip  its  knot.     Conscious  that  the  silken 
girth,  if  silk  it  were,  was  relaxing  its  hold,  she  turned 
aside  into  the  shelter  of  the  maple-trees,  and  there  found 
a  young  man  asleep  by  the  spring  !     Blushing  as  red  as 
any  rose,  that  she  should  have  intruded  into  a  gentle- 
man's bed-chamber,  and  for  such  a  purpose,  too,  she  was 
about  t'j  make  her  escape  on  tiptoe.     But  there  was  peril 
near  the  sleeper.     A  monster  of  ?  bee  had  been  wander- 
ing overhead-^buzz,  buzz,  buzz— now  among  the  leaves, 
now  flashing  through  the  strips  of  sunshine,  and  now  lost 
in  the  dark  shade,  till  finally  he  appeared  to  be  settling 
on  the  eyelid  of  David  Swan.     The  sting  of  a  bee  is 
sometimes  deadly.     As  free-hearted  as  she  was  innocent, 
the  girl  attacked  the   intruder  with   her  handkerchief, 
brushed  him  soundly,  and  drove  him  from  the  maple  shade. 
How  sweet  a  picture  !     This  good  deed  accomplished, 
with  quickened  breath,  and  a  deeper  blush,  she  stole  a 
glance  at  the  youthful  stranger,  for  whom  she  had  been 
battling  with  a  dragon  in  the  air. 

"  He  is  handsome !  "  thought  she,  and  blushed  redder 
yet. 

How  could  it  be  that  no  dream  of  bliss  grew  so  strong 
within  him,  that,  shattered  by  its  very  strength,  it  should 
part  asunder,  and  allow  him  to  perceive  the  girl  among 


DAVID  SWAN- A  FANTASY.  jg. 

it=  .h  ,  itoms  ?  Why,  at  least,  did  no  smile  of  welcome 
D.,shten  upon  his  face  >  She  was  come,  the  maid  whose 
soul  accordmg  to  the  old  and  beautiful  idea,  had  been 
.  ■  -d  from  his  jwn,  and  whom,  in  all  his  vague  but 
P  ^.onate  desir.s,  he  yearned  to  meet.  Her  only  could 
hUove  w,th  -.perfect  love-him  only  could  she  receive 
mto  the  depths  of  her  heart-and  now  her  image  w-as 
fa..itly  blushmg  in  the  fountain  by  his  side  ;  should  it 
pass  away,  its  happy  lustre  would  never  gleam  upon  his 
life  again.  ^ 

"  How  sound  he  sleeps  ! "  murmured  the  pirl 
She  departed,  but  did  not  trip  along  the  road  so  lightly 
as  when  she  came  ^     -^ 

Now,  this  girl's  father  was  a  thriving  country  merchant 
h     neighborhooc  and  happened,     t   that  identical 
toe  to  be  looking  out  for  just  such  a  young  man  as 
David  Swan^    Had  David  formed  a  wayside  Lqua int 

ce  with   the   daughter,   he   v.  -uld   have   become   the 

athers  clerk,  and  all   e.se   in  natural   succession.     So 

here,  again,  had  good  fortune-the  best  of  fortunes- 

^ to  en  so  near,  that  her  garments  brushed  against  him  ■ 

and  he  knew  nothing  of  the  matter 

asil^t^"'  "'''^'^^■■d'yout  of  sight,  when  two  men  turned 
Mde  beneath  the  maple  shade.     Both  had  dark  faces  set 

or  brows.     Their  dresses  were  shabby,  yet  had  a  cer- 
.ot  their  uv  ng  by  whatever  the  devil  sent  them,  and  now 
rofit    'ft""  "'  °*^''  '"^'"'^■'■''-  ''^'J  -^'-l^-d  'he  join 
*      wa    :"■  T'  T"  "'  ^'"^■■">'  °"  ^  S^"«=  °f  "rds 
ndfnVn      T  f ''"-  '''"^"'  "^^^^  ""^-  'he  trees 
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"  Hist !— Do  you  see  that  bundle  under  his  head  ?" 
The  other  villain  nodded,  winked,  and  leered. 
"I'll  bet  you  a  horn  of  brandy,"  said  the  first,  "  that 
the  chap  has  either  a  pocket-book  or  a  snug  little  hoard 
of  small  change,  stowed  away  amongst  his  shirts.     And  if 
not  there,  we  shall  find  it  in  his  pantaloons'  pocket." 

"  Hut  how  if  he  wakes  ? "  said  the  other. 
His  companion  thrust  aside  his  waistcoat,  pointed  to 
the  handle  of  a  dirk,  and  nodded. 

"  So  be  it !  "  muttered  the  second  villain. 

They  approcvChed  the  unconscious  David,  and,  while 
one  pointed  the  dagger  towards  his  heart,  the  other  bL-gan 
to  search  the  bundle  beneath  his  head.  Their  two  faces, 
grim,  wrinkled,  and  ghastly  with  guilt  and  fear,  bent  over 
their  victim,  looking  horribly  enough  to  be  mistaken  for 
fiends,  should  he  suddenly  awake.  Nr.y,  had  the  villains 
glanced  aside  into  the  spring,  even  they  would  hardly 
have  known  themselves,  as  reflected  there.  But  David 
Swan  had  never  worn  aiore  tranquil  aspect,  even  when 
asleep  on  his  mother's  breast. 

"  I  must  take  away  the  bundle,"  whispered  one. 

"  If  he  stirs,  I'll  strike,"  muttered  the  other. 

But,  at  this  moment,  a  dog,  scenting  along  the  ground, 
came  in  beneath  the  maple-trees,  and  gazed  alternately 
at  each  of  these  wicked  men,  and  then  at  the  quiet  sleeper. 
He  then  lapped  cut  of  the  fountain. 

"  Pshaw  !  "  said  one  villain.  "  We  can  do  nothing  now, 
The  dog's  ma:jter  must  be  close  behind." 

"  Let's  take  Ti  drink,  and  be  off,"  said  the  other. 

The  man  with  the  dagge.-  thrust  back  the  weapon  into 
his  bosom,  and  drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol,  but  not  of  that 
kind  which  kills  by  a  single  discharge.  It  was  a  flask  of 
liquor,  with  u  block-tin  tumbler  screwed  upon  the  mouth, 
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Each  drank  a  comfortable  dram,  and  left  the  spot,  with 
so  many  jests,  and  such  laughter  at  their  unaccomplished 
wickedness,  that  they  might  be  said  to  have  gone  on  their 
way  rejoicing.  In  a  few  hours  they  had  forgotten  the 
whole  affair,  nor  once  imagined  that  the  recording  angel 
had  written  down  the  crime  of  murder  against  their 
souls,  in  letters  as  durable  as  eternity.  As  for  David 
Swan,  he  sciU  slept  quietly,  neither  conscious  of  the  sha- 
dow of  death  when  it  hung  over  him,  nor  of  the  glow  of 
renewed  life  when  that  shadow  was  withdrawn. 

Me  slept,  but  no  longer  so  quietly  as  at  first.    An  hour's 
rei)()se  had  snatched  from  his  elastic  frame  the  weariness 
with  which  many  hours  of  toil  had  burthened  it.     Now  he 
stirred—now   moved   his    lips,   without   a   sound— now 
talked  m  an  inward  tone  to  the  noonday  spectres  of  his 
•Ircam.     Rut  a  noi^e  of  wheels  came  rattling  louder  and 
louder  along  the  road,  until  it  dashed  through  the  dis- 
persing mist  of  David's  slumber— and  there  was  the  stage- 
coach.    He  started  up,  with  all  his  ideas  about  him. 
"  Hallo,  driver  !     Take  a  passenger  ?  ''  shouted  he. 
"  Room  on  top  !  "  answere('  the  driver. 
Up  mounted  David,  and  bowled  away  merrily  towards 
Boston,  without  so  much  as  a  parting  glance  at  that 
fountam  of  dreamlike  vicissitude.     He  knew  not  that  a 
phantom  of  Wealth  had  thrown  a  golden  hue  upon  its 
waters,  nor  that  one  of  Love  had  sighed  softly  to  their 
murmur,  nor  that  one  of  Death  had  threatened  to  crimson 
iHcm  with  his  blood— all,  in  the  brief  hour  since  he  lay 
down  to  sleep.     Sleeping  or  waking,  we  hear  not  the 
airy  footsteps  of  the  strange  things  that  almost  happen. 
i^ocs  It  not   argue   a   superintending  Providence,  that, 
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=c  viewless  and  Uiie.Kpected  events  thrust  themsel 

path,  tlyjrc  should  still  be  regu- 
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lart)-  enough  in  mortal  life,  to  render  foresight  even  par- 
tially available  ? 


LIV.    MY  KATE. 


Elizabeth  Barrktt  Browning.— 1809-1861. 
She  was  not  as  pretty  as  women  I  know, 
And  yet  all  your  best  made  of  sunshine  and  snow 
Drop  to  shade,  melt  to  nought  in  the  long-trodden  ways, 
While  she's  still  remember'd  on  warm  and  cold  days—  ' 

\  My  Kate. 

Her  air  had  a  meaning,  her  movements  a  grace ; 
You  turn'd  from  the  fairest  to  gaze  on  her  face  : 
And  when  you  had  once  seen  her  forehead  and  mouth, 
You  saw  as  distinctly  her  soul  and  her  trutli— 

My  Kate. 

Such  a  blue  inner  light  from  her  eyelids  outbroke, 
You  look'd  at  her  silence  and  fancied  she  spoke  : ' 
When  she  did,  so  peculiar  yet  soft  was  the  tone, 
Though  the  loudest  spoke  also,  you  heard  her  alone— 

My  Kate. 

I  doubt  if  she  said  to  you  much  that  could  act 

As  a  thought  or  suggestion  :  she  did  not  attract 

In  the  sense  of  the  biiiliant  or  wise  :  I  infer 

■Twas  her  thinking  of  others,  made  you  think  of  her- 

My  Kate. 

She  never  found  fault  with  you,  never  niiplied 
Your  wrong  by  her  right  :  and  yet  men  at  her  side 
drew  nobler,  girls  purer,  as  through  the  whole  town 
The  children  were  gladder  that  pull'd  at  her  gown— 

My  Kate. 
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None  knelt  at  her  feet  confess'd  lovers  in  thrall ; 
They  knelt  more  to  God  than  they  used,-_that  was  all ; 
If  you  praised  her  as  charming,  some  ask'd  what  you  meant, 
But  the  charm  of  her  presence  was  felt  when  she  went—  ' 

My  Kate. 
The  weak  and  the  gentle,  the  ribald  and  rude. 
She  took  as  she  found  them,  and  did  them  all' good  : 
It  always  was  so  with  lier :  see  what  you  have  ! 
She  has  made  the  grass  greener  even  here  .  .  with  her  grave- 

My  Kate. 

My  dear  one  .'—when  thou  wast  alive  with  the  rest, 
I  held  thee  the  sweetest  and  lov'd  thee  the  best : 
And  now  thou  art  dead,  shall  I  not  take  thy  part 
As  thy  smiles  used  to  do  for  thyself,  my  sweet  Heart— 

My  Kate  ? 
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O  Rose,  who  dares  to  name  thee  ? 
No  longer  roseate  now,  nor  soft  nor  sweet, 
Hut  pale  and  hard  and  dry  as  stubbK?  whe?t,— 

Kept  seven  years  in  a  drawer,  thy  titles  sh.ane  thee. 

The  breeze  that  used  to  b'ow  rhee 
Between  the  hedgerow  thorns,  and  take  awny 
An  odor  up  the  lane  to  Irt-n  all  day,- 

If  breathing  now,  unsweeten'd  would  forego  thee. 

The  sun  that  used  to  smite  the :, 
And  mix  h's  glory  in  t.hy  gorgeoi'.s  urn 
I'ill  beam  appear'd  to  bloom,  an<i  Hower  tc.  burn,— 
If  shining  now,  with  wvA  a  hue  uould  light  thee. 
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The  dew  that  used  to  wet  thee, 
And,  white  first,  grow  incarnadined  because 
It  lay  upon  thee  where  the  crimson  was, — 

If  dropping  now,  would  darken  where  it  met  thee. 

The  fly  that  'lit  upon  thee 
To  stretch  the  tendrils  of  its  tiny  feet 
Along  thy  leafs  pure  edges  after  heat, — 
If  'lighting  now,  would  coldly  overrun  thee. 

The  bee  that  once  did  suck  thee, 
And  build  thy  perfumed  ambers  up  his  hive, 
And  swoon  in  thee  for  joy,  till  scarce  alive, — 
If  passing  now,  would  blindly  overlook  thee. 

TJie  heart  doth  recognize  thee, 
Alone,  alone  !  the  heart  doth  smell  thee  sweet, 
Doth  view  thee  fair,  doth  judge  thee  most  complete, 
Perceiving  all  those  changes  that  disguise  thee. 

Yes,  and  the  heart  doth  owe  thee 
More  love,  d      .    ose,  than  to  any  roses  bold 
Which  Julia      'cv  >  at  dances,  smilmg  cold  : — 

Lie  still  upoi.  .nis  heart  which  breaks  below  thee  ! 


LVI.    TO  THE  EVENING  WIND. 


WnxiAM  Cui.LKN  Bryant.— 1794-1878. 

Spirit  that  breathest  through  my  lattice,  thou 
That  cool'st  the  twilight  of  the  sultry  day, 

Gratefully  flows  thy  freshness  round  my  brow  ; 
Thou  hast  been  out  upon  the  deep  at  play, 

Riding  all  day  the  wild  blue  waves  till  now. 

Roughening  their  crests,  and  scattering  high  their  spray. 

And  swelhng  the  white  sail.     I  welcome  thee 

To  the  scorch'd  land,  thou  wanderer  of  the  sea. 
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Nor  I  alone  ,  -a  thousand  bosoms  round 

Inhale  thee  in  the  fulness  of  delight  • 
And  languid  forms  rise  up,  and  pulses  bound 

Livelier  at  coming  of  the  wind  of  night  • 
And  languishing  to  hear  thy  grateful  sound 

Lies  the  vast  inland  stretch'd  beyond  the  sight 
(^o  forth  into  the  gathering  shade ;  go  forth 
Cod's  blessing  breathed  upon  the  fainting  earth  ! 

Go,  rock  the  little  wood-bird  in  his  nest 

Curl  the  still  waters,  bright  with  stars,' and  rouse 
I  he  wide  old  wood  from  his  majestic  rest 

Summoning  from  the  innumerable  boughs 
i  he  strange  deep  harmonies  that  haunt  his  breast  • 
Pleasant  shall  be  thy  way  where  meekly  bows     ' 
The  shutting  flower,  and  darkling  waters  pass 
And  where  the  o'er-shadowing  branches  sweep  the  grass. 

The  faint  old  man  shall  lean  his  silver  head 

lo  feel  thee  ;  thou  shalt  kiss  the  child  asleep, 
And  dry  the  moisten'd  curls  that  overspread 

AnH'.V'"'^''  "''"'  ^'^  ^^'^^^^"S  8^°^^'^  '^-^e  deep; 
And  they  who  stand  about  the  sick  man's  bed 

Shall  joy  to  listen  to  thy  distant  sweep, 

And  softly  part  his  curtains  to  allow 

Thy  visit,  grateful  to  his  burning  brow. 

r»o,  -but  the  circle  of  eternal  change, 
\Vhich  is  the  life  of  nature,  shall  restore, 
;th  sounds  and  scents  from  all  thy  mighty  range, 
Jhee  to  thy  birthplace  of  the  deep  once  more; 

Suect  odors  in  the  sea-air,  sweet  and  strange 
Shall  tell  the  homesick  mariner  of  the  shore  • 

•\n'!,  listening  to  thy  murmur,  he  shall  dream  ' 

Ht'  hears  the  rustling  leaf  and  running  stream. 
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LVII.-DEATH  OF  THE  PROTECTOR/ 

Thomas  Cari.ym;.— 1795-1881. 


From  Oliver  Cromwell's  Letters  and  Speeches. 

And  so  we  have  now  nothing  more  ; — and  Oliver  has 
nothing  more.  His  Speakings,  and  also  his  Actings,  all 
his  manifold  Strugglings,  more  or  less  victorious,  to  utter 
the  great  God's- Message  that  was  in  him, — have  here 
what  we  call  ended.  This  Summer  of  1658,  likewise  vic- 
torious after  struggle,  is  his  last  in  our  World  of  Time, 
Thenceforth  he  enters  the  Eternities ;  and  rests  upon  his 
arms  tlicfe. 

Oliver's  look  was  yet  strong  ;  and  young  for  his  years, 
which  were  Fifty-nine  last  April.    The  "  Three-score  and 
ten  years,"  the  Psalmist's  limit,  which  probably  was  often 
in  Oliver's  thoughts  and  in  those  of  others  there,  might 
have  been  anticipated  for  him  :    Ten  Years  more  of  Life; 
— which,  we  may   compute,  would   have  given  another 
History  to  all  the  Centuries  of  England.     But  it  was  not 
to  be  so,  it  was  to  be  otherwise.     Oliver's  health,  as  we 
might  observe,  was   but  uncertain  in  late  times  ;  often 
"indisposed"  the  spring  before  last.     His  course  of  life 
had  not  been  favorable  to  health  !     "  A  burden  too  heavy 
^or  man  ! "  as  he  himself,  with  a  sigh,  would  sometimes 
say.     Incessant  toil ;  inconceivable  labor,  of  head  and 
heart  and  hand  ;  toil,  peril,  and  sorrow  manifold,  continued 
for  near  Twenty  years  now,  had  done  their  part :  those 
robust    life-energies,    it  afterwards   appeared,   had   been 
gradually  eaten  out.    Like  a  Tower  strong  to  the  eye,  but 
with  its  foundations  undermmed  ;  which  has  not  long  to 
stand  ;  the  fall  of  which,  on  any  shock,  may  be  sudden.— 


*The  author's  use  of  capital  letters  and  punctuation  marks  has  been  retained. 
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The  Manzinis  and  Dues  de  Crequi,  with  their  splen- 
dors,  and   congratulations    about    Dunkirk,    interesting 
to  the  street-populations  and  general  public,  had   not 
yet  withdrawn,  when  at  Hampton  Court  there  had  be- 
gun a  private  scene,  c^  much  deeper  and  quite  opposite 
mterest    there.     The    Lady    Claypole,  Oliver's   favorite 
Daughter,  a  favorite  of  all  the  world,  had  fallen  sick  we 
know  not  when  ;  lay  sick  now,-to  death,  as  it  proved- 
Her  disease  was  of  a  nature,  the   painfullest  and  most 
harassing  to  mmd  and  sense,  it  is  understood,  that  frills  to 
the  lot  of  a  human  creature.     Hampton  Court  we  can 
fancy  once  more,  in  those  July  days,  a  house  of  sorrow  • 
pale  Death  knocking  there,  as  at  the  door  of  the  meanest 
hut.   "  She  had  great  sufferings,  great  exercises  of  spirit  " 
Yes  :-and  in  the  depths  of  the  old  Centuries,  we  see  a 
pale  anxious  Mother,  anxious  Husband,  anxious  weepin- 
S^ters  a  poor  young  Frances  weeping  anew  in  her  weeds'! 
tor  the  last  fourteen  days"  his  Highness  had  been  by  her 
bedside  at  Hampton  Court,  unable  to  attend  to  any  public 
business  whatever.     Be  stiH,  my  Child  ;  trust  thou  yet  in 
^ofl :  m  the  waves  of  the  Dark  River,  there  too  is  He  a 
God  of  help  !-On  the  6th  day  of  August  she  lav  dead  • 
at  rest  forever.    My  young,  my  beautiful, my  brave!    She 
i'^  taken  from  me;  I  am  left  bereaved  of  her.     The  I  ord 
giveth,  and  the  Lord  taketh  away ;  blessed  be  the  Name 
of  the  Lord  !—  .  .  . 

In  the  same  dark  days,  occurred  George  Fox's  third 
and  last  mterview  with  Oliver.-.  .  .  .  George  dates  noth- 
ing, and  his  facts  everywhere  lie  round  him  like  the  leather- 
Panngs  of  his  old  shop  :  but  we  judge  it  may  have  been 
about  the  time  when  the  Manzinis  and  the  Dues  de  Cr-qui 

were   nnrTH«*irr    1"—    ^U_:..    ^  M,  ,  _^,  _  ^ 

-^  H^aaxng  \n  uicir  gik  coacnes,  That  George  and  two 
^'••ends  "going  out  of  Town,"  on  a  summer  day,  "two 
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of  Hacker's  men  "  had  met  them, — taken  them,  brought 
them  to  the  Mews.  "  Prisoners  there  awhile  :" — but  the 
Lord's  power  was  over  Hacker's  men  ;  they  had  to  let  us 
go.     Whereupon : 

"The  same  day, taking  boat  I  went  down  "  {up)  "to  King- 
ston, and  from  thence  to  Hampton  Court,  to  speak  with 
the  Protector  about  the  Sufferings  of  Friends.  I  met  him 
riding  into  Hampton-Court  Park  ;  and  before  I  came  to 
him,  as  he  rode  at  the  head  of  his  Lifeguard,  I  saw  and 
felt  a  waft "  {zvliiff)  "  of  death  go  forth   against  him." 

Or  in  favor  of  him,  George  ?     His  life,  if  thou  knew 

it,  has  not  been  a  merry  thing  for  this  man,  now  or  here- 
tofore !  I  fancy  he  has  been  looking,  this  long  while,  to 
give  it  up,  whenever  the  Commander-in-Chief  required, 
To  quit  his  laborious  sentry-post  ;  honorably  lay-up  his 
arms,  and  be  gone  to  his  rest : — all  Paternity  to  rest  in,0 
George  !  Was  thy  own  life  merry,  for  example,  in  the 
hollow  of  the  tree  ;  clad  permanently  in  leather  ?  And 
does  kingly  purple,  and  governing  refractory  worlds  in- 
stead of  stitching  coarse  shoes,  make  it  merrier?  The 
waft  of  death  is  not  against  ///;;/,  I  think, — perhaps  against 
thee,  and  me,  and  others,  O  George,  when  the  Nell-Gwynn 
Defender  and  Two  Centuries  of  all-victorious  Cant  have 

come  in  upon  us  !     My  unfortunate  George "  a  waft 

of  death  go  forth  against  him  ;  and  when  I  came  to  him, 
he  looked  like  a  dead  man.  After  I  had  laid  the  Suffer- 
ings of  Friends  before  him,  and  had  warned  him  accord- 
ing as  I  was  moved  to  speak  to  him,  he  bade  me  come  to 
his  house.  So  I  returned  to  Kingston  ;  and,  the  next  day, 
went  up  to  Hampton  Court  to  speak  farther  with  him. 
But  when  I  came,  Harvey,  who  was  one  that  waited  on 
him,  told  me  the  Doctors  were  not  willing  that  I  should 
speak  with  him.  So  I  passed  away,  and  never  saw  him 
more." 
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Friday  the  20th  of  August   1658,  this    was  probably 
the  day  on   which  George  Fox  saw  OHver    ridin-  into 
Hanipton  Park  with  his  Guards,  for  the  last  time,  ''xhat 
l-nday,  as  we  find,  his  Highness  seemed  much  better  • 
but  on  the  morrow  a  sad  change  had  taken  place  •  fever- 
ish symptoms,  for  which  the  Doctors  rigorously  prescribed 
quiet.     Saturday  to  Tuesday    the    symptoms  continued 
ever  worsenmg:  a  kind  of  tertian  ague,  "bastard  tertian'' 
as  the  old   Doctors  name  it  ;  for  which  it  was  ordered 
that  his  Highness  should  return  to  Whitehall,  as  to  a 
more  favorable  air  in   that  complaint.     On  Tuesday  ac- 
cordingly he  quitted   Hampton  Court  ;— never  to  see  it 
more. 

"His    time   was  come,"    says  Harvey;  "and   neither 
pra)crs  nor  tears  could  prevail  with  God  to  lengthen  out 
his  life  and  continue  him  longer  to  u.s.     Prayers  abun- 
dantly and  incessantly  poured  out  on  his  behalf   both 
publicly  and  privately,  as  was  observed,  in  a  more  than 
ordinary  way.     Besides  many  a  secret  sigh,-secret  and 
unheard  by  men,  yet  like  the  cry  of  Moses,  more  loud 
and  strongly  la>'ing  hold  on  God,  than  many  spoken  sup- 
phcations.     All  which,~the  hearts  of  God's  People  beino- 
thus  mightily  stirred  up,-did  seem  to  beget  confidence 
in  some,  and  hopes  in  all  ;  yea  some  thoughts  in  himself, 
that  God  would  restore  him." 

"  Prayers  public  and  private  :  "  they  are  worth  imao-in- 
Hii,^  to  ourselves.  Meetings  of  Preachers,  Chaplains,  and 
^odl)'  Persons  ;  "  Owen,  Goodwin,  Sterry,  ^^•ith  a  com- 
pany of  others,  in  an  adjoining  room  "  ;  in  Whitehall,  and 
elsewhere  over  religious  London  and  England,  fervent 
outpourings  of  many  a  loyal  heart.  For  there  were  hearts 
to  uhom  the  nobleness  of  this  man  was  known  ;  and 
1^1^  uorth  to  the  Puritan  Cause  was  evident.     Prayers 
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—strange  enough  to  us  ;  in  a  dialect  fallen  obsolete,  for- 
gotten now.     Au<-1  cntic  wrestlings   of  ancient    Human 
Souls,— who  were  .  live  then,  with  their  affections,  awe- 
struck  pieties  ;  with  their  Human  Wishes,  risen  to  be 
transcendent,  hoping  to  prevail  with  the  Inexorable.    AH 
swallowed  now  in  the  depths  of  dark  Time  ;  which  is  full 
of  such,  since  the  beginning  !— Truly  it   is  a  great  scene 
of  World- History,  this  in  old  Whitehall :  Oliver  Crom- 
well drawing  nigh  to  his  ctid.     The  exit  of  Oliver  Crom- 
well and  of  English  Puritanism  ;  a  great  Light,  one  of 
our   few    authentic  Solar  Luminaries,  going  down  nou 
amid  the  clouds  of  Death.     Like  the  setling  of  a  great 
victorious  Summer  Sun  ;  its  course  now  finished.     "  So 
stirbt  ein  Held;'  says  Schiller,  "  So  dies  a  Hero  !   Sight 
worthy  to  be  worshipped !  "—He  died,  this  Hero  Oliver, 
in  Resignation  to  God  ;  as  the  Brave  have  all  done.  "  \Vc 
could  not  be  more  desirous  he  should  abide,"  says  the 
pious  Harvey,  "  than  he  was  content  and  willing  to  be 
gone."     The  struggle  lasted,  amid  hope  and  fear,  for  ten 
days.     ... 

On  Monday  August  30th,  there  roared  and  howled  all 
day  a  mighty  storm  of  wind.  ...  It  was  on  this  stormy 
Monday,  while  rocking  winds,  heard  in  the  sickroom  and 
everywhere,  were  piping  aloud,  that  Thurloe  and  an 
Official  person  entered  to  enquire.  Who,  in  case  of  the 
worst,  was  to  be  his  Highness's  Successor?  The  Suc- 
cessor is  named  in  a  sealed  Paper  already  drawn-up,  above 
a  year  ago,  at  Hampton  Court  ;  now  lying  in  such  and 
such  a  place.  The  Paper  was  sent  for,  searched  for ;  it 
could  never  be  found.  Richard's  is  the  name  understood 
to  have  been  written  in  that  Paper:  not  a  good  name; 
but  in  fact  one  does  not  know.  In  ten  years'  time,  had 
ten  years  more  been  granted,  Richard  might  have  become 
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a  fitter  man  ;  might  have  been  cancelled,  if  palpably  un- 
fit. Or  perhaps  it  was  Fleetwood's  name,— and  the  Paper, 
by  certain  parties,  was  stolen  ?  me  knows.  On  the 
Thursday  night  following,  *'and  not  till  then,"  his  High- 
ness is  understood  to  have  formally  named  "  Richard"  , 
—or  perhaps  it  might  only  be  some  heavy-laden  "  Yes, 
yes  !  "  spoken,  out  of  the  thick  death-slumbers,  in  answer 
to  Thurloe's  question  "  Richard?"  The  thing  is  a  little 
uncertain.  It  was,  once  more,  a  matter  of  much  mo- 
ment;—giving  color  probably  to  all  the  subsequent 
Centuries  of  England,  this  answer  ! —     ... 

Thursday  night  the  Writer  of  our  old  Pamphlet 
[Harvey]  was  himself  in  attendance  on  his  Highness ; 
and  has  preserved  a  trait  or  two  ;  with  which  let  us  hasten 
to  conclude.  Tomorrow  is  September  Third,  always 
kept  as  a  Thanksgiving  day,  since  the  Victories  of  Dun 
bar  and  Worcester.  The  wearied  one,  "  that  very  night 
before  the  Lord  took  him  to  his  everlasting  rest,"  was 
heard  thus,  with  oppressed  voice,  speaking  : 

" '  Truly  God  is  good  ;  indeed  He  is  ;  He  will  not ' ■ 

Then  his  speech  failed  him,  but  as  I  apprehended,  it  was, 
*  He  will  not  leave  me.'  This  saying,  '  God  is  good,'  he 
frequently  used  all  along  ;  and  would  speak  it  with  much 
cheerfulness,  and  fervor  of  spirit,  in  the  midst  of  his 
pains.—Again  he  said  :  '  I  would  be  willing  to  live  to  be 
farther  serviceable  to  God  and  His  People  :  but  my  work 
is  done.     Yet  God  will  be  with  His  People.' 

"  He  was  very  restless  most  part  of  the  night,  speaking 
often  to  himself  And  there  being  something  to  drink 
offered  him,  he  was  desired  To  take  the  same,  and  en- 
deavor to  sleep. — Unto  which  he  answered  :  '  It  is  not 
my  design  to  drink  or  sleep  ;  but  my  design  is,  to  make 
uhat  haste  1  can  to  be  gone.' — 
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•'  Afterwards,  towards  morning,  he  used  divers  holy  ex- 
pressions, implying  much  inward  consolation  and  peace  • 
among  the  rest  he  spake  some  exceeding  self-debasina 
words,  annihilatijig  and  judging  himself.  And  truly  \ 
was  observed,  that  a  public  spirit  to  God's  Cause  d-d 
breathe  in  him,— as  in  his  lifetime,  so  now  to  his  verv 
last.'  ^ 

When  the  morrow's  sun  rose,  Oliver  was  speechless  ■ 
between  three  and  four  in  the  afternoon,  he  lay  dead 
Friday  3rd  September  1658.  "The  consternation  and 
astonishment  of  all  people,"  writes  Fauconberg,  "  are  in- 
expressible ;  their  hearts  seem  as  if  sunk  within  them 
My  poor  Wife,— I  know  not  what  on  earth  to  do  with 
her.  Whqn  seemingly  quieted,  she  bursts  out  again  into 
a  passion  that  tears  her  very  heart  in  pieces."— Husht 
poor  weeping  Mary  i  Here  is  a  Life-battle  right  nobly 
done.     Seest  thou  not, 

"  The  storm  is  changed  into  a  calm. 
At  His  command  and  will  ; 
K^o  that  the  waves  which  raged  before 
Now  quiet  are  and  still! 

Then  are  they  glad,— because  at  rest 
And  quiet  now  they  be  : 
So  to  the  haven  He  them  brings 
Which  they  desired  to  see." 

"  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the  Lord  ; "  blessed 
are  the  valiant  that  have  lived  in  the  Lord.  "  Amen 
saith  the  Spirit,"— Amen.  "They  do  rest  from  their 
labors,  and  their  works  follow  them." 

"Their  works  follow  them."  As,  J  think, this  Oliver  Crom- 
well's works  have  done  and  are  still  doing  !  We  have  had 
our «« Revolutions  of  Eighty-eight,"  officially  called  "  glori- 
ous "  ;   and  other  Revolutions   not  yet  called  glorious ; 
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and  somewhat  has  been  gained  for  poor  Mankind.     Men's 
cars  are  not  now  slit-off  by  rash  Officiality  ;  Officiality 
will,  for  long  henceforth,  be  more  cautious  about  men's 
ears.      The    tyrannous    Star-chambers,    branding-irons 
chimerical  Kings  and  Surplices  at  All-hallowtide,  they 
are  gone,   or   with   immense   velocity   going       Oliver's 
uorks  do  follow  him!_The  works  of  a  man,  bury  them 
under  what  guano-mountains  and  ob.scene  owl-droppings 
you  will,  do  not  perish,  cannot  perish.     What  of  Heroism 
uhat  of  Eternal  Light  was  in  a  Man  and  his  Life,  is  with 
very  great  exactness  added  to  the  Eternities  ;  remains  for- 
ever a  new  divine  portion  of  the  Sum  of  Things  ;  and  no 
owl's  voice,  this  way  or  that,  in  the  least  avails  in  the 
matter. — But  we  have  to  end  here. 

Oliver  is  gone  ;  and  with  him  England's  Puritanism 
laboriously  built  together  by  this  man,  and  made  a  thing 
far-shining,  miraculous  to  its  own  Century,  and  memor- 
a'-'e  to  all  the  Centuries,  soon  goes.     Puritanism,  without 
Its  King,  is  kingless,  anarchic  ;  falls  into  dislocation,  self- 
collision  ;  staggers,  plunges   into  ever     -eper  anarchy  • 
King,  Defender  of  the  Puritan  Faith  f      .  can  now  none 
be  found;- and  nothingis  left  but  to  recall  theold  disowned 
Defender  with  the  remnants  of  his  Four  Surplices,  and 
Two  Centuries  of  Hypocrisis  (or  Play-acting  not  so-called), 
and  put-up  with  all  that,  the  best  we  may.     The  Genius' 
of  England  no  longer  soars  Sunward,  world-defiant,  like 
an    Eagle    through    the   storms,  "  mewing   her  mighty 
youth,"  as  John  Milton  .saw  her  do  :  the  Genius  of  Eng- 
land, much  liker  a  greedy  Ostrich  intent  on  provender 
and  a  whole  skin  mainly,  stands  with  its  other  extremity 
Sunward  ;  with  its  Ostrich-head  stuck  into  the  readiest 
bush,  of  old  Church-tippets,  King-cloaks,  or  what  other 
"sheltering    Fallacy"  there  may  be,  and  so  awaits  the 
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issue.  The  issue  has  been  slow  ;  but  it  is  now  seen  to 
have  been  inevitable.  No  Ostrich,  intent  on  gross  terrene 
provender,  and  sticking  its  head  into  Fallacies,  but  will  be 
awakened  one  day, — in  a  terrible  ci-posteriori  manner,  if 

not  otherwise  ! Awake  before  it  come  to  that ;  gods 

and  men  bid  us  awake  !  The  Voices  of  our  Fathers,  with 
thousand-fold  stern  monition  to  one  and  all,  bid  us  awake. 


LVIII.    EACH  AND  ALL. 


Ralpi;  Waldo  Emerson.— 1803-1882. 

Little  thinks,  in  the  field,  yon  red-cloak'd  clown 

Of  thee  from  the  hill-top  looking  down ; 

The  heifer  that  lows  in  the  upland  farm, 

Far-heard,  lovvs  not  thine  ear  to  charm  ; 

The  sexton,  tolling  his  bell  at  noon, 

Deems  not  that  great  Napoleon 

Stops  his  horse,  and  lists  with  delight, 

While  his  files  sweep  round  yon  Alpine  height ; 

Nor  knowest  thou  what  argument 

Thy  life  to  thy  neighbor's  creed  has  lent. 

All  are  needed  by  each  one — 

Nothing  is  fair  or  good  alone. 

I  thought  the  sparrow's  note  from  heaven, 
Singing  at  dawn  on  the  alder  bough ; 
I  brought  him  home  in  his  nest,  at  even, 
He  sings  the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now ; 
For  I  did  not  bring  home  the  river  and  sky  \ 
He  sang  to  my  ear — they  sang  to  my  eye. 


EACH  AND  ALL. 

Th(  delicate  shells  lay  on  the  shore ; 

The  bubbles  of  the  latest  wave 

Fresh  pearJs  to  their  enamel  gave, 

And  the  bellowing  of  the  savage  sea 

Greeted  their  safe  escape  to  me. 

I  wiped  away  the  weeds  and  foam — 

I  fetch'd  my  sea-born  treasures  home ; 

But  the  poor  unsightly,  noisome  things 

Had  left  their  beauty  on  the  shore, 

With  the  sun  and  the  sand,  and  the  wild  uproar. 
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The  lover  watch'd  his  graceful  maid. 

As  'mid-  the  virgin  train  she  stray'd ; 

Nor  knew  her  beauty's  best  attire 

Was  woven  still  by  the  snow-white  choir. 

At  last  she  came  tu  his  hermitage, 

Like  the  bird  from  the  woodlands  to  the  cage ; 

The  gay  enchantment  was  undone — 

A  gentle  wife,  but  fairy  none. 


Then  I  said,  "  I  covet  truth ; 

Beauty  is  unripe  childhood's  cheat — 

I  leave  it  behind  with  the  games  of  youth." 

As  I  spoke,  beneath  my  feet 

The  ground-pine  curled  its  pretty  wreath. 

Running  over  the  club-moss  burrs  ; 

I  inhaled  the  violet's  breath  ; 

Around  me  stood  the  oaks  and  firs  ; 

Pine-cones  and  acorns  lay  on  the  ground ; 

Over  me  soar'd  the  eternal  sky, 

Full  of  light  and  of  deity ; 

Again  I  saw,  again  I  heard. 

The  rolling  river,  the  morning  bird ; 

Beauty  through  my  senses  stole — 

I  yielded  myself  to  the  perfect  whole. 
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LIX.     WATERLOO. 


Charlks  James  Lever.— 1806-1872. 
From  Charles  O'Malley. 

"  This  is  the  officer  that  I  spoke  of,"  said  an  aid-de- 
camp, as  he  rode  up  to  where  I  was  standing,  bare-head- 
ed and  without  a  sword.  *'  He  has  just  made  his  escape 
from  the  French  lines,  and  will  be  able  to  give  your 
lordship  some  information." 

The  handsome  features  and  gorgeous  costume  of  Lord 
Uxbridge  were  known  to  me  ;  but  I  was  not  aware,  till 
afterwards,  that  a  soldierlike,  resolute  looking  officer  be- 
side him,  wks  General  Graham.  It  was  the  latter  who 
first  addressed  me. 

"  Are  you  aware,  Sir,"  said  he,  "if  Grouchy's  force  is 
arrived  ?  " 

"They  had  not:  on  the  contrary,  shortly  before  I 
escaped,  an  aid-de-camp  was  despatched  to  Gembloux, 
to  hasten  his  coming.  And  the  troops,  for  they  must  be 
troops,  debouching  from  the  wood  yonder — they  seem 
to  form  a  junction  with  the  corps  to  the  right— they 
are  the  Prussians.  They  arrived  there  before  noon  from 
St.  Lambert,  and  are  part,  of  Bulow's  corps.  Count 
Lobau  and  his  division  of  ten  thousand  men  were  de- 
spatched, about  an  hour  since,  to  hold  them  in  check" 

"This  is  great  news,"  said  Lord  Uxbridge.  "Fitzroy 
must  know  it  at  once." 

So  saying  he  dashed  i  purs  into  his  horse,  and  soon  dis- 
appeared amid  the  crowd  on  the  hill  top. 

"You  had  better  see  the  Duke,  Sir,"  said  Graham: 
"your  information  is  too  important  to  be  delayed.  Cap- 
tain Calvert,  let  this  officer  have  a  horse  ;  his  own  is  too 
tired  to  go  much  further." 
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"And  a  cap,  I  beg  of  you,"  added  I,  in  an  under  tone; 
"for  I  have  already  found  a  sabre." 

By  a  slight  circuitous  route,  we  reached  the  road  upon 
which  a  mass  of  dismounted  artillery-carts,  baggage-wag- 
ons, and  tumbrils,  were  heaped  together  as  a  barricade 
against  the  attack  of  the  French  dragoons,  who   more 
than  once  had  penetrated  to  the  very  crest  of  our  posi- 
tion.    Close  to  this,  and  on  a  little  rising  ground,  from 
which  a  view  of  the  entire  field  exteiided  from  Hougou- 
mont  to  the  far  left,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  stood,  sur- 
rounded by  his  staff.     His  eye  was  bent  upon  the  valley 
before  him,  where  the  advancing  columns  of  Ney's  attack 
still  pressed  onwards  ;  while  the  fire  of  sixty  great  guns 
poured  death  and  carnage  into  his  lines.     The  second 
Belgian  division,  routed  and  broken,  had  fallen  back  upon 
the  twenty-seventh  regiment,  who  had  merely  time  to 
throw  themselves  into  square,  when  Milhaud's  cuirassiers, 
armed  with  a  terrible  long  straight  sword,  came  sweeping 
down  upon  t-';-m.      A   line  of  impassable  bayonets,  a 
living  chevaux-de-frise  of  the  best  blood  of  Britain,  stood 
firm    and    motionless    before    the    shock:  the    French 
mitraille  played  mercilessly  on  the  ranks ;  but  the  chasms 
were  filled  up  like  magic,  and  in  vain  the  bold  horsemen 
of  Gaul  galloped  round  the  bristling  files.      At  length 
the  word  "fire!"  was  heard  within  the  square,  and  as  the 
bullets  at  pistol  range  rattled  upon  them,  the  cuirass  af- 
forded them  no  defence  against  the  deadly  volley.     Men 
and  horses  rolled  indiscriminately  upon  the  earth  :  then 
would  come  a  charge  of  our  dashing  squadrons,  who, 
riding  recklessly  upon  the  foe,  were,  in  their  turn,  to  be 
repulsed  by  numbers,  when   fresh  attacks  would  pour 
down  upon  our  unshaken  infantry. 
"That  column  yonder  is  wavering:  why  does  he  not 
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ired  the  Duke 


bring  up  his  supporting  squadrons?' 
pointing  to  a  Belgian  regiment  of  light  dragoons,  who 
were  formed  in  the  same  brigade  with  the  seventh  hus- 
sars. 

"  He  refuses  to  oppose  his  light  cavalry  to  cuirassiers, 
my  lord,"  said  an  aid-de-camp,  who  had  just  returned 
from  the  division  in  question. 

"Tell  him  to  march  his  men  off  the  ground,"  said  the 
Duke,  with  a  quiet  and  impassive  tone. 

In  less  than  ten  minutes  the  regiment  was  seen  to  de- 
file from  the  mass,  and  take  the  road  to  Brussels,  to  in- 
crease the  panic  of  that  city,  by  circulating  and  strength- 
ening the  report,  that  the  English  were  beaten,— and 
Napoleon  ih  full  march  upon  the  capital. 

"What's  Nex's  force?  can  you  guess.  Sir?"  said  Lord 
Wellington  turning  to  me. 

"About  twelve  thousand  men,  my  lord." 
"Are  the  Guard  among  them  ?" 

"No,  Sir;  the  Guard  are  in  reserve  above  La  Belle 
Alliance." 

"In  what  part  of  the  field  is  Buonaparte?" 
"  Nearly  opposite  to  where  Ave  stand." 
"  I  told  you,  gentlemen,  Hougoumont  never  was  the 
gt-eat  attack.  The  battle  must  be  decided  here,"  pointing, 
as  he  spoke,  to  the  plain  beneath  lis,  where  still  Ney 
poured  on  his  devoted  columns,  where  yet  the  French 
cavulry  rode  down  upon  our  firm  squares. 

As  he  spoke  an  aid-de-camp  rode  up  from  the  valley. 
"  The  ninety-second  requires  support,  my  lord  :  they 
cannot   maintain    their   positions   half  an    hour   longer, 
without  it." 

"  Have  they  given  way.  Sir?" 
"No- 
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"  Well,  then,  they  must  stand  where  they  are.  I  hear 
cannon  towards  the  left;  yonder,  near  Frischcrmont." 

At  this  moment  the  light  cavalry  swept  past  the  base 
of  the  hill  on  whicn  we  stood,  hotly  followed  by  the 
French  hea\'y  cuirassier  brigade.  Three  of  our  guns 
were  taken ;  and  the  cheering  of  the  French  infantry,  as 
they  advanced  to  the  charge,  presaged  their  hope  of 
victory. 

"  Do  it,  then,"  said  the  Duke,  in  reply  to  some  whispered 
question  of  Lord  Uxbridge ;  and  shortly  after  the  heavy 
trot  of  advancing  squadrons  was  heard  behind. 

They  were  the  Life  Guards  and  the  Blues,  who,  with 
the  first  Dragoon  Guards  and  the  Enniskilleners,  were 
formed  into  close  colum.n. 

"  I  know  the  ground,  my  Lord,"  said  I  to  Lord  Ux- 
bridge. 

"Come  along,  Sir,  come  along,"  said  he,  as  he  threw 
his  hussar  jacket  loosely  behind  him,  to  give  freedom 
to  his  sword-arm.— '•  Forward,  my  men,  forward;  but 
steady,  hold  your  horses  in  hand  ;  threes  about,  and  to- 
gether charge." 

"Charge!"  he  shouted;  while,  as  the  word  fiew  from 
squadron  to  squadron,  each  horseman  bent  upon  his 
saddle,  and  that  mighty  mass,  as  though  instinct  with  but 
one  spirit,  dashed  like  a  thunder-bolt  upon  the  column 
beneath  them.  The  French,  blown  and  exhausted,  in- 
ferior beside  in  weight  both  of  man  and  horse,  offered 
but  a  short  resistance.  As  the  tall  corn  bends  beneath 
the  sweeping  hurricane,  wave  succeeding  wave,  so  did  the 
steel-clad  squadrons  of  France  fall  before  the  nervous 
arm  of  Britain's  cavalry.  Onward  they  went,  carrying 
death  and  ruin  before  them,  and  never  stayed  their  course, 
until  the  guns  were  recaptured,  and  the  cuirassiers,  re= 
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y  ', 


pulsed,  disordered,  and  broken,  had  retired  beneath  the 
protection  of  their  artillery. 

There  was,  as  a  brilliant  and  eloquent  writer  on  the 
subject  mentions,  a  terrible  sameness  in  the  whole  of  thh 
battle.     Incessant  charges  of  cavalry  upon  the  squares 
of  our  infantry,  whose  sole  manoeuvre  consisted  in  either 
deploying  into  line  to  resist  the  attack  of  infantry,  or 
falling  back  into  square  when  the  cavalry  advanced— per- 
.forming  those  two  evolutions  under  the  devastating  fire  of 
artillery,  before  the  unflinching  heroism  of  that  veteran 
infantry  whose  glories  had  been  reaped  upon  the  blood- 
stained fields  of  Austerlitz,    Marengo,  and  Wagram-- 
or  opposing  an  unbroken  front  to  the  whirlwind  swoop 
of  infuriated  cavalry  ; — such  were  the  enduring  and  de- 
voted services  demanded  from  the  English  troops,  and 
such  they  failed  not  to  render.      Once  or  twice  had  te 
per  nearly  failed  them,  and  the  cry  ran  through  the  rai 
"  Are  we  never  to  move  forward?— Only  let  us  at  thet 
But  the  word  was  not  yet  spoken  which  was  to  unda 
the   pent-up  torrent,  and   bear  down  with   unrelenting 
vengeance  upon  the  now  exulting  columns  of  the  enemy. 

It  was  six  o'clock:  the  battle  had  continued  with  un- 
changed fortune  for  three  hours.  The  French,  masters 
of  La  Haye  Sainte,  could  never  advance  further  into 
our  position.  They  had  gained  the  orchard  of  Hougou- 
mont,  but  the  chateau  was  still  held  by  the  British  Guards, 
although  its  blazing  roof  and  crumbling  walls  made  its 
occupation  rather  the  desperate  stand  of  unflmching 
valor  than  the  maintenance  of  an  important  position. 
The  smoke  which  hung  upon  the  field  rolled  'n  slow 
and  heavy  masses  back  upon  the  French  lines,  and  gradu- 
ally discovered  to  our  view  the  entire  of  the  army.  We 
quickly  perceived   that  a  change  was  taking  place  in 
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their  position.     The  troops  which  on  their  left  stretched 
far  beyond  Hougoumont,  were  now  moved  nearer  to  the 
centre.     The  attack  upon  the  chateau  seemed  less  vigor- 
ously supported,  while  the  oblique  direction  of  their  right 
uing,  which,  pivoting  upon  Planchenoit,  opposed  a  face 
to  the  Prussians,-all  denoted  a  change  in  their  order  of 
battle.     It  was  now  the  hour  when  Napoleon  was  at  last 
convinced  that  nothing  but  the  carnage  he  could  no  longer 
support  could  destroy  the  unyielding  ranks  of  British  in- 
fantry; that  although  Hougoumont  had  been  partially 
La  H aye  Sain te,  completely,  won ;  that  although  upon 
the  right  the  farm-houses  Papelotte  and  La  Haye  were 
nearly  surrounded  by  his  troops,  which  with  any  other 
army  must  prove  the  forerunner  of  defeat:  yet  still  the 
victory  was  beyond  his  grasp.      The  bold  stratagems 
vhosc  success  the  experience  of  a  life  had  proved,  were 
here  to  be  found  powerless.     The  decisive  manoeuvre  of 
:'-rymg  one  important  point  of  the  enemy's   lines,  of 
^.mg  him  upon  the  flank,  or  piercing  him  through 'the 
.tic,  were  here  found  impractxable.     He  might  launch 
ius  avalanche  of  grape-shot,  he  might  pour  down  his 
crasmng  columns  of  cavalry,  he  might  send  forth  the  iron 
storm  of  hi3  brave  infantry ;  but,  though  death  in  every 
shape  heraldea  their  approach,  still  were  others  found  to 
fill  the  fallen  ranks,  and  feed  with  their  heart's  blood  the 
unslaked  thirst  for  slaughter.     \A^ell  might  the  gallant 
leader  of  this  gallant  host,  as  he  watched  the  reckless 
onslaught  of  the  untiring  enemy,  and  looked  upon  the 
unflinching  few,  who,  bearing  the  proud  badge  of  Britain, 
alone  sustained  the  fight,  well  might  he  exclaim,  "  Ni^ht' 
orBliicher!"  ' 

It  was  now  seven  o'clock,  when  a  dark  mass  was  seen 
to  form  upon  the  heights  above  the  French  centre  and 
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divide  into  three  gigantic  columns,  of  whirh  the  right 
occupied  the  Brussels  roj^d.  These  were  the  reserves 
consisting  of  the  Old  and  Young  GuiJ'ds,  and  amountino 
•  to  twelve  thousand — the  elite  of  the  French  army— re- 
served by  the  Emper(T  for  a  great  coiip-de-mahi.  These 
veterans  of  a  hundred  battles  had  been  stationed,  from  the 
beginning  of  the  day,  inactive  spectators  of  the  fight  ; 
their  hour  was  now  come,  and,  with  a  shout  of  ''Vive 
tEmpereiir!"  which  rose  triumt..hantly  over  the  din  and 
crash  of  battle,  they  began  their  march.  Meanwhile, 
aids-de-camp  galloped  along  the  lines,  announcing  the 
arrival  of  Grc.  chy,  to  reanimate  the  drooping  spirits  of 
the  men ;  for,  at  last,  a  doubt  of  victory  was  breaking 
upon  the  \  minds  of  those  who  never  before,  in  the  most 
adverse  hour  of  fortune,  deemed  his  star  could  set  that 
led  them  on  to  glor3^ 

"  They  are  coming  :  the  attack  will  be  made  on  the 
centre,  my  lord,"  said  Lord  Fitzroy  Somerset,  as  ^e  di- 
rected his  glass  upon  the  column.  Scarcely  had  he  spoke 
when  the  telescope  fell  from  his  hnnd,  as  his  arm,  shat- 
tered by  a  F>ench  bullet,  fell  motionless  to  his  side. 

"  I  .see  it,"  v/as  the  cool  reply  of  the  Duke,  as  he  ordered 
the  Guards  to  deploy  into  line,  and  lie  down  behind 
the  ridge,  which  now  the  French  artillery  had  found  the 
range  of,  and  were  laboring  at  with  their  guns.  In  front 
of  them  the  fifty-second,  seventy-first,  and  ninety-fifth 
were  formed;  the  artillery,  stationed  above  and  partly 
upon  the  road,  loaded  wath  grape,  and  waited  but  the 
word  to  open. 

It  was  an  awful,  a  dreadful  moment:  the  Prussian  can- 
non thundered  on  our  left;  but  so  desperate  was  the 
French  resistance,  they  made  but  little  progress:  the 
dark  columns  of  the  Guard  had  now  commenced  the  as- 
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cent,  and  the  artillery  ceased  their  fire  as  the  bayonets  of 
the  grenadiers  showed  themselves  upon  the  slope.  Then 
began  that  tremendou:.  cheer  from  riirht  to  left  of  our 
line  which  those  who  heard  nt  /er  cm  forget.  It  was  the  " 
impp.tient,  long-rescrained  burst  of  unslaked  vengeance. 
With  the  instinct  which  valor  teaches,  tney  knew  the 
hour  of  trial  was  come;  and  that  wild. cry  flew  from  rank 
to  -ank,  echoing  from  the  blood-stained  walls  of  Hou- 
•ioumont  to  the  far-off  valley  of  La  Papelotte.  "They 
coinc  !  they  come  !"  was  the  cry;  and  the  shout  of  "  Vive 
ilimpcreur  '"  mingled  with  the  outburst  of  the  British 
line. 

Under  an  overwhelming  shower  of  grape,  to  which 
succetif;i  ,  charge  of  cavalry  of  the  Imperial  Guard, 
the  head  of  Ney's  column  fired  its  volley  and  advanced 
with  the  bayonet.  The  British  artillery  now  opened  at 
half  range,  and  although  the  plunging  fire  scathed  and 
devastated  the  dark  ranks  of  the  Guards,  on  they  came,— 
Xey  himself,  on  foot,  at  their  head.  Twice  the  leading 
division  of  that  gallant  column  turned  completely  round, 
as  the  withering  fire  wasted  and  consumed  them  ;  but 
tpcy  were  resolved  to  win. 

Already  they  had  gained  the  crest  of  the  hill,  and  the 
first  line  of  the  British  were  falling  back  before  them. 
The  artillery  closes  up  ;  'the  flanking  fire  from  the  guns 
upon  the  road  opens  upon  them  ;  the  head  of  their 
column  breaks  like  a  shell ;  the  Duke  seizes  the  moment, 
and  advances  on  foot  towards  the  ridge. 

"  Up,  Guards,  and  at  them  !"  he  cried. 

The  hour  of  triumph  and  vengeance  had  arrived.  In 
a  moment  the  Guarus  were  on  tncir  feet ;  one  volley  was 
poured  in  ;  the  bayonets  wc.e  brought  to  the  charge ; 
they  closed  upon  the  enemy  :  then  was   seen  the  most 
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dreadful  struggle  that  the  history  of  all  war  can  present. 
Furious  with  long  restrained  passion,  the  guards  rushed 
upon  the  leading  divisions  ;  the  seventy-first,  and  ninety- 
fifth,  and  twenty-sixth  overlapped  them  on  the  flanks. 
Their  generals  fell  thickly  on  every  side;  Michel,  Jamier, 
and  Mallet  are  killed:  Friant  lies  wounded  upon  the 
ground  ;  Ney,  his  ilrcss  pierced  and  ragged  with  balls, 
shouts  still  to  advance;  but  the  leading  files  waver; 
they  fall  back  ;  the  .supporting  divisions  thicken  ;  confu- 
sion, panic  succeeds  ;  the  British  press  down ;  the  cavalry 
come  galloping  up  to  their  a.ssistance  ;  and,  at  last,  pell- 
mell,  overwhelmed  and  beaten,  the  French  fall  back  upon 
the  Old  Guard.  This  was  the  decisive  moment  of  the 
day  ; — thb  Duke  clo.sed  his  glass,  as  he  said  : 

"The  field  is  won.      Order  the  whole  line  to  advance." 

On  they  came,  four  deep,  and  poured  like  a  torrent 
from  the  height. 

"Let  the  Life  Guards  charge  them,"  said  the  Duke; 
but  every  aid-de-camp  on  his  staff  was  wounded,  and  I 
myself  brought  the  order  to  Lord  Uxbridge. 

Lord  Uxbridge  had  already  anticipated  his  orders,  and 
bore  down  with  four  regiments  of  heavy  cavalry  upon 
the  French  centre.  The  Prussian  artillery  thundered 
upon  their  flank,  and  at  their  rear.  The  British  bayonet 
was  in  their  front  ;  while  a  panic  fear  spread  through  their 
ranks,  and  the  cry  o{''  Sauve  qui  pent  T  resounded  on  all 
sides.  In  vain  Ney,  the  bravest  of  the  brave  ;  in  vain 
Soult,  Bertrand,  Gourgaud,  and  Labcdoyere,  burst  from 
the  broken  disorganized  mass,  and  called  on  them  to 
stand  fast.  A  battalion  of  the  Old  Guard,  with  Cam- 
bronne  at  their  head,  alone  obeyed  the  .summons  :  form- 
ing into  square,  they  stood  between  the  pursuers  and 
their  prey,  offering  them.selves  a  .sacrifice  to  the  tarnish- 
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c(l  honor  of  their  arms  :  to  the  order  to  surrender,  they 
answered  with  a  cry  of  defiance  ;  and,  as  our  cavalry, 
flushed  and  elated  with  victory,  rode  round  thoir  bristling 
ranks,  no  quailing  look,  no  craven  spirit  was  there.     The 
Kmperor  himself  endeavored  to  repair  the  disaster;  he 
rode  with  lightening  speed  hither  and  thither,  command- 
in[,r,  ordering  nay  imploring  too  ;  but  already  the  night 
was   falling,  the  confusion  became  each  moment  more 
inextricable,  and  the  effort  was  a  fruitless  one.     A  regi- 
ment of  the  Guards,  and  two  batteries  were  m  reserve 
behind  Planchenoit;  he  threw  them  rapidly  into  position; 
but  the  overwhelming  impulse  of  flight  d.ove  the  mass 
upon  them,  and  they  were  carried  away  upon  the  torrent 
of  the  beaten  army.     No  sooner  did  the  Emperor  see 
this  his  last  hope  desert  him,  than  he  dismounted  from 
his  hor.se,  and,  drawing  his  sword,  threw  himself  into  a 
square,  which  the  first  regiment  of  chasseurs  of  the  Old 
Guard  had  formed  with  a  remnant  of  the  battalion  ;  Je- 
rome followed  him,  as  he  called  out : 

"You  are  right,  brother:  here  should  perish  all  who 
bear  the  name  of  Buonaparte." 

The  same  moment  the  Prussian  light  artillery  rend  the 
ranks  asunder,  and  the  cavalry  charge  down  upon  the 
scattered  fragment.s.  A  few  of  his  staff,  who  never  left 
him,  place  the  Emperor  upon  a  horse,— and  fly. 


WelHngton^ 
Thy  great  ivork  is  but  begun  f 
With  quick  seed  his  end  is  rife 
Whose  long  tale  of  conquering  strife 
Sho7i's  no  triumph  like  his  life 


Lost  and  won. 

Dante  Gabriei,  Rosse:'i 


Tl,  — 1828-1882. 
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Edward  Bulwer,  Lord  Lytton.— 1805-1873. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Schiller. 

'•  O  WHERE  is  the  knight  or  the  squire  so  bold 

As  to  dive  to  the  howling  Charybdis  below  ?— 
I  cast  in  the  whir]j)ool  a  goblet  of  gold, 

And  o'er  it  already  the  dark  waters  flow ; 
Whoever  to  me  may  the  goblet  bring, 
Shall  have  for  his  guerdon  that  gift  of  his  king." 

He  spoke,  and  the  cup  from  the  terrible  steep, 
That,  rugged  and  hoary,  hung  over  the  verge 

Of  the  endless  and  measureless  world  of  the  deep, 
Swirl'd  into  the  maelstrom  that  madden'd  the  surge. 

**And  where  is  the  diver  so  stout  to  go— 

I  ask  ye  again— to  the  deep  below  ?" 

And  the  knights  and  the  squires  that  gathered  around, 
Stood  silent— and  fix'd  on  the  ocean  their  eyes  ; 

They  look'd  on  the  dismal  and  savage  profound. 

And  the  peril  chill'd  back  every  thought  of  the  prize. 

And  thrice  spoke  the  monarch  :  "  The  cup  to  win, 

Is  there  never  n  wight  who  will  venture  in  ?" 

And  all  as  before  heard  in  silence  the  king, 

Till  a  youth  with  an  a: -,ect  unfearing  but  gentle, 

'Mid  the  tremulous  s(}uires  stepp'd  out  from  the  ring, 
Unbuckling  his  girdle,  and  doffing  his  mantle  ; 

And  the  murmuring  crowd,  as  they  parted  asunder, 

On  the  stately  boy  cast  their  looks  of  wonder. 

As  he  strode  to  the  marge  of  the  summit,  nv.(\  gave 
One  glance  on  the  gulf  of  that  merciless  ma^n,' 

Lo  !  'h«   wave  that  for  ever  devours  the  wave. 
Casts  roaringl)-  up  the  Chnryhdis  ngain  ; 
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And,  as  with  the  swell  of  the  far  thuiider-boom, 
Rushes  foamingly  forth  from  the  heart  of  the  gloom. 

And  it  bubbles  and  seethes,  and  it  hisses  and  roais,' 
As  when  fire  is  with  water  commix'd  and  contending, 

And  the  spray  of  its  wrath  to  the  welkin  up-soars, 
And  flood  upon  flood  hurries  on,  never  ending ; 

And  it  never  ^vi/l  rest,  nor  from  travail  be  free, 

like  a  sea  that  is  laboring  the  birth  of  a  sea. 

^'et,  at  length,  comes  a  lull  o'er  the  mighty  commotion. 

And  dark  through  the  whiteness,  and  still  through  the  swell, 
ihe  whirlpool  cleaves  downward  and  downward  in  ocean 

A  yawning  abyss,  like  the  pathway  to  hell ; 
The  stiller  and  darker  the  farther  it  goes, 
Suck'd  into  that  smoothness  the  breakers  repose. 

The  youth  gave  his  trust  to  his  Maker  !     Before 

That  path  through  the  riven  abyss  closed  again, 
Hark  !  a  shriek  from  the  gazers  that  circle  the  shore,    • 
And,  behold  !  he  is  whirl'd  in  the  grasp  of  the  main  ! 
And  o'er  him  the  breakers  mysteriously  roll'd. 
And  the  giant-mouth  closed  on  the  swimmer  so  hold. 

All  was  still  on  the  height,  .save  the  murmur  that  went 
From  the  grave  of  the  deep,  sounding  hollow  and  fell, 

Or  save  when  the  tremulous,  sighing  lament 
Thrill'd  from  lip  unto  lip,  "(Jallant  youth,  fare  thee  well !" 

More  hollow  and  more  wails  the  deep  on  the  ear,— 

More  dread  and  more  dread  grows  susj)ense  in  its  fear. 

If  thou  shouldst  in  those  waters  thy  diadem  fling, 
And  cry,  "Who  may  find  it  shall  win  it  and  wear"  ; 
('rod  wot,  though  the  prize  were  the  crown  of  a  king, 

A  crown  at  such  hazard  were  valued  too  denr. 
lor  never  shall  lips  of  the  living  reveal 
\\  hat  the  deeps  that  howl  yonder  in  terror  conceal. 
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Oh,  many  a  bark,  to  that  breast  grappled  fast. 

Has  gone  down  to  the  fearful  and  fathomless  grave ; 

Again,  crash'd  together  the  keel  and  the  mast, 
To  be  seen  toss'd  aloft  in  the  glee  of  the  wave  !~ 

I  ,ike  the  growth  of  a  storm  ever  louder  and  clearer, 

Cirows  the  roar  of  the  gulf  rising  nearer  and  nearer! 

And  it  bubbles  and  seethes,  nnd  it  hisses  and  roars. 
As  when  fire  is  with  water  commix'd  and  contending  : 

And  the  spray  of  its  wrath  to  the  welkin  up-soars. 
And  flood  upon  flood  hurries  on,  never  ending, 

And  as  with  the  swell  of  the  far  thunder-boom, 

Rushes  roaringly  forth  from  the  heart  of  the  gloom. 

\ 
And,  lo  !  from  the  heart  of  that  far-floating  gloom, 

Like  the  wing  of  the  cygnet— what  glea'ns  on  the  sea? 
Lo  !  an  arm  and  a  neck  glancing  uj)  from  the  tomb  ! 

Steering  stalwart  and  shoreward  :  O  jcy,  it  is  he  ! 
The  left  hand  is  lifted  in  triumph  ;  behold', 
It  waves  as  a  trophy  the- goblet  of  gold  ! 

And  he  breathed  deep,  and  he  breathed  long. 
And  he  greeted  the  heavenly  light  of  the  dLy. 

They  gaze  on  each  other,— they  shout  as  they  throng, 
"  He  lives— lo,  the  ocean  has  render'd  its  prey  ! 

And  safe  from  the  whirlpool,  and  free  from  the  grave. 

Comes  back  to  the  daylight  the  soul  of  the  brave !" 

And  he  comes,  with  the  crowd  in  their  clamor  and  glee ; 

And  the  goblet  his  daring  has  won  from  the  water 
He  lifts  to  the  king  as  he  sinks  on  his  knee  •  ^ 

And  the  king  from  her  maidens  has  beckon'd  his  daughter,    I 
She  pours  lo  the  boy  the  bright  — 


And  thus  spoke  the  diver  :  '*  Long  life  to  the  King ! 
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"  Happy  they  whom  the  rose-hues  of  daylight  rejoice, 
The  air  and  the  sky  that  to  mortals  are  given  ! 

May  the  horror  below  nevermore  find  a  voice, 

Nor  man  stretch  too  far  the  wide  mercy  of  Heaven  ! 

Nevermore,— nevermore  may  he  lift  from  the  sight 

The  veil  which  is  woven  with  terror  and  night  ! 

"  Quick  brightening  like  lightning  the  ocean  rush'd  o'er  me. 
Wild  floating,  borne  down  fathom-deep  from  the  day ; 

Till  a  torrent  rush'd  out  on  the  torrents  that  bore  me, 
And  doubled  the  tempest  that  whirl'd  me  away. 

\'ain,  vain  was  my  struggle,— the  circle  had  won  me, 

Round  and  round  in  its  dance  the  mad  element  spun  me. 

"  From  the  deep  then  I  call'd  upon  CJod,  and  He  heard  me; 

In  the  dread  of  my  need,  He  vouchsafed  to  mine  eye 
A  rock  jutting  out  from  the  grave  that  interr'd  me ; 

I  sprung  there,  I  clung  the.e,— and  death  pass'd  me  by. 
And,  lo  !  where  the  goblet  gleam'd  through  the  abyss, 
Hy  a  coral  reef  saved  from  the  far  Fathomless. 

"  Below,  at  the  foot  of  that  precipice  drear, 

Spread  the  gloomy  and  purple  and  pathless  Obscure  ! 
A  silence  of  horror  that  slei)t  on  the  ear, 
That  the  eye  more  appall'd  might  the  horror  endure  ; 
Salamander,  snake,  dragon— vast  reptiles  that  dwell 
In  the  deep — coil'd  about  the  grim  jaws  of  their  hell. 

"  1  )ark  crawl'd,  glided  dark,  the  unspeakable  swarms, 
Clump'd  together  in  masses,  misshapen  and  vast ; 

Here  clung  and  here  bristled  the  fashionless  forms ; 
Here  the  dark-moving  bulk  of  the  hammer-fish  pass'd  ; 

And,  with  teeth  grinning  white,  and  a  menacing  motion, 

\\'ent  the  terrible  shark, — the  hyena  of,  ocean, 
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"  There  I  hung,  and  the  awe  gather'd  icily  o'er  me, 

So  far  from  the  earth,  where  man's  help  there  was  none  I 

The  one  human  thing,  with  the  goblins  before  me — 
Alone — in  a  loneness  so  ghastly — Alone  ! 

Deep  under  the  reach  of  the  sweet  living  breath, 

And  begirt  with  the  broods  of  the  desert  of  Death. 

"  Methought,  as  I  gazed  through  the  darkness,  that  now 
It  saw — a  dread  hundred-limb'd  creature^its  prey  ! 

And  darted,  devouring ;  I  sprang  from  the  bough 
Of  the  coral,  and  swept  on  the  horrible  way ; 

And  the  whirl  of  the  mighty  wave  seized  me  once  more. 

It  seized  me  to  save  me,  and  dash  to  the  shore." 

On  the  youth  gazed  the  monarch,  and  marvell'd  :  ([uoth  he. 

"  Bold  diver,  the  goblet  I  promised  is  thine  ; 
And  this  ring  I  will  give,  a  fresh  guerdon  to  thee — 

Never  jewels  more  precious  shone  up  from  the  mine- 
If  thou'lt  bring  me  fresh  tidings,  and  venture  again, 
To  say  what  lies  hid  in  the  innermost  main." 


Then  out  spake  the  daughter  in  tender  emotion  : 
"  Ah  1  father,  my  father,  what  more  can  there  rest  ? 

P:nough  of  this  sport  with  the  pitiless  ocean  : 

He  has  serv'd  thee  as  none  would,  thyself  hast  confest. 

If  nothing  can  slake  thy  wild  thirst  of  desire, 

Let  thy  knights  put  to  shame  the  exploit  of  the  scjuire  I" 

The  king  seized  the  goblet,  he  swung  it  on  high. 
And  whirling,  it  fell  in  the  roar  of  the  tide  ; 

"  But  bring  back  that  goblet  again  to  my  eye. 

And  I'll  hold  thee  the  dearest  that  rides  by  my  side  ; 

And  thine  arms  shall  embrace  as  thy  bride,  I  decree, 
The  maiden  whose  pity  now  pleadeth  for  thee," 
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And  Heaven,  as  he  listen'd,  spoke  out  from  the  space, 
And  the  hope  that  makes  heroes  shot  flame  from  his  eyes 

He  gazed  on  the  blush  in  that  beautiful  face — 
It  pales — at  the  feet  of  her  father  she  lies  ! 

How  priceless  the  guerdon  !— a  moment— a  breath— 

And  headlong  he  plunges  to  life  and  to  death  ! 

They  hear  the  loud  surges  sweep  back  in  their  swell, 
Their  coming  tiic  thunder-sound  heralds  along ! 

Fond  eyes  yet  are  tracking  the  spot  where  he  fell. 
They  come,  the  wild  waters,  in  tumult  and  throng, 

Roaring  up  to  the  cliff, — roaring  back  as  before, 

But  no  wave  ever  brings  the  lost  youth  to  the  shore  ! 
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C.VKDiNAL  Newman.— 1801- 
From  Callista. 

Juba's  finger  was  directed  to  a  spot  where,  amid  the 
thick  foliage,  the  gleam  of  a  pool  or  of  a  marsh  was  visi- 
ble. The  various  Vvaters  round  about,  issuing  from  the 
gravel,  or  drained  from  the  nightly  damps,  had  run  into 
a  hollow,  filled  with  the  decaying  vegetation  of  former 
years.  Its  banks  were  bordered  with  a  deep,  broad  layer 
of  mud,  a  transition  substance  between  the  rich  vegetable 
matter  which  it  once  had  been,  and  the  multitudinous 
world  of  insect  life  which  it  was  becoming.  A  cloud  or 
mist  at  this  time  was  hanging  over  it,  high  in  air.  A  harsh 
and  shrill  sound,  a  whizzing  or  a  chirping,  proceeded  from 
that  cloud  to  the  ear  of  the  attentive  listener.  What 
these  indications  portended  was  plain.    .     ,     , 
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The  plague  of  locusts,  one  of  the  most  awful  visitations 
to  which  the  countries  included  in  the  Roman  empire 
were  exposed,  extended  from  the  Atlantic  to  Ethiopia, 
from  Arabia  to  India,  and  from  the  Nile  and  Red  Sea 
to  Greece  and  the  north  of  Asia  Minor.     Instances  arc 
recorded  in  history  of  clouds  of  the  devastating  insect 
crossing  the  Black  Sea  to  Poland,  and  the  Mediterranean 
to  Lombardy.     It  is  as  numerous  in  its  species  as  it  is 
wide  in  its  range  of  territory.     Brood  follows  brood,  with 
a   sort   of  family   likeness,  yet  with  distinct  attributes. 
It  wakens  into  existence  and  activity  as  early  as  the 
month  of  March  ;  but  instances  are  not  wanting,  as  in 
our  present  history,  of  its  appearance  as  late  as  June. 
Even  one'  flight  comprises  myriads  upon  myriads  pa.ss- 
ing  imagination,  to  which  the  drops  of  rain  or  the  sands 
of  the  sea  are  the  only  fit  comparison  ;  and  hence  it  is 
almost  a  proverbial  mode  of  expression  in  the  East,  by 
way  of  describing  a  vast  invading  army,  to  liken  it  to  the 
locusts.     So  dense  are  they,  when  upon  the  wing,  that  it 
is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  they  hide  the  sun,  from 
which  circumstance  indeed  their  name  in  Arabic  is  de- 
rived.     And   so  ubiquitous   are    they  when   they  have 
alighted  on  the  earth,  that  they  simply  cover  or  clothe 
its  surface. 

This  last  characteristic  is  stated  in  the  sacred  account 
of  the  plagues  of  Egypt,  where  their  faculty  of  devas- 
tation is  also  mentioned.  The  corrupting  fly  and  the 
bruising  and  prostrating  hail  preceded  them  in  that  series 
of  visitations,  but  they  came  to  do  the  work  of  ruin  more 
thoroughly.  For  not  only  the  crops  and  fruits,  but  the 
foliage  of  the  forest  itself,  nay,  the  small  twigs  and  the 
bark  of  the  trees  are  the  victims  of  their  curious  and 
energetic  •    ->acity.    They  have  been  known  even  to  gnaw 
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the  door-posts  of  the  houses.     Nor  do  they  execute  their 
task  in  so  slovenly  a  way,  that,  as  they  have  succeeded 
other  plagues,  so  they  may  have  successors  themselves. 
They  take  pains  to  spoil  what  they  leave.     Like  the 
Harpies,  they  smear  every  thing  that  they  touch  with  a 
miserable  slime,  which  has  the  effect  of  a  virus  in  corrod- 
ink^  or  as  some  say,  in  scorching  and  burning.     And  then 
perhaps,  as  if  all  this  were  little,  when  they  can  do  nothing 
else,  they  die  ;  as  if  out  of  sheer  malevolence  to  man,  fo^ 
the  poisonous  elements  of  their  nature  are  then  let  loose 
and  dispersed  abroad,  and  create  a  pestilence  ;  and  they 
manage  to  destroy  many  more  by  their  death  than  in 
their  life. 

Such  are  the  locusts.  And  now  they  are  rushing  upon 
a  considerable  tract  of  that  beautiful  region  of  which  we 
have  spoken  with  such  admiration.  The  swarm  to  uhich 
Juba  pointed  grew  and  grew  till  it  became  a  compact 
body,  as  much  as  a  furlong  square  ;  yet  it  was  but  the 
vanguard  of  a  series  of  similar  hosts,  formed  one  after 
another  out  of  the  hot  mould  or  sand,  rising  into  the  air 
like  clouds,  enlarging  into  a  dusky  canopy,  and  then  dis- 
diarged  against  the  fruitful  plain.  At  length  the  huge 
mnumerous  mass  was  put  into  motion,  and  began  Tts 
career,  darkening  the  face  of  day.  As  became  an^instru- 
mcnt  of  divine  power,  it  seemed  to  have  no  volition  of 
Its  own  ;  it  was  set  off,  it  drifted,  with  the  wind,  and  thus 
made  northwards,  straight  for  Sicca.  Thus  they  ad- 
vanced, host  after  host,  for  a  time  wafred  on  the  air,  and 
gradually  declining  to  the  earth,  while  fresh  broods  were 
carried  over  the  first,  and  neared  the  earth,  after  a  longer 
flight,  in  their  turn.  For  twelve  miles  did  they  extend 
tiom  front  to  rear,  and  their  whizzing  and  hissing  could 
be  heard  for  six  miles  on  every  side  of  them.     The  bi  ight 
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sun,  thou^^h  hidden  by  them,  illumined  their  bodies,  and 
was  reflected  from  their  quiverin^r  wings  ;  and  as  they 
heavily  fell  earthward,  they  seemed  like  the  innumerable- 
flakes  of  a  yellow-colored  snow.      And  like   snow  did 
they  descend,  a  living  carpet,  or  rather  pall,  upon  fields. 
crops,  gardens,  copses,  groves,  orchards,  vineyards,  olive 
woods,  orangeries,  palm  plantations,  and  the  deep  forests, 
sparing  nothing  within  their  reach,  and  where  there  was 
nothing  to  devour,  lying  helpless  in  drifts,  or  crawling; 
forward  obstinately,  as  they  best  might,  with  the  hope 
of  prey.     They  could  spare  their  hundred  thousand  sol- 
diers   twice  or  thrice  over,  and  not  miss  them  ;    their 
masses  filled  the  bottoms  of  the  ravines  and  hollow  wa>'s. 
impeding 'the  traveller  as  he  rode  forward  on  his  journey 
and  trampled  by  thousands  under  his  horse-hoofs,     in 
vain  was  all  this  overthrow  and  waste  by  the  roadside; 
m  vain  their  Iosh  in   river,  pool,  and  watercourse.     The 
poor  peasants   hastily  dug   pits   and   trenches  as   their 
enemy  came  on  ;  in  vain  they  filled  them  from  the  wells 
or  with  lighted  stubble.       Heavily  and  thickly  did  the 
locusts  fall  ;  they  were  lavish  of  their  lives  ;  they  choked 
the  flame  and  the  water,  which  destroyed  them  the  while, 
and  the  vast  living  hostile  armament  .still  moved  on. 

They  moved  right  on  like  soldiers  in  their  ranks,  stop- 
ping at  nothing,  and  straggling  for  nothing  ;  they  carried 
a  broad  furrow  or  \\'heal  all  across  the  country,  black  and 
loathsome,  while  it  was  as  green  and  smiling  on  each  side 
of  them  and  in  front,  as  it  had  been  before  they  came. 
Before  them,  in  the  language  of  prophets,  was  a  paradise. 
and  behind  them  a  desert.  They  are  daunted  by  nothing 
they  surmount  walls  and  hedges,  and  enter  enclosed  gar- 
dens or  inhabited  houses.  A  rare  and  experimental 
vineyard  has  been  planted  in  a  sheltered  grove.     The 
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high  winds  of  Africa  will  not  commonly  allow  the  light 
trcllice  or  the  slim  pole  ;    but  here  the  lofty  poplar  of 
Campania  has  been   possible,  on  which  the  vine  plant 
mounts  so  many  yards  into  the  air,  that  the  poor  grape- 
i^athcrers  bargain  for  a  funeral  pile  and  a  tomb  as  one  of 
the  conditions  of  their  engagement.     The  locusts  have 
done  what  the  winds  and  lightning  could  not  do,  and  the 
whole  promise  of  the  vintage,  leo.ves  and  all,  is  gone,  and 
the  slender  stems  are  left  bare.     There  is  another  yard, 
less  uncommon,  but  .still  tended  with  more  than  common 
care  ;  c.ch  plant  is  kept  within  due  bounds  by  a  circular 
trench  round  it,  and  by  upright  canes  on  which  it  is  to 
trail  ;  in  an  hour  the  .solicitude  and  long  toil  of  the  vine- 
dresser are  lost,  and  his  pride  humbled      There  is^a 
smiling  farm  ;  another  sort  of  vine,  of  remarkable  char- 
acter, is  found  against  the  farmhou.se.     This  vine  springs 
from  one  root,  and  has  clothed  and  matted  with  its  many 
branches  the  four  wall.s.    The  whole  of  it  is  covered  thick 
with  long  clusters,  which  another  month  will  ripen.     On 
every  grape  and   leaf  there  is  a   locust.     Into  the  dry 
caves  and  pits,  carefully  strewed  with  straw,  the  harvest- 
men  have  (safely,  as  they  thought  just  now)  been  lodging 
the  far-famed  African  wheat     One  grain  or  root  shoots 
up  into  ten,  twenty,  fifty,  eighty,  nay,  three  or  four  hun- 
dred stalks  :  sometimes  the  str.iks  have  two  ears  apiece, 
and  these  shoot  into  a  number  of  lesser  ones.     These 
stores  are  intended  for    he  Roman   populace,  but  the 
locusts  have  been  beforehand  with   them.     The  small 
patches  of  ground  belonging  to  the  poor  peasants  up  and 
down  the  country,  for  raising  the  turnips,  garlic,  barley, 
water-melons,  on  which  tht^  live,  are  the  prey  of  these 
^%tton  invaders  as  much  as  the  choicest  vines  and  olives. 
Xor  have  they  any  reverence  for  the  villa  oi  the  civic 
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decurion  or  the  Roman  official.  The  neatly  arranj,^cd 
kitchen,  ^^arden,  with  its  cherries,  plums,  peaches,  and 
apricots,  is  a  waste  ;  as  the  slaves  sit  round,  in  the  kit- 
chen in  the  first  court,  aftheir  coarse  evening  meal,  the 
room  i.  filled  with  the  invading  force,  and  news  comes 
to  them  that  the  enemy  has  fallen  upon  the  apples  and 
pears  in  the  basement,  and  is  at  the  same  time  plunder- 
ing and  sacking  the  preserves  of  quince  and  pomegranate, 
and  revelling  in  the  jars  of  precious  oil  of  Cyprus  and 
Mendes  in  the  store-rooms. 

They  come  up  to  the  walls  of  Sicca,  and  are  fliini^ 
against  them  into  the  ditch.     Not  a  moment's  hesitati  , 
or  delay;  they  recover  their  footing,  they  climb  up  the 
wood  or  i^tucco,  they  surmount  the  parapet,  or  they  have 
entered  in  at  the  windows,  filling  the  apartments,  and  the 
most  private  and  luxurious  chambers,  not  one  or  two, 
like  stragglers  at  forage  or  rioters  after  a  victory,  but  in 
order  of  battle,  and  with  the  array  of  an  army.     Choice 
plants  or  flowers  about  the  imphivia  and  xysti,  for  orna- 
ment   or   refreshment,   myrtles,  oranges,  pomegranates, 
the  rose  and  the  carnation,  have  disappeared.    They  dim 
the  bright  marbles  of  the  walls  and  the  gilding  of  the 
ceilings.     They  enter  the  triclinium  in  the  midst  of  the 
banquet ;  they  crawl  over  .the  viands  and  spoil  what  they 
do  not  devour.     Unrelaxed  by  success  and  by  enjoyment, 
onward  they  go  ;  a  secret  mysterious  instinct  keeps  them 
together,  as  if  they  had  a  king  over  them.     They  move 
along  the  floor  in  so  strange  an  order  that  they  seem  to 
be  a  tessellated  pavement  themselves,  and  to  be  the  arti- 
ficial embellishment  of  the  place  ;  so  true  are  their  lines, 
and  so  perfect  is  the  pattern   they  describe.      Onward 
they  go,  to  the  market,  to  the  temple  sacrifices,  to  the 
bakers'  stores,  to  the  cookshops,  to  the  confectioners,  to 
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U  druggists  ;  nothing  comes  amiss  to  them  ;  wherever 
man  has  aught  to  eat  or  drink,  there  are  they,  reckless  of 
death,  strong  of  appetite,  certain  of  conquest. 

Another  and  a  still  worse  calamity.     The  in^/aders*,  as 
uc  have  already  hinted,  could  be  m.oro  terril  e  still'  in 
their  overthrow  than  in  their  ravages.     The  inhabitants 
of  the  country  had  attempted,  where  they  could,  to  de- 
stroy them  by  fire  and  water.     It  would  seem  as  if  the 
mali-nant  animals  had  resolved  that  the  sufferers  should 
have  the  benefit  of  this  policy  to  the  full  ;  for  they  had 
not  got  more  than  twenty  miles  beyond  Sicca  when  th^y 
Middcnly  sickened  and  died.     When  they  thus  havl  done 
all  the  mischief  they  could  by  their  living,  when  they  thus 
had  made  their  foul  maws  the  grave  of  every  living  thing, 
next  they  died  them.selves,  and  made  the  desolated  land 
their  own  grave.     They  took  from  it  its  hundred  forms 
and  var*      2s  of  beautiful  life,  and  left  it  their  own  fetid 
and  poisonous  carcases  in  payment.     It  was  a  sudden 
catastrophe  ;  they  seemed  making  for  the  Mediterranean, 
as  if,  like  other  great  conquerors,  they  Lad  other  worlds 
to  subdue  beyond  it  ;  but,  whether  they  were  overgorged, 
or  struck  by  some  atmospheric  change,  or  that  their  time 
uas  come  and  they  pa.'d  the  debt  of  nature,  so  it  was 
that  suddenly  they  fell,  and  their  glory  ca.ne  to  nought, 
and  all  was  vanity  to  them  as  to  others,  and  "their  stench 
rose  up,  and  their  corruption  rose  up,  because  they  had 
(lone  proudly." 

The  hideous  swarms  lay  dead  in  the  moist  steaming 
underwoods,  in  the  green  swamps,  in  the  sheltered  val- 
leys, in  the  ditches  and  fun  >ws  of  the  fields,  amid  the 
monuments  of  their  own  prowess,  the  ruined  crops  and 
the  dishonored  vineyards.  A  poisonous  element,  issuing 
from  their  remains,  mingled  with  the  atmosphere,  and 
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corrupted  it.  The  dismayed  peasant  found  that  a  plague 
had  begun  ;  a  new  visitation,  not  confined  to  the  terri- 
tory which  the  enemy  had  made  its  own,  but  extending 
far  and  wide,  as  the  atmosphere  extend.^,  in  all  direc- 
tions. Their  daily  toil,  no  longer  claimed  by  the  fruits 
of  the  earth,  which  have  ceased  to  exist,  is  now  devoted 
to  the  object  of  ridding  themselves  of  the  deadly  legacy 
which  they  have  received  in  their  stead.  In  vain  ;  it  is 
their  last  toil  ;  they  are  digging  pits,  they  are  raising 
piles,  for  their  own  corpses,  as  well  as  for  the  bodies  of 
their  enemies.  Invader  and  victim  lie  in  the  same  grave, 
burn  in  the  same  heap  ;  they  sicken  while  they  work,  and 
the  pestilence  spreads. 


LXII,     THE  CANE-BOTTOM'D  CHAIR. 


William  Makepeace  Thackeray.— 1811-1863. 

In  tatter'd  old  slippers  that  toa.st  at  the  bars, 
And  a  ragged  old  jacket  perfumed  with  cigars, 
Away  from  the  world  and  its  toils  and  its  cares, 
I've  a  snug  little  kingdom  up  four  pair  of  stairs. 

To  mount  to  this  realm  is  a  toil,  to  be  sure. 

But  the  fire  there  is  bright  and  the  air  rather  pure ; 

And  the  view  I  behold  on  a  sunshiny  day 

Is  grand  through  the  chimney-pots  over  the  way. 

This  snug  little  chamber  is  cramm'd  in  all  nooks 

With  worthless  old  knicknacks  and  silly  old  books, 

And  foolish  old  odds  and  foolish  old  ends, 

Crack'd  bargains  from  brokers,  cheap  keepsakes  from  friends. 
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Old  armor,  prints,  pictures,  pipes,  china,  (all  crack'd,) 

Old  rickety  tables,  and  chairs  broken-back'd  ; 

A  twopenny  treasury,  wondrous  to  see  ; 

What  matter  ?  'tis  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

No  better  divan  need  the  Sultan  require, 
Tlian  the  creaking  old  sofa  that  basks  by  the  fire ; 
And  'tis  wonderful,  surely,  what  music  you  get 
From  the  rickety,  ramshackle,  wheezy  spinet. 

That  praying-rug  cam.e  from  a  Turcoman's  camp ; 
By  Tiber  once  twinkled  that  brazen  old  lamp ; 
A  Mameluke  fierce  yonder  dagger  has  drawn  : 
Tis  a  murderous  knife  to  toast  muffins  upon. 

Long,  long  through  the  hours,  and  the  night,  and  the  chimes. 
Here  we  talk  of  old  books,  and  old  friends,  and  old  times ; 
As  we  sit  in  a  fog  made  of  rich  Latakie 
This  chamber  is  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

Hut  of  all  the  cheaj)  treasures  that  garnish  my  nest, 
There's  one  that  I  love  and  I  cherish  the  best ; 
For  the  finest  of  couches  that's  padded  with  hair 
I  never  would  change  thee,  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

Tis  a  bandy-legg'd,  high-shoulder'd,  worm-eaten  seat, 
With  a  creaking  old  back,  and  twisted  old  feet ; 
Hut  since  the  fair  morning  when  Fanny  sat  there, 
I  bless  thee,  and  love  thee,  old  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

i     hairs  have  but  feeling,  in  holding  such  charms, 

A  thrill  must  have  pass'd  through  your  wither'd  old  arms  ! 

I  look'd,  and  1  long'd,  and  I  wish'd  in  despair ; 

1  wish'd  myself  turn'd  to  a  cane-bottom'd  chair. 
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It  was  but  a  moment  she  sat  in  this  place, 

She'd  a  scarf  on  her  neck,  and  a  smile  on  her  face  ! 

A  smile  en  her  face,  and  a  rose  in  her  hair,  •  i 

And  she  sat  there,  and  bloom'd  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

• 

And  so  I  have  valued  my  chair  ever  since. 

Like  the  shrine  of  a  saint,  or  the  throne  of  a  prince  ; 

Saint  l-'anny,  my  patroness  sweet  I  declare, 

The  queen  of  my  heart  and  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

When  the  candles  burn  low,  and  the  company's  gone, 
In  the  silence  of  night  as  1  sit  here  alone — 
1  sit  here  alone,  but  we  yet  are  a  pair — 
My  Fanny  I  see  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

She  comes  from  the  past  and  revisits  my  room  ; 
She  looks  as  she  then  did,  all  beauty  and  bloom  ; 
So  smiling  and  tender,  so  fresh  and  so  fair, 
And  yonder  she  sits  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 


LXIII.    THE  RECONCILIATION.* 


Thackeray. 


There  was  scarce  a  .score  of  persons  in  the  Cathedral 
beside  the  Dean  and  some  of  his  clergy,  and  the  choristers, 
young  and  old,  that  performed  the  beautiful  evening 
prayer.     But  Mr.  Tusher  was  one  of  the  officiants,  and 


*Froiii  "The  History  of  Hoiry  Esmond,  Est/.,  a  Colonel  in  the  Serriff  of 
Her  Majesty  Queen  Anne.      \\  'ritten  by  himself." 

The  late  Lord  Castlewood  had  been  killed  in  a  duel,  and  young  Esmond, 
who  had  lived  in  his  house  as  a  dependant  (reputed  to  have  been  illcgitinuldy 
related  to  a  former  Viscount  of  Castlewood),  devotedly  attending  h:ni  at  hi> 
death-bed,  received  from  the  dying  man  confession  and  proof  that  he,  the  sup- 
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read  from  the  eagle  in  an  authoritative  voice,  and  a  o-reat 
black  periwig  ;  and  in  the  stalls,  still  in  her  black  widow's 
hood,  sat  Esmond's  dear  mistress,  her  son  by  her  side 
veiy  much  grown,  and  indeed  a  noble-looking  youth  with 
his  mother's  eyes,  and  his  father's  curling  brown 'hair 
that  fell  over  his  /.//,/  de  Vcnise~2.  pretty  picture  such 
as  Vandyke  might  have  painted.     Mons.  Rigaud's  por- 
trait of  my  Lord  Viscount,  done  at  Paris  afterwards  gives 
but  a  French  version  of  his  manly,  frank  English  face. 
\  hen  he  looked  up  there  were  two  sapphire  beams  out 
of  his  eyes  such  as  no  painter's  palette  has  the  color  to 
match,  I  think.     On  this  day  there  was  not  much  chance 
,  ot  seeing  that  particular  beauty  of  my  young  lord's  coun- 
tenance ;  for  the  truth  is,  he  kept  his  eyes  shut  for  the 
most  part,  and,  the  anthem  being  rather  long,  was  asleep 
But  the  music  ceasing,  my  lord  woke  up,  looking  about 
him,  and  his  eyes  lighting  on  Mr.  Esmond,  who  was  sit- 
ting opposite  him,  gazing  with  no  small  tenderness  and 
melancholy  upon  two  persons  who  had  so  much  of  his 
heart  for  so  many  years,  Lord  Castlewood,  with  a  start 
piilled  aUiis^mK)thei^  face  had  scarce  been 

posed  ol,scure  orphan,  was  the  true  ■^^■^\^^nX^^7^^;^^^^^~^'^^^ 
.e  possessor,  of  the  Castlewood  titles  and  estates.     B^t  Esmond,  for  t  Tlo  . 
^^^      0^^^^^  patron,  and  from  devotion  to  Lady  Castlewood.  who  had  much 

'f'-^"'  d  hnn.  nnn>ed.ately  destroyed  the  proofs  which  were  given  him  of  his 
-.^.b^,>arentoge.  and  ever  afterwards  kept  his  Cairn  a  s'ret.     M^.t. 
^.ulHle    .smond  was  m  pr.son.   Lady  Castlewood  visited  him.  and  in  the 
U.SS  .^  her  gr,ef  for  her  n:urdered  husband,  reproached  her  loyal  kinsman 
n     h^,ng  saved  her  lord  s  m.,  or  avenged  his  deati.     In  the  eLangement 
^^^  these  .eproaches  occas.oned,  lis.nond  sought  his  fortune  abroad  in  war  ; 
subsequently,  des.ring  to  l.arn  of  the  welfare  of  his  mistress  and  her       .ilv 
;    -•   '■'I.i3.ness  he  prized  n.ore  than  his  own.  he  returned  to  iM.gla„d.  and 
;      to  \^  .nchester.  near  which  was  Walcote.  Lady  Castlewood's  home.     The 

pia      '."'  ''"?f  ?  T"^  '"  "'"  '''^'^^''^™''  '-^"^  ^'^^'•^'  'h«  reconciliation  took 
ia   .^^Ls,nond   had  formerly  been  promised  the  living  of  Walcote.  but  the 
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lifted  from  her  book),  and  said,  "  Look,  mother  !"  so  loud, 
that  Esmond  could  hear  on  the  other  side  of  the  church, 
and  the  old  Dean  on  his  throned  stall.  Lady  Castle- 
wood  looked  for  an  instant  as  her  son  bade  her,  and  held 
,  up  a  warning  finf,^er  to  Frank  ;  Esmond  felt  his  whole  face 
flush,  and  his  heart  throbbing-,  as  that  dear  lady  beheld 
him  once  more.  The  rest  of  the  prayers  were  speedily 
over  ;  Mr.  Esmond  did  not  hear  them  ;  nor  did  his  mis- 
tress, very  likely,  whose  hood  went  more  closely  over  her 
face,  and  who  never  lifted  her  head  again  until  the  ser- 
vice was  over,  the  blessing  given,  and  Mr.  Dean,  and  his 
procession  of  ecclesiastics,  out  of  the  inner  chapel. 

Your)g  Castlewood  came  clambering  ov  r  the  stalls 
before  the  clergy  were  fairly  gone,  and  running  up  to 
Esmond,  eagerly  embraced  him.  ''  My  dear,  dearest  old 
Harry  !"  he  said,  "  are  you  come  back  ?  Have  you  been 
to  the  wars?  You'll  take  me  with  you  when  you  g^ 
again  ?    Why  didn't  you  write  to  us  ?    Come  to  mother." 

Mr.  Esmond  could  hardly  say  more  than  a  "God  bless 
you,  my  boy,"  for  his  heart  Was  very  full  and  grateful  at 
all  this  tenderness  on  the  lad's  part ;  and  he  was  as  mudi 
moved  at  seeing  Frank  as  he  was  fearful  about  that  other 
interview  which  was  now  to  take  place  :  for  he  knew  not 
if  the  widow  would  reject  him  as  she  had  done  so  cruelly 
a  year  ago. 

"  It  was  kind  of  you  to  come  back  to  us,  Henry,"  Lady 
Esmond  said.     "  I  thought  you  might  come." 

"  We  read  of  the  fleet  coming  to  Portsmouth.  Why 
did  you  not  come  from  Portsmouth?"  Frank  asked,  or 
my  Lord  Viscount,  as  he  now  must  be  called. 

Esmond  had  thought  of  that  too.  He  Vv'ould  have 
given  one  of  his  eyes  so  that  he  might  .see  his  dear  friends 
again  once  more  ;  but  believing  that  his  mistress  had 
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forbidden  him  her  house,  he  had  obeyed  her,  and  re- 
mained at  a  distance. 

"  You  had  but  to  ask,  and  you  knew  I  would  be  here," 
he  said. 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  her  little  fair  hand  :  there  was 
only  her  marriage  ring  on  it.  Th  |Uarrel  was  all  over. 
The  year  of  grief  and  estrangement  was  passed.  They 
never  had  been  separated.  His  mistress  had  never  been 
out  of  his  mind  all  that  time.  No,  not  once.  No,  not  in 
the  prison  ;  nor  in  the  camp  ;  nor  on  shore  before  the 
enemy  ;  nor  at  sea  under  the  stars  of  solemn  midnight ; 
nor  as  he  watched  the  glorious  rising  of  the  dawn  :  not 
even  at  the  table,  where  he  sat  carousing  with,  friends,  or 
at  the  theatre  yonder,  where  he  tried  to  fancy  that  other 
eyes  were  brighter  than  hers.  Brighter  eyes  there 
might  be,  and  faces  more  beautiful,  but  none  so  dear — no 
voice  so  sweet  as  that  of  his  beloved  mistress,  who  had 
been  sister,  mother,  goddess  to  him  during  his  youth — 
goddess  now  no  more,  for  he  knew  of  her  weaknesses  ; 
and  by  thought,  by  suffering,  and  that  experience  it 
brings,  was  older  now  than  she  ;  but  more  fondly  cher- 
ished as  woman  perhaps  than  ever  she  had  been  adored 
as  divinity.  What  is  it  ?  Where  lies  it  ?  the  secret  which 
makes  one  little  hand  the  dearest  of  all  ?  Who  ever  can 
unriddle  that  mystery  ?  Here  she  was,  her  son  by  his 
side,  his  dear  boy.  Here  she  was,  weeping  and  happy. 
She  took  his  hand  in  botl  hers  ;  he  felt  her  tears.  It 
was  a  rapture  of  reconciliation.  .  .  . 

"And  Harry's  coming  home  to  supper.  Huzzay! 
huzzay !"  cries  my  lord.  "  Mother,  I  shall  run  home  and 
bid  Beatrix  put  her  ribbons  on.  Beatrix  is  a  ma.id  of 
honor,  Harry.     Such  a  fine  set-up  minx  !" 

"  Your  heart  was  never  in  the  Church,   Harry,"  the 
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widow  said,  in  her  sweet  low  tone,  as  they  walked  away 
together.  (Now,  it  seemed  they  had  never  been  parted, 
and  again,  as  if  they  had  been  ages  asunder.)  "  I  always 
thought  you  had  no  vocation  that  way  ;  and  that  'twas  a 
pity  to  shut  you  out  from  the  world.  You  would  but 
have  pined  and  chafed  at  Castlewood  :  and  'tis  better 
you  should  make  a  name  for  yourself  I  often  said  so  to 
my  dear  lord.  How  he  loved  you  !  'Twas  my  lord  that 
made  you  stay  with  us." 

"  I  asked  no  better  than  to  stay  near  you  always,"  said 
Mr.  Esmond. 

"  But  to  go  was  best,  Harry.     When  the  world  cannot 
give  peace,  you  will  know  where  to  find  it ;  bui-  one  of 
your  Strang  imagination  and  eager  desires  must  try  the 
world  first  before  he  tires  of  it.     'Twas  not  to  be  thought 
of,  or  if  it  once  was,  it  was  only  by  my  selfishness,  that 
you  should  remain  as  chaplain  to  a  country  gentleman 
and  tutor  to  a  little  boy.     You  are  of  the  blood  of  tlie 
Esmonds,  kinsman  ;  and  that  was  always  wild  in  youth. 
Look  at  Frincis.    He  is  but  fifteen,  and  1  scarce  can  keep 
him  in  my  nest.     His  talk  is  all  of  war  and  pleasure,  and 
he  longs  to  serve  in  the  next  campaign.     Perhaps  he  and 
the  young  Lord  Churchill  shall  go  the  next.     Lord  Marl- 
borough has  been  good  to  us.     You  know  how  kind  thej- 
were  in  my  misfortune.    And  so  was  your— your  father's 
widow.     No  one  knows  how  good  the  world  is,  till  grief 
comes  to  try  u.s.     'Tis  through  my  Lady  Marlborough's 
goodness  that  Beatrix  hath  her  place  at  Court ;  and  Frank- 
is  under  my  Lord  Chamberlai^i.     And  the  dowager  lady, 
your  father's  widow,  has  promised  to  provide  for  you— 
has  she  not?" 

Esmond  said,  '^  Yes.      As  f^ir  as  present  favor  went, 
Lady  Castlewood  was  very  good  to  him.     And  should 
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her  mind  change,"  he  added  gaily,  "as  ladies'  minds  will, 
I  am  strong  enough  to  bear  my  own  burden,  and  make 
my  way  somehow.  Not  by  the  swon'  /ery  likely. 
Thousands  have  a  better  genius  for  that  than  I,  but  there 
are  many  ways  in  which  a  young  man  of  good  parts  and 
education  can  get  on  in  the  world  ;  and  I  am  pretty  sure, 
one  way  or  other,  of  promotion  !"  Indeed,  he  had  found 
patrons  already  in  the  army,  and  amongst  persons  very 
able  to  serve  him,  too ;  and  told  his  mistress  of  the  flatter- 
ing aspect  of  fortune.  They  walked  as  though  they  had 
never  been  parted,  slowly,  with  the  grey  twilight  closing 
round  them. 

"And  now  we  are  drawing  near  to  home,"  she  con- 
tinued, "I  knew  you  would  come,  Harry,  if— if  it  was 
but  to  forgive  me  for  having  spoken  unjustly  to  you 
after  that  horrid— horrid  misfortune.  I  was  half  frantic 
with  grief  then  when  I  saw  you.  And  I  know  now— 
they  have  told  me.  That  wretch,  whose  name  I  can  never 
mention,  even  has  said  it :  how  you  tried  to  avert  the 
quarrel,  and  would  have  taken  it  on  yourself,  my  poor 
child:  but  it  was  God's  will  that  I  should  be  punLshed, 
and  that  my  dear  lord  .should  fall." 

"He  gave  me  his  blessing  on  his  death-bed,"  Esmond 
said.     "  Thank  God  for  that  legacy!" 

"Amen,  amen!  dear  Henry,"  said  the  lady,  pressing 
his  arm.  "  I  knew  it.  Mr.  Atterbury,  of  St.  Bride'.^,  who 
was  called  to  him,  told  me  so.  And  I  thanked  God,  too, 
and  in  my  prayers  ever  since  remembered  it." 

"  Vou  had  spared  me  many  a  bitter  night,  had  you  told 
me  sooner,"  Mr.  Esmond  said. 

"  I  know  it,  I  know  it,"  she  answered,  m  a  tone  of  such 
sweet  humility,  as  made  Esmond  repent  that  he  should 
ever  have  dared  to  reproach  her.     "  I  know  how  wicked 
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my  heart  has  been ;  and  I  have  suffered  too,  my  dear. 
But  I  knew  you  would  come  back— I  own  that.  And 
to-day,  Henry,  in  the  anthem,  when  they  sang  it,  'When 
the  Lord  turned  the  captivity  of  Zion,  we  were  like 
them  that  dream,'  I  thought  yes,  like  them  that  dream 
--them  that  dream.  And  then  it  went, '  They  that  sou 
m  tears  shall  reap  in  joy;  and  he  that  goeth  forth  and 
weepeth,  shall  doubtless  come  again  with  rejoicing,  bring- 
ing his  sheaves  with  him;'  I  looked  up  from  the  boo1< 
and  saw  you.  I  was  not  surprised  when  I  saw  you.  I 
knew  you  would  come,  my  dear,  and  saw  the  gold  sun- 
shine round  your  head." 

She  smiled  an  almost  wild  smile  as  she  looked  up  at 
him.  The  moon  was  up  by  this  time,  glittering  keen  in 
the  frosty  sky.  He  could  see,  for  the  first  time  now 
clearly,  her  sweet  careworn  face. 

"Do  you  know  hat  day  it  is?"  she  continued.  "It 
is  the  29th  day  of  December— it  is  your  birthday  !  But 
last  year  we  did  not  drink  it— no,  no.  My  lord  was  cold, 
and  my  Harry  was  likely  to  die:  and  my  brain  was  in  a 
fever;  and  we  had  no  wine.  But  now—now  you  arc 
come  a^ain,  bringing  your  sheaves  with  you,  my  dear." 
She  burst  into  a  wild  flood  of  weeping  as  she  spoke;  she 
laughed  and  sobbed  -  n  the  young  man's  heart,  crying  out 
wildly,  "  bringing  your  sheaves  with  you— your  sheaves 
with  you  !" 

As  he  had  sometimes  felt,  gazing  up  from  the  deck  at 
midnight  into  the  boundless  starlit  depths  overhead,  in  a 
rapture  of  devout  wonder  at  that  endless  brightness  and 
beauty— in  some  such  a  way  now,  the  depth  of  this  pure 
devotion  quite  smote  upon  him,  and  filled  his  heart  with 
thanksgiving.  Gracious  God,  who  was  he,  v/eak  and 
friendless  creature,  that  such  a  love  should  be  poured  out 
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upon  him  ?    Not  in  vain— not  in  vain  '..as  he  lived— H^^^' 
and  th-nklcss  should  he  be  to  think  so— that  has  sue 
treasure  given  him.     What  is  ambition  compared  to  th'^^ 
but  selfish  vanity?     To  be  rich,  to  be  famous?     Wh' 
do  these  profit  a  year  hence,  when  other  names  soun' 
louder  than  yours,  when  you  lie  hidden  away  under  th.    ^\ 
L,n-ound,  along  with  idle  titles  engraven  on  your  coffin,     \ 
But  only  true  love  lives  after  you— follows  your  memor 
with  secret  blessing— or  precedes  you,  and  intercedes  fo 
you.     Noji  omnis  moriar—\{  dying,  I  yet  live  in  a  tender 
heart  or  two  ;  nor  am  lost  and  hopeless  living,  if  a  sainted 
<lcparted  soul  still  loves  and  prays  for  me. 
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William  Edmondstoune  Aytoun.— 1813-1865. 
'iHE  Rhine  is  running  deep  and  red,  the  island  lies  before,— 
"Now  is  there  one  of  all  the  ho.st  will  dare  to  venture  o'er? 
For  not  alone  the  river's  sweep  might  make  a  brave  man  quail  ; 
The  foe  are  on  the  further  side,  their  shot  comes  fa§t  as  hail, 
(iod  help  us,  if  the  middle  isle  we  may  not  hope  to  win  ! 
Now  is  there  any  of  the  host  will  dare  to  venture  in  ?" 

"  The  ford  is  deep,  the  banks  are  steep,  the  island-shore  lies 
wide ; 

v'o'-  man  nor  horse  could  stem  its  force,  or  reach  the  further  side. 
oee  there  !  amidst  the  willow-boughs  the  serried  bayonets  gleam  j 
They've  flung  their  bridge,- -they've  won  the  isle;  the  foe  have 

rross'd  the  stream  ! 
Their  volley  flashes  sharp  and  strong,— by  all  the  saints  !  I  trow 
There  never  yet  was  soldier  born  could  force  that  passage  now!" 
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mspoke  the  bold  French  Maresclial  with  him  who  led  the  van 
P.ilst  rough  and  red  before  their  view  the  turbid  river  ran      ' 
tor  bridge  nor  boat  had  they  to  cross  the  wild  and  swollen 
Rhine, 

uid  thundering  on  the  other  bank  far  stretch'd  the  German  line 
Hard  by  there  stood  a  swarthy  man  was  leaning  on  his  sword  ' 
And  a  sadden'd  smile  lit  up  his  'ace  as  he  i.eard  the  Captain's 
word. 

'  I've  seen  a  wilder  stream  ere  now  than  that  nhich  rushes  there- 
1  ve  stemm'd  a  heavier  torrent  yet  and  never  thought  to  dare  ' 
If  German  steel  be  sharp  and  keen,  is  ours  not  strong  and  true^ 

1  here  may  be  danger  in  the  deed,  but  there  is  honor  too." 

The  old  lord  in  his  saddle  turn'd,  and  hastily  he  said 
^Hath  bold  Duguesclin's  fiery  heart  awaken'd  from  the  dead^ 
Thou  art  the  leader  of  the  Scots,-now  well  and  sure  I  know, 
That  gentle  blood  in  dangerous  hour  ne'er  yet  ran  cold  nor 
slow, 

And  I  have  seen  ye  in  the  fight  do  all  that  mortal  may  • 
If  honor  is  the  boon  ye  seek,  it  may  be  won  this  day  - 
The  prize  is  in  the  middle  isle,  there  lies  the  adventu'rous  way 
And  armies  twain  are  on  the  plain,  the  daring  deed  to  see  - 
Now  ask  thy  gallant  company  if  they  will  follow  thee !" 

Right  gladsome  look'd  the  Captain  then,  and  nothing  did  he  sav 
But  he  turn'd  him  to  his  little  band,-0,  iesv,  I  ween,  were  theW 
The  rehcs  of  the  bravest  force  that  ever  fought  in  fray 
^^  o  one  of  all  that  company  but  bore  a  gentle  name 
Not  one  whose  fathers  had  not  stood  in  Scotland's  fields  of  fame. 
All  they  had  march'd  with  great  Dundee  to  where  he  fought  and 
fell,  ^ 

\nd  in  the  deadly  battle-strife  had  venged  their  leader  well  • 
And  they  had  bent  the  knee  to  earth  when  every  eye  was  dim, 
As  oer  their  hero's  buried  corpse  they  sang  the  funeral  hymn; 
And  they  had  t:od  the  Pass  once  more,  and  stoop'd  on  either 
side 
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To  pluck  the  heather  from  the  spot  where  he  had  dropp'd  aht^ 
died  ; 

And  they  had  bound  it  next  their  hearts,  and  ta'en  a  last  fareweJt 
Of  Scottish  earth  and  Scottish  sky,  where  Scotland's  glory  fell 
Then  went  they  forth  to  foreign  lands  like  bent  and  broken  men, 
Who  leave  their  dearest  hope  behind,  and  may  not  turn  again! 

-The  stream,"  he  said,  "is  broad  and  deep,  and  stubborn  is 
the  foe, — 

Von  island-strength  is  guarded  well,— say,  brothers,  will  ye  go? 
From  home  and  kin  for  many  a  year  our  steps  have  -./andir'd 
wide, 

And  never  may  our  bones  be  laid  our  fathers'  graves  beside. 
No  children  have  we  to  lament,  no  wives  to  wail  our  fall ; 
The  traitor's  and  the  spoiler's  hand  have  reft  our  hearths 'of  all. 
But  we  have  hearts,  and  we  have  arms,  as  strong  to  will  and 
dare 

As  when  our  ancient  banners  flew  within  the  northern  air. 
Come,  brothers!   let  me  name  a  spell  shall  rouse  your  sjuls 
again, 

And  send  the  old  blood  bounding  free  through  pulse  and  heart 
and  vein. 

Call  back  the  days  of  bygone  years,— be  young  and  strong  once 
more ; 

Think  yonder  stream,  so  stark  and  red,  is  one  we've  cross'd 

before. 
Rise,  hill  and  glen !  rise,  crag  and  wood !  rise  up  on  either  hand,— 
Again  upon  the  Garry's  banks,  on  Scottish  soil  we  stand  ! 
Again  I  see  the  tartans  wave,  again  the  trumpets  ring ; 
Again  I  hear  our  leader's  call :  'Upon  them  for  the  King !' 
Stay'd  we  behind  that  glorious  day  for  roaring  flood  or  linn  ? 
The  soul  of  Graeme  is  with  us  still,— now,  brothers,  will  ye  m  ?" 

No  stay,-- no  pause.    With  one  accord,  they  grasp'd  each  other's 
hand, 

Then  plunged  into  the  angry  flood,  that  bold  and  dauntless  band. 
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irjh  flew  the  spray  above  their  heads,  yet  onward  still  they 
y    bore, 

lidst  cheer,  and  shout,  and  answering  yell,  and  shot,  and 

can  non-roar,- — 
\  Now,  by  the  Holy  Cross  I   I  swear,  since  earth  and  sea  began, 
»V'as  never  such  a  daring  deed  essay 'd  by  mortal  man  ! " 

Thick  blew  the  smoke  across  the  stream,  and  faster  flash'd  the 

flame : 
The  water  plash'd  in  hissing  jets  as  ball  and  bullet  came. 
Yet  onwards  i)ush'd  the  Cavaliers  all  stern  and  undismay'J, 
With  thousand  armed  foes  before,  and  none  behind  to  aid. 
Once,  as  they  near'd  the  middle  stream,  so  strong  the  torrent 

swept, 

That  scarce  that  long  and  living  wall  their  dangerous  fooling 
kopt. 

Then  rose  a  warning  cry  behind,  a  joyous  shout  before  :     • 
"The  current's  strong,— the  way  is  long,— they'll  never  reach 

the  shore  •' 
See,  see  !  they  stagger  in  the  midst,  they  waver  in  their  line  ! 
Fire  on  the  madmen  !  break  their  ranks,  and  whelm  them  in 

the  Rhine!" 

Have  you  seen  the  tall  trees  swaying  when  the  blast  is  sounding 
shrill. 

And  the  whirlwind  reels  in  fury  down  the  gorges  of  the  hill  ? 
How  they  toss  their  mighty  branches  struggling  with  the  tem- 
pest's shock ; 

How  they  keep  their  place  of  vantage,  cleaving  firmly  to  the 
rock  ? 

Even  so  the  Scottish  warriors  held  their  own  against  the  river ; 
Though  the  water  flash'd  around  them,  not  an  eye  was  seen  to 
quiver ; 

Though  the  shot  flew  sharp  and  deadly,  not  a  man  reiax'd  his 
hold; 
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For  their  hearts  were  big  and  thrilling  with  the  mighty  thought.^ 
of  old, 

One  word  was  spoke  among  them,  and  through  the  ranks  it 
spread, — 

"  Remember  our  dead  Claverhouse  !"  was  all  the  Captain  said. 
Then,  sternly  bending  forward,  they  wrestled  on  a  while, 
Until  they  clear'd  the  heavy  stream,  then  rush'd  towards  the  isle. 

The  Cierman  heart  is  stout  and  true,  the  Cierman  arm  is  stron"  ; 
The  German  foot  goes  seldom  back  where  armed  foeinen  throng. 
But  never  had  they  faced  in  field  so  stern  a  charge  before, 
And  never  had  they  felt  the  sweep  of  Scotland's  broad  claymore. 
Not  fiercer  pours  the  avalanche  adown  the  steep  incline. 
That  rises  o'er  the  parent-springs  of  rough  and  rapid  Rhine,  — 
Scarce  s  :  -  -r  shoots  the  bolt  from  heaven  than  came  the  .Scot- 
tish band 

Right  up  against  the  guarded  trench,  and  o'er  it  sword  in  hand. 
In  vain  their  leaders   forward  press,— they  meet  the  deadly 
brand  ! 

0  lonely  island  of  the  Rhine,— where  seed  was  never  sown, 
What  harvest  lay  upon  thy  sands,  by  those  strong  reapers  thro^^•n  ? 
What  saw  the  winter  moon  that  night,  as,  struggling  through 
the  rain. 

She  pour'd  a  wan  and  fitful  light  on  marsh,  and  sueam,  and 
plain  ? 

A  dreary  spot  with  corpses  strewn,  and  bayonets  glistening 
round  ; 

A  broken  bridge,  a  stranded  boat,  a  bare  and  batter'd  mound  ; 
And  one  huge  watch-fire's  kindled  pile,  that  sent  its  quiverinr 
glare 

To  tell  the  leaders  of  the  host  the  conquering  Scots  were  there  ! 

And  did  they  twine  the  laurel-wreath,  for  those  whb  fought  so 
Well  ? 

And  did  they  honor  those  who  liv'd,  and  weep  for  those  who 
fell  ? 
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/hat  meed  of  thanks  was  given  to  them  let  agbd  annals  tell. 
,Vhy  should  they  bring  the  laurel-wreath, — why  crown  the  cup 

with  wine  ? 
It   was  not   Frenchmen's  blood  that   flow'd  so  freely  on  the 

Rhine,-- 
A  stranger  hand  of  beggar'd  men  had  done  the  venturous  deed : 
The  glory  was  to  P>ance  alone,  the  danger  was  their  meed. 
And  what  cared  they  for  idle  thanks  from  foreign  prince  and 

peer  ? 
What  virtue  had  such  honey'd  words  the  exiled  heart  to  cheer  ? 
What  matter'd  it  that  men  should  vaunt  and  loud  and  fondly 

swear, 
That  higher  feat  of  chivalry  was  never  wrought  elsewhere  ? 
They  bore  within  their  breasts  the  grief  that  fame  can  never 

heal, — 
The  deep,  unutterable  woe  which  none  save  exiles  feel. 
Their  hearts  were  yearning  for  the  land  they  ne'er  might  see 

again, — 
For  Scotland's  high  and  heather'd  hills,  for  mountain,  loch  and 

glen— 
For  those  who  haply  lay  at  rest  beyond  the  distant  sea, 
Beneath  the  green  and  daisied  tUrf  where  they  would  gladly  be ! 

Long  years  went  by.     The  lonely  isle  in  Rhine's  tempestuous 

flood 
Has  ta'en  another  name  from  those  who  bought  it  with  their 

blood  : 
And,  though  the  legend  does  not  live, — for  legends  lightly  die— 
The  peasant,  as  he  sees  the  stream  in  winter  rolling  by, 
And  foaming  o'er  its  channel-bed  between  him  and  the  spot 
Won  by  the  warriors  of  the  sword,  stills  calls  that  deep  and 

The  Passage  of  the  Scot.  [dangerous  ford 


Sacrifice  and  Se/f-Devotion  ha/loiv  earth  and  fill  the  skies. 

Lord  Houghton.— 1809-1885. 
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Earl  of  Beaconsfield.— 1805-1881 
I-'rom  The  Young  Duke. 

The  young  Duke  had  accepted  the  invitation  of  the 
Baron  dc  Berghem  for  to-morrow,  and  accordingly,  him- 
self, Lords  Castlefort  and  Dice,  and  Temple  Grace  as- 
sembled in  Brunswick  Terrace  at  the  usual  hour.     The 
dinner  was  studiously  plain,  and   very  little  wine  was 
drunk  ;  yet  everything  was  perfect.     Tom  Cogit  stepped 
in  to  carve  in  his  usual  silent  manner.     He  always  came 
in  and  went  out  of  a  room  without  anyone  observing 
him.    He  winked  familiarly  to  Temple  Grace,  but  scarcely 
presumed  to  bow  to  the  Duke.     He  was  very  busy  about 
the  wine,  and  dressed  the  wild  fowl  in  a  manner  quite 
unparalleled.     He  took  particular  care  to  send  a  most 
perfect  portion  to  the  young  Duke,  and  he  did  this,  as  he 
paid  all  attentions  to  influential  strangers,  with  the  most 
marked  consciousness  of  the  sufferance  which  permitted 
his  presence :   never  addressing  his  Grace,  but  audibly 
whispering  to  the  servant,  "  Take  this  to  the  Duk.  "  ;  or 
asking  the  attendant,  "  whether  his  Grace  would  try 'the 
Hermitage  ?  " 

After  dinner,  with  the  exception  of  Cogit,  who  was 
busied  in  compounding  some  wonderful  liquid  for  the 
future  refreshment,  they  sat  down  to  karti\  Without 
having  exchanged  a  word  upon  the  subject,  there  seemed 
a  general  understanding  among  all  the  parties  that  to- 
night was  to  be  a  pitched  battle,  and  they  began  at  once, 
b"^l-:!y.  Yet,  in  spite  of  their  universal  determination,' 
mi(hiio-ht  arrived  without  anything  decisive.  Another 
hour  passed  over,  and  then  Tom  Cogit  kept  touching  the 
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Baron's  elbow  and  whispering  in  a  voice  which  cvcr}'bod\' 
could  understand.  All  this  meant  tha^  supper  was  ready. 
It  was  brought  into  the  room. 

Gaming  has  one  advantage,  it  gives  you  an  appetite ; 
that  is  to  say,  so  long  as  you  have  a  chance  remaining. 
The  Duke  had  thousands  ;  for  at  present  his  resources 
were  unimpared,  and  he  was  exhausted  by  the  constant 
attention  and  anxiety  of  five  hours.  He  passed  over  the 
delicacies  and  went  to  the  side-table,  and  began  cutting 
himself  some  cold  roast  beef  Tom  Cogit  ran  up,  not  to 
his  Grace,  but  to  the  Baron,  to  announce  the  shocking 
fact  that  the  Duke  of  St.  James  was  enduring  great 
trouble  ;  and  then  the  Baron  asked  his  Grace  to  permit 
Mr.  Cogit  to  serve  him.  Our  hero  devoured  :  we  use  the 
word  advisedly,  as  fools  say  in  the  House  of  Commons: 
he  devoured  the  roast  beef,  and  rejecting  the  Hermitage 
with  disgust,  asked  for  porter. 

They   set  to  again    fresh  as  eagles.     At  six  o'clock 
accounts   were   so   complicated    that    they   stopped  to 
make  up  their  books.     Each  played   with  his  memor- 
anda and  pencil  at  his  side.     Nothing  fatal  had  yet  hap- 
pened.     The  Duke  owed  Lord  Dice  about  five  thou- 
sand pounds,  and  Temple  Grace  owed  him  as  many  hun- 
dreds.    Lord  Castlefort  also  was  his  debtor  to  the  tunc 
of  seven  hundred  and  fifty,  and  the  Baron  was  in  his 
books,  but   slightly.     Every  half-hour  they  had  a   icw 
pack  of  cards,  and  threw  the  used  one  on  the  floor.     All 
this  time  Tom  Cogit  did  nothing  but  snuff  the  candles, 
stir  the  fire,  bring  them  a  new  pack,  and  occa.sinnally 
make  a  tumbler  for  them.     At  eight  o'clock  the  Duke's 
situation  was  worsened.     The  run  was  greatly  against 
him,  and  perhaps  his  losses  were  doubled.     He  pulled  up 
again   th(    next  hour  or  two  ;    but  nevertheless,  at  ten 
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o'clock,  owed  every  one  sometliing.  No  one  offered  to 
give  over  ;  and  everyone,  perhaps,  felt  that  his  object  was 
not  obtained.  They  made  their  toilets  and  went  down- 
stairs to  breakfast.  In  the  meantime  the  shutters  were 
opened,  the  room  aired,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  they 
were  at  it  again. 

They  played  till  dinner-time  without  intermission  ;  and 
though  the  Duke  made  some  desperate  efforts,  and  some 
successful  ones,  his  losses  were,  nevertheless,  trebled. 
Yet  he  ate  an  excellent  dinner  and  was  not  at  all  de- 
pressed ;  because  the  more  he  lost,  the  more  his  courage 
and  his  resources  seemed  to  expand.  At  first  he  had 
limited  himself  to  ten  thousand  ;  after  breakfast  it  was 
to  have  been  twenty  thousana  ;  then  thirty  thousand  was 
the  ultimatum  ;  and  now  he  dismissed  all  thoughts  of 
limits  from  his  mind,  and  was  determined  to  risk  or  crain 
everything. 

At  midnight,  he  had  lost  forty-eight  thousand  pounds. 
Affairs  now  began  to  be  serious.  His  supper  was  not  so 
hearty.  While  the  rest  were  eating,  he  walked  about 
the  room,  and  began  to  limit  his  ambition  to  recovery, 
and  not  to  gain.  When  you  pla)^  to  win  back,  the  fun  is 
over :  there  is  nothing  to  recompense  you  fo'-  your  bodily 
tortures  and  your  degraded  feelings  ;  and  the  very  best 
result  that  can  happen,  while  it  has  no  charms,  seems  to 
your  cowed  mind  impossible. 

On  they  played,  and  the  Duke  lost  more.  His  mind 
\\as  jaded.  He  floundered,  he  made  desperate  efforts, 
but  plunged  deeper  in  the  slough.  Feeling  that,  to  re- 
k^iin  his  ground,  each  card  must  tell,  he  acted  on  each  as 
II  it  must  win,  and  the  consequences  of  this  insanity  (for 
a  gamester  at  such  a  crisis  s  really  insane)  were,  that  his 
losses  were  prodigious. 
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Another  morning  came,  and  there  they  sat,  ankle-deep 
in  cards.  No  attempt  at  breakfast  now,  no  affectation 
of  making  a  toilet  or  airing  the  room.  The  atmosphere 
was  hot,  to  be  sure,  but  it  well  became  such  a  Hell. 
There  they  sat,  in  total,  in  positive  forgetfulness  of  every- 
thing but  the  hot  game  they  were  hunting  down.  There 
was  not  a  man  in  the  room,  except  Tom  Cogit,  who  could 
have  told  you  the  name  of  the  town  in  which  they  were 
living.  There  they  sat,  almost  breathless,  watching  every 
turn  with  the  fell  look  i  heir  cannibal  eyes  which  showed 
their  total  inabilit)  k  vmpathize  with  their  fellow- 
beings.  All  forms  ■  S  ^lety  had  been  long  forgotten. 
There  was  no  snuff-box  handed  about  now,  for  courtesy, 
admiration,  or  a  pinch  ;  no  affectation  of  occasionally 
making  a  remark  upon  any  other  topic  but  the  all-en- 
grossing one.  Lord  Castlefort  rested  with  his  arms  on 
the  table  :  a  false  tooth  had  got  unhinged.  His  Lord- 
ship, who,  at  any  other  time,  would  have  been  most  an- 
noyed, cooll}'  put  it  in  his  pocket.  His  cheeks  had  fallen, 
and  he  looked  twenty  years  older.  Lord  Dice  had  torn 
off  his  cravai,  and  his  hair  hung  down  over  his  callous, 
bloodless  cheeks,  straight  as  silk.  Temple  Grace  looked 
as  if  he  were  blighted  by  lightning  ;  and  his  deep  blue 
eyes  gleamed  like  a  hyena's.  The  Baron  was  least 
changed.  Tom  Cogit,  who  smelt  that  the  crisis  was  at 
hand,  was  as  quiet  as  a  bribed  rat. 

On  they  played  till  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  then 
they  agreed  to  desist  till  after  dinner.  Lord  Dice  threw 
himself  on  a  sofa.  Lord  Castlefort  breathed  with  diffi- 
culty. The  rest  walked  about.  While  they  were  resting 
on  their  oars,  the  young  Duke  roughly  made  up  his  ac- 
counts. He  found  that  he  was  minus  about  one  hundred 
thousand  pounds. 
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Immense  as  this  loss  was  he  was  more  struck,  more 
appalled,  let  us  say,  at  the  sfangeness  of  the  surround- 
ing scene,  than  even  by  his  own  ruin.     As  he  looked 
upon  his  fellow  i,ramesters,  he  seemed,  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  to  gaze  upon  some  of  those  hideous  demons 
of  whom  he  had  read     He  looked  in  the  mirror  at  him- 
self    A  blight  seemed  to  have  fallen  over  his  beauty, 
and  his  presence  seemed  accursed.     He  had  pursued  a 
dissipated,  even  more  than  a  dissipated  career.     Many 
were  the  nights  that  had  been  spent  by  him  not  on  his 
couch  ;  great  had  been  the  exhaustion  that  he  had  often 
experienced  ;  haggard  had  sometimes  even  been  the  lus- 
tre of  his  youth.     But  when  had  been  marked  upon  his 
brow  this  harrowing  care  ?  when  had  his  features  before 
been  stamped  with  this  anxiety,  this  anguish,  this  baffled 
desire,  this  strange    unearthly   scowl,  which    made  him 
even  tremble  ?     What !  was  it  po.ssible  ?  it  could  not  be, 
that  in  time  he  was  to  be   like  those  awful,  those  un- 
earthly, those  unhallowed  things  that  were  around  him. 
He  felt  as  if  he  had  fallen  from  his  state,  as  if  he  had 
dishonored  his  ancestry,  as  if  he  had  betrayed  his  trust. 
He  felt  a  criminal.      In  the  darkness  of  his  meditations 
a  flash  burst  from  his  lurid  mind,  a  celestial  light  ap- 
peared to  dissipate  this  thickening  gloom,  and  his  soul 
f(^lt  as  if  it  were  bathed  with  the  softening  radiancy.    He 
thought  of  May  Dacre,  he  thought  of  everything   that 
was   pure,  and    holy,  and  beautiful,  and  luminous,  and 
calm.     It  was  the  innate  virtue  of  the  man  that  made 
this  appeal  to  his  corrupted  nature.      His  losses  seemed 
nothing  ;  his  dukedom  would  be  luo  slight  a  ransom  for 
ireedom  from    these  Thou 


and  for  the  breath  of  the 


sweet  air. 
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He  advanced  to  the  Baron,  and  expressed  his  desire  to 
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play  no  more.  There  was  an  immediate  stir.  All  jumped 
up,  and  now  the  deed  was  done.  Cant,  in  spite  of  their 
exhaustion,  assumed  her  reign.  They  begged  him  to 
have  his  revenge,  were  quite  annoyed  at  the  result,  had 
no  doubt  he  woulr'  recover  if  he  proceeded.  Wilhoui; 
noticing  their  remarks,  he  seated  himself  at  the  table,  and 
wrote  cheques  for  their  respective  amounts,  Tom  Co<rit 
jumping  up  and  bringing  him  the  inkstand.  Lord  Casttc- 
fort,  in  the  most  affectionate  manner,  pocketed  the  draft ; 
at  the  same  time  recommendin^  the  Duke  not  to  be  in  a 
hurry,  but  to  send  it  when  he  was  cool.  Lord  Dice  re- 
ceived his  with  a  bow.  Temple  Grace  with  a  sigh,  the 
Baron  with  an  avowal  of  his  readiness  always  to  give  him 
his  revenge. 

The  Duke,  though  sick  at  heart,  would  not  leave  the 
room  with  any  evidence  of  a  broken  spirit ;  and  when 
Lord  Castlefort  again  repeated,  "  Pay  us  when  we  meet 
again,"  he  said,  "  I  think  it  very  improbable  that  we  shall 
meet  again,  my  Lord.  I  wished  to  know  what  gaming 
was.  I  had  heard  a  great  deal  about  it.  It  is  not  so 
very  disgusting  ;  but  I  am  a  young  man,  and  cannot  play 
tricks  with  my  complexion." 

He  reached  his  house.  He  gave  orders  for  himself  not 
to  be  disturbed,  and  he  went  to  bed  ;  but  in  vain  he  tried 
to  sleep.  What  rack  exceeds  the  torture  of  an  excited 
brain  and  an  exhausted  body  ?  His  hands  and  feet  were 
like  ice,  his  brow  lik  nre  ;  his  ears  rung  with  superna- 
tural roaring  ;  a  nausea' had  seized  upon  him,  and  death 
he  would  have  welcomed.  In  vain,  in  vain  he  courted 
repose  ;  in  vain,  in  vain  he  had  recourse  to  every  expedi- 
ent to  wile  himself  to  slumber.  Each  minute  he  started 
from  his  pillow  with  some  phrase  which  reminded  him  of 
his  late  fearful  society.     Hour  after  hour  moved  on  with 
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it3  leaden  pace  ;  each  hour  he  heard  strike,  and  each 
hour  seemed  an  age.  Each  hour  was  only  a  signal  to 
cast  off  some  covering,  or  shift  his  position.  It  was,  at 
length,  morning.  With  a  feeling  that  he  should  go  mad 
if  he  remained  any  longer  in  bed,  he  rose,  and  paced  his 
chamber.  The  air  refreshed  him.  He  threw  himself  on 
the  floor  ;  the  cold  crept  over  his  senses,  and  he  slept. 


LXVI.  THE  PICKWICKIANS  DISPORT  THEMSELVES  ON  ICE. 


Charles  Dicxens. — 1812-1870. 
From  The  Posthumous  Papers  of  the  Pickwick  C.lub. 

"  Now,"  said  Wardle,  after  a  substantial  lunch  had 
been  done  ample  justice  to  ;  "  what  say  you  to  an  hour 
on  the  ice  ?     We  shall  have  plenty  of  time." 

"Capital!"  said  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen. 

"  Pr^  ne ! "  ejaculated  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

"  You  skate,  of  course.  Winkle  ?  "  said  Wardle. 

"  Ye-yes  ;  oh,  yes,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle.  "  I — I — am 
ratlier  out  of  practice." 


*  Mk.  Pickwick,  a  benevolent,  simple-minded  old  gentleman,  is  the  founder 
of  the  Pickwick  Club.  He  and  three  other  members,  Mr.  Winkle,  Mr.  Snod- 
grass,  and  Mr.  Tupman,  form  the  Corresponding  Society  of  the  club,  and  they 
tia\el  o\cr  England  logetlier,  meeting  with  many  laughable  adventures.  They 
are  accompanied  by  Sanmel  Weller,  Mr.  Pickwick's  servant,  an  inimitable  com- 
pound of  cool  impudence,  quaint  humor,  and  fidelity.  The  Pickwickians  have 
accepted  the  invitation  of  Mr.  Wardle,  of  Manor  Farm,  Dingley  Dell,  to  be 
present  at  the  marriage  of  his  daughter,  Isabella,  to  Mr.  Trundle.  Among  the 
guests  are  also  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  and  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen,  two  medical  students, 
and  Mr.  Allen's  sister,  Ambelia.  Other  members  of  Mr.  VVardle's  household 
are  Mr.  Wardle's  mother,  tue  "old  lady  "  of  .Manor  Farm,  his  daughter,  Emily, 
and  Joe,  a  servant  lad,  known  as  the  "  fat  boy."  The  wedding  takes  place  on 
tlif  twenty-third  of  December,  and  then  {J.Vas  the  Christmas  festivities,  of  which 
the  skating  forms  a  part 
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"  Oh,  do  skate,  Mr.  Winkle,"  said  Arabella.  "  I  like  to 
see  it  so  much." 

"  Oh,  it  is  so  graceful,"  said  another  young  lady. 

A  third  young  lady  said  it  was  elegant,  and  a  fourth 
expressed  '  ^r  opinion  that  it  was  "swan-like." 

"  I  should  be  very  happy,  I'm  sure,"  said  Mr.  Winkle, 
reddening  ;  "  but  I  have  no  skates." 

This  objection  was  at  once  over-ruled.  Trundle  had 
a  couple  of  pair,  and  the  fat  boy  announced  that  there 
were  half  a  dozen  more  down  stairs :  whereat  Mr. 
Winkle  expressed  exquisite  delight,  and  looked  cxqui- 
sitel}'  uncomfortable. 

Old  Wardle  led  the  way  to  a  pretty  large  sheet  of  ice ; 
and  the  fat  boy  and  Mr.  Weller,  having  shovelled  and 
swept  away  the  snow  which  had  fallen  on  it  during  the 
night,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  adjusted  his  skates  with  a  dex- 
terity which  to  Mr.  Winkle  was  perfectly  marvellous,  and 
described  circles  with  his  left  leg,  and  cut  figures  of  eight, 
and  inscribed  upon  the  ice,  without  once  stopping  for 
breath,  a  great  many  other  pleasant  and  astonishing  d 
vices,  to  the  excessive  satisfaction  of  Mr.  Pickwick,  Mr. 
Tupman,  and  the  ladies  :  which  reached  a  pitch  of  posi- 
tive enthusiasm,  when  old  Wardle  and  Benjamin  Allen, 
assisted  by  the  aforesaid  Bob  Sawyer,  performed  some 
mystic  evolutions,  which  they  called  a  reel. 

All  this  time,  Mr.  Winkle,  with  his  face  and  hands 
blue  with  the  cold,  had  been  forcing  a  gimlet  into  the 
soles  of  his  feet,  and  putting  his  skates  on,  with  the 
points  behinu,  and  getting  the  straps  into  a  very  compli- 
cated and  entangled  state,  with  the  assistance  of  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  who  knew  rather  less  about  skates  than  a 
Hindoo.  At  length,  however,  with  the  assistance  of  Mr. 
Weller,  the  unfortunate  skates  were  firmly  screwed  and 
buckled  on,  and  Mr.  Winkle  was  raised  to  his  feet. 
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"  Now,  then,  sir,"  said  Sam,  in  an  encouraging  tone  ; 
"off  vith  you,  and  slv  )\v  'em  how  to  do  it." 

"  Stop,  Sam,  stop !  "  said  Mr.  Winkle,  trembUng  vio- 
lently, and  clutching  hold  of  Sam's  arms  with  the  grasp 
of  a  drowning  man.     "  How  slippery  it  is,  Sam  !  " 

"  Not  an  uncommon  thing  upon  ice,  sir,"  replied  Mr. 
Wcller.     *'  Hold  up,  sir  !  " 

This  last  observation  of  Mr.  Weller's  bore  reference 
to  a  demonstration  Mr.  Winkle  made  at  the  instant,  of  a 
frantic  desire  to  throw  his  feet  in  the  air,  and  dash  the 
back  of  his  head  on  the  ice. 

"  These — these — are  very  awkward  skates  ;  ain't  they, 
Sam?"  inquired  Mr.  Winkle,  staggering. 

"  I'm  afeerd  there's  a  orkard  gen'l'm'n  in  'em,  sir,"  re- 
plied Sam. 

"Now,  Winkle,"  cried  Mr.  Pickwick,  quite  unconscious 
that  there  v/as  anything  the  matter.  "  Come  ;  the  ladies 
arc  all  anxiety." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  with  a  ghastly  smile. 
"  I'm  coming." 

"Just  a  goin'  to  begin,"  said  Sam,  endeavoring  to  dis- 
engage himself.     "  Now,  sir,  start  off !  " 

"  Stop  an  instant,  Sam,"  gasped  Mr.  Winkle,  clinging 
most  affectionately  to  Mr.  Weller.  "  I  find  I've  got  k 
couple  of  coats  at  home  that  I  don't  want,  Sam.  You 
may  have  them,  Sam." 

"  Thank'ee,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller. 

"Never  mind  touching  your  hat,  Sam,"  said  Mr. 
Winkle,  hastily.  "  You  needn't  take  your  hand  away  to 
flo  that.  I  meant  to  have  given  you  five  shillings  this 
morning  for  a  C"  'stmas-box,  Sam.  I'll  ^\\(^  it  you  this 
afternoon,  Sam." 

"You're  wery  good,  sir,"  replied  I\^r.  Weller. 


Ef|ilik!Hiai.£>i 


330 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  READER. 


"  Just  hold  mc  at  first,  Sam  ;  will  you  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Winkle.  "  There— that's  i^-i  ..  I  shall  soon  get  in  the 
way  of  it,  Sam.     Not  too  fast,  Sam  ;  not  too  fast." 

Mr.  Winkle  stooping  forward,  with  ]\is  body  half 
doubled  up,  was  being  assisted  over  the  ire  by  Mr.  Wel- 
ler,  in  a  very  singular  and  un-swan-like  manner,  when 
Mr.  Pickwick  most  innocently  shouted  from  the  opposite 
brink  : 

"Sam!" 

"Sir?" 

"  Here.     I  want  you." 

"  Let  go,  sir,"  said  Sam.  "  Don't  you  hear  the  gover- 
nor a  cajlin'  ?     Let  go,  sir." 

With  a  violent  effort,  Mr.  Weller  disengaged  himself 
from  the  grasp  of  the  agonized  Pickwickian,  and,  in  so 
doing,  administered  a  considerable  impetus  to  the  un- 
happy Mr.  Winkle.  With  an  accuracy  which  no  degree 
of  dexterity  or  practice  could  have  insured,  that  unfortu- 
nate gentleman  bore  swiftly  down  into  the  centre  of  the 
reel,  at  the  very  moment  when  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  was  per- 
forming a  flourish  of  unparalleled  beauty.  Mr.  Winkle 
struck  wildly  against  him,  and  with  a  loud  crash  they 
both  fell  heavily  down.  Mr.  Pickwick  ran  to  the  spot. 
Bob  Saw3^er  had  rise?^  to  his  feet,  but  Mr.  Winkle  was 
far  too  wise  to  do  anything  of  the  kind,  in  skates.  He 
was  seated  on  the  ice,  making  spasmodic  efforts  to  smile; 
but  anguish  was  depicted  on  every  lineament  of  his  coun- 
tenance. 

♦'Are  you  hurt?"  inquired  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen,  with 
great  anxiety. 

'•'  Not  much,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  rubbing  his  back  very 
hard. 

"  I  wish  you'd  let  me  bleed  you,"  said  Mr.  Benjamin, 
with  great  eagerness, 
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"No,  thank  you,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle  hurriedly. 
"  I  really  think  you  had  better,"  said  AHen. 
"Thank  you,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle  ;  "  I'd  rather  not." 
"What  do  you  think,  Mr.   Pickwick  .V  inquired  Bob 
Sawyer. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  excited  and  indignant.  He  beck- 
oned to  Mr.  Weller,  and  said  in  a  stern  voice,  "  Take  his 
skates  ofif." 

"  No  ;  but  really  I  had  scarcely  begun,"  remon'strated 
Mr.  Winkle. 

"  Take  his  skates  off,"  repeated  Mr..  Pickwick  firmly. 
The  command  was  not  to  be  resisted.     Mr.   Winkle 
allowed  Sam  to  obey  it  in  silence. 

"Lift  him  up,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.     Sam  assisted  him 

to  rise. 

i\Ir.  Pickwick  retired  a  few  paces  apart  from  the  by- 
standers ;  and  beckoning  his  friend  to  approach,  fixed  a 
searching  look  upon  him,  and  uttered  in  a  low,  but  dis- 
tinct and  emphatic  tone,  these  remarkable  words : 

"  You're  a  humbug,  sir." 

"A  v/hat?"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  starting. 

"  A  humbug,  sir.  I  will  speak  plainer,  if  you  wish  it. 
An  impostor,  sir." 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Pickwick  turned  slowly  on  his 
heel,  and  rejoined  his  friends. 

While  Mr.  Pickwick  was  delivering  himself  of  the  sen- 
timent just  recorded,  Mr.  W^^ller  and  the  fat  boy,  having 
by  their  joint  endeavors  cut  out  a  slide,  were  exv.^rcising 
themselves  thereupon,  in  a  very  masterly  and  brilliant 
manner.  Sam  Weller,  in  particular,  was  displaying  that 
beautiful  feat  of  fancy-sliding  which  is  currently  denom- 
inated "  knockin.^T  at  tho  rnKK  ^.'c  door,"  and  which  is 


achieved  by  skimming  over  the 


ice  on  one  foot,  and  oc- 
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casionally  ^n'ving  a  postman's  knoclv  t  ncn  it  with  the 
other.  It  was.  a  good  long  slide,  and  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  motion  which  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  was  very 
cold  with  Standing  silU,  could  not  help  envying. 

"  It  looks  a  nice  warm  exercise  that,  d  lesn't  it?"  he 
inquired  of  Wardle,  when  that  gentleman  was  thorough!)- 
out  of  breath,  by  reason  rf  ^he  indefatigable  manner  in 
which  he  had  converted  h^"-  legs  into  a  pair  of  compasses, 
and  drawn  complicated  \      ^lems  on  the  ice. 

"  Ah,  it  does  indeed,"  re /-lied  Wardle.  "iJo  you  slide?" 
"I  used  to  do  so  on  the  gutters, when  I  was  a  boy,'' re- 
plied Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Try  it  now,"  said  Wardle. 

"Oh  do,  please,  Mr.  Pickwick !  "  cried  all  the  ladies. 
"  I  should  be  very  happy  to  afford  you  any  amuse- 
ment," replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  but  I  haven't  done  such  a 
thjig  these  thirty  years." 

"  Pooh  !  pooh  !  Nonsense  !"  said  Wardle,  dragging  off 
his  skates  with  the  impetuosity  which  characterized  all 
his  proceedings.  "  Here;  I'll  keep  you  company  ;  come 
along !"  And  away  went  the  good  tempered  old  fellow- 
down  the  slide,  with  a  rapidity  which  came  very  close 
upon  Mr.  Weller,  and  beat  the  fat  boy  all  to  nothing 

Mr.  Pickwick  paused,  considered,  pulled  off  his  gloves 
and  put  them  in  his  hat :  took  two  or  three  short  runs, 
baulked  himself  as  often,  and  at  last  took  another  run, 
and  went  slowly  and  gravely  down  the  slide,  with  his 
feet  about  a  yard  and  a  quarter  apart,  amidst  the  grati- 
fied  shouts  of  all  the  spectators. 

M<:eep  the  pot  a  bilin',  sir!"  said  Sam  ;  and  down 
went  Wardle  again,  and  then    Mr.   Pickwick    and  then 


Sam,  and  then  Mr.  Winkl 


e,  and  then  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer, 


and  then  the  fat  boy,  and  then  Mr.  Snodgrass,  foil 


owmg 


,  ^  N 


THE  PICKWICKIAAS  L\\  ICE.  ...33 

closely  upon  each  other's  heels,  and  running  after  each 
other  with  as  much  eag  :.ness  as  if  all  their  future  pros- 
pL'CLs  in  life  depended  on  their  expedition. 

it  was  che  most  intensely  intcrest^"ng  thing,  to  observe 
the  manner  in  which  Mr.  Pickwick  performed  his  share  in 
the  ceremon>'  ;  to  watch  the  torture  of  anxiety  with 
which  he  vif.\ed  the  person  behind,  gaining  upon  him  at 
the  imminen  hazard  of  tripping  him  up;  to  see  him 
gradually  expend  the  painful  force  he  had  put  on  at  first, 
.^nd  turn  slowly  round  on  the  slide,  with  his  face  towards 
the  point  xrom  which  he  had  started  ;  to  contemplate  the 
playful  smile  which  mantled  on  his  face  when  he  had  ac- 
complished the  distance,  and  the  eagerness  with  which 
he  turned  round  when  he  had  done  so,  and  ran  after  his 
predecessor  :  his  black  gaiters  tripping  pleasantly  through 
the  snow,  and  his  eyes  beaming  cheerfulness  and  glad- 
ness through  his  spectacles.  And  when  he  was  knocked 
down  (which  happened  upon  the  average  every  third 
round),  it  was  the  most  invigorating  sight  that  can  pos- 
sibly be  imagined,  to  behold  him  gather  up  his  hat, 
gloves,  and  handkerchief,  with  a  glowing  countenance, 
and  resume  his  station  in  the  rank,'\  >h  an  ardor  and  en- 
thusiasm that  nothing  could  abate. 

The  sport  was  at  its  height,  the  sliding  was  at  the 
quickest,  the  laughter  was  at  the  lo'idest,  when  a  sharp 
smart  crack  was  heard.  There  was  a  quick  rush  towards 
the  bank,  a  wild  scream  from  the  ladies,  and  a  shout 
from  Mr.  Tupman.  A  large  mass  of  ice  disappeared  ; 
the  water  bubbled  up  over  it  ;  Mr.  Pickwick's  hat,glovesi 
and  handkerchief  were  floating  on  the  surface  ;  and  this 
was  all  of  Mr.  P'ckwick  that  anybody  could  see. 

Dismay  and  anguish  were  depicted  on  every  counten- 
ance, the   males  turned  pale,  and  the  females  fainted, 
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Mr.  Snod-rass  and  Mr.  Winkle  grasped  each  other  by 
the  hand,  and  -azcd  at  the  spot  where  their  leader  had 
gone  down,  .Jth  frenzied  eagerness  :  while  Mr.  Tupman, 
by  way  of  rendering  the  promptest  assistance,  and  at  the 
same  time  conveying  to  any  persons  who  might  be  within 
hearing,  the  clearest  possible  notion  of  the  catastrophe, 
ran  off  across  the  country  at  his  utmost  speed,  screamino^ 
"  Fire  !  "  with  all  his  might. 

It  was  at  this  moment,  when  old  Wardle  and  Sam 
Weller  were  approaching  the  hole  with  cautious  steps, 
and  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  was  holding  a  hurried  consulta- 
tion with  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  on  the  advisability  of  blccdin- 
the  company  generally,  as  an  improving  little  bit  of  pro"^ 
fessionaf  practice— it  was  at  this  very  moment,  that  a 
face,  head,  and  shoulders,  emerged  from  beneath  the 
water,  and  disclosed  the  features  and  spectacles  of  Mr. 
Pickwick.  ^ 

"  Keep  3^ourself  up  for  an  instant— for  only  one  in- 
stant !  "  bawled  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

"  Yes,  do  ;  let  me  implore  you— for  my  sake  ! "  roared 
Mr.  Winkle,  deeply  affected.  The  adiuration  was  rathcr 
unnecessary  ;  the  probability  being,  that  if  Mr.  Pickwick- 
had  declined  to  keep  himself  up  for  anbody  else's  sake  it 
would  have  occurred  to  lijm  that  he  might  as  well  do  .so. 
for  his  own. 

"Do  you  feel  the  bottom  tiiere,  old  fellow?"  said 
Wardle. 

"  Yes,  certainly,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  wringing  the 
water  from  his  head  and  face,  and  gasping  for  breath. "  I 
fell  upon  my  back.     1  couldn't  get  on  my  feet  at  first." 

The  clay  upon  so  much  of  Mr.  Pickwick's  coat  as  was 
yet  visible,  bore  testimony  to  the  accuracy  of  this  state- 
ment ;  and  as  the  fears  of  the  spectators  were  still  fur- 
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thcr  relieved  by  the  fat  boy's  suddenly  recollecting  that 
the  water  was  nowhere  more  than  five  feet  deep,  prodi- 
gies of  valor  were  performed  to  get  him  out.  After  a 
vast  quantity  of  splashing,  and  cracking,  and  struggling 
Mr.  Pickwick  was  at  length  fairly  extricated  from  his 
unpleasant  position,  and  once  more  stood  on  dry  land. 
"  Oh,  he'll  catch  his  death  of  cold,"  said  Emily 
"  Dear  old  thing  ! "  said  Arabella.  "  Let  me  wrap  this 
shawl  round  you,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

"  Ah,  that's  the  best  thing  you  can  do,"  said  Wardle  • 
"and  when  you've  got  it  on,  run  home  as  fast  as  your 
legs  can  carry  you,  and  jump  into  bed  directly" 

A  dozen  shawls  were  offered  on  the  instant.  Three  or 
four  of  the  thickest  having  been  selected,  Mr  Pickwick 
uas  wrapped  up,  and  started  off,  under  the  guidance  of 
Mr.  Weller  :  presenting  the  singular  phenomenon  of  an 
elderly  gentleman,  dripping  wet,  and  without  a  hat  with 
his  arms  bound  down  to  his  sides,  skimming  over  the 
ground,  without  any  clearly  defined  purpose,  at  the  rate 
of  SIX  good  English  miles  an  hour. 

But  Mr.  Pickwick  cared  not  for  appearances  in  such  an 
extreme  case,  and  urged  on  by  Sam  Weller,  he  kept  at 
the  very  top  of  his  speed  until  he  reached  the  door  of 
Manor  Farm,  where  Mr.  Tupman  had  arrived  some  five 
minutes  before,  and  had  frightened  the  old  lady  into  pal- 
pitations of  the  heart  by  impressing  her  with  the  unal- 
terable conviction  that  the  kitchen  chimney  was  on  fire 
~a  calamity  which  always  presented  itself  m  o-lovino- 
colors  to  the  old  lady's  mind,  when  anvbody  ab'out  her 
evinced  the  smallest  agitation. 
Mr.  Pickwick  ^^aused  not  an  instant  until  ho  wa-,  snu^r 

in  bed.     SL.rn  Weller  lighted  a  bL. 

and  took  up  his  dinner,  and  afterward 
was  held  in  honor  of  his  safety. 


azing  fire  in  his  1 
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LXVII.    THE  HANGING  OF  THE  CRANE. 


'1.: 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow.— 1807-1882. 

I. 

The  lights  are  out,  and  gone  are  all  the  guests 
That  thronging  c     le  with  merriment  and  jests 

To  celebrate  the  Hanging  of  the  Crane 
In  the  new  house, — into  the  night  are  gone ; 
But  still  the  fire  upon  the  hearth  burns  on, 
And  I  alone  remain. 

O  fortunate,  O  happy  day, 
I      When  a  new  household  finds  its  place 
Among  the  myriad  homes  of  earth, 
Like  a  new  star  just  sprung  to  birth, 
And  roll'd  on  its  harmonious  way 
Into  the  boundless  realms  of  space ! 
So  said  the  guests  in  speech  and  song. 
As  in  the  chimney,  burning  bright, 
We  hung  the  iron  crane  to-night. 
And  merry  was  the  feast  and  long. 

II. 

And  now  I  sit  and  muse  on  what  may  be. 
And  in  my  vision  see,  or  seem  to  see, 

Through  floating  vapors  interfused  with  light, 
Shapes  indetenninate,  that  gleam  and  fade. 
As  shadows  passing  into  deeper  shade 
Sink  and  elude  the  sight. 

For  two  alone,  there  in  the  hall. 

Is  spread  the  table  round  and  small ; 

Upon  the  polish'd  silver  shine 

The  evening  lamjjs,  but,  more  divine, 
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The  light  of  love  shines  over  all ; 

Of  love,  that  says  not  mine  and  thine, 

But  ours,  for  ours  is  thine  and  mine. 

They  want  no  guests,  to  come  betA*een 

Their  tender  glances  like  a  screen, 

And  tell  them  tales  of  land  and  sea, 

And  whatsoever  may  betide 

The  great,  forgotten  world  outside  ; 

They  want  no  guests  ;  they  needs  must  be 

Each  other's  own  best  company. 

III. 

The  picture  fades  ;  as  at  a  village  fair 
A  showman's  views,  dissolving  into  air. 

Again  appear  transfigured  on  the  screen. 
So  in  my  fancy  this  ;  and  now  once  more. 
In  part  transfigured,  through  the  open  door 
Appears  the  selfsame  scene. 

Seated,  I  see  the  two  again, 
But  not  alone  ;  they  entertain 
A  little  angel  unaware. 
With  face  as  round  as  is  the  moon 
A  royal  guest  with  flaxen  hair. 
Who,  throned  upon  his  lofty  chair, 
Drums  on  the  table  with  his  spoon. 
Then  drops  it  careless  on  the  floor, 
To  grasp  at  things  unseen  before. 

Are  these  celestial  manners  ?  these 
The  ways  that  win,  the  arts  that  please  ? 
Ah  yes  ;  consider  well  the  guest, 
And  whatsoe'er  he  does  seems  best ; 
He  ruleth  by  the  right  divine 
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Of  helplessness,  so  lately  born 
In  purple  chambers  of  the  morn, 
As  sovereign  over  thee  and  thine. 
He  speaketh  not ;  and  yet  there  lies 
A  conversation  in  his  eyes  ; 
The  golden  silence  of  the  Greek, 
The  gravest  wisdom  of  the  wise. 
Not  spoken  in  language,  but  in  looks 
More  legible  than  printed  books, 
As  if  he  could  but  would  not  speak. 
And  now,  O  monarch  absolute. 
Thy  power  is  put  to  proof ;  for,  lo  ! 
Resistless,  fathomless,  and  slow, 
The  nurse  comes  rustling  like  the  sea, 
And  pushes  back  thy  chair  and  thee, 
And  so  good  night  to  King  Canute. 

IV. 

As  one  who  walking  in  a  forest  sees 

A  lovely  landscape  through  the  parted  trees, 

Then  sees  it  not,  for  boughs  that  intervene  ; 
Or,  as  we  see  the  moon  sometimes  reveal'd 
Through  drifting  clouds,  and  then  again  conceal'd. 
So  I  behold  the  scene. 


There  are  two  guests  at  table  now  ; 
The  king,  deposed  and  older  grown, 
No  longer  occupies  the  throne, — 
The  crown  is  on  his  sister's  brow  ; 
A  Princess  from  the  Fairy  Isles, 
The  very  pattern  girl  of  girls. 
All  cover'd  and  embower'd  in  curls, 
Rose-tinted  from  the  Isle  of  Flowers, 
And  sailing  with  soft,  silken  sails 
From  far-off  Dreamland  into  ours. 
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Above  their  bowls  with  rims  of  blue 
Four  azure  eyes  of  deeper  hue 
Are  looking,  dreamy  with  delight  ; 
Limpid  as  planets  that  emerge 
Above  the  ocean's  rounded  verge, 
Soft-shining  through  the  summer  night. 
Steadfast  they  gaze,  yet  nothing  see 
Beyond  the  horizon  of  their  bowls  ; 
Nor  care^they  for  the  world  that  rolls 
With  all  its  freight  of  troubled  souls 
Into  the  davs  that  are  to  be. 
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Again  the  tossing  boughs  shut  out  the  scene. 
Again  the  drifting  vapors  intervene, 

And  the  moon's  pallid  disk  is  hidden  quite 
And  now  I  see  the  table  wider  grown, 
As  round  a  pebble  into  water  thrown 
Dilates  a  ring  of  light. 

I  see  the  table  wider  grown, 
I  see  it  garlanded  with  guests, 
As  if  fair  Ariadne's  Crown 
Out  of  the  sky  had  fallen  down  ; 
Maidens  within  whose  tender  breasts 
A  thousand  restless  hopes  and  fears, 
Forth  reaching  to  the  coming  years, 
Flutter  awhile,  then  quiet  lie, 
1  -ike  timid  birds  that  fain  would  fly, 
Hut  do  not  dare  to  leave  their  nests  ;  — 
And  youths,  who  in  their  strength  elate 
Challenge  the  van  and  front  of  fate, 
Eager  as  chamjiions  to  be 
In  the  divine  knight-errantry 
Of  youth,  that  travels  sea  and  land 
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Seeking  adventures,  or  pursues, 
Through  cities,  and  through  solitudes 
Frequented  by  the  lyric  Muse, 
The  phantom  with  the  beckoning  hand, 
That  still  allures  and  still  eludes. 
O  sweet  illusions  of  the  brain  ! 
O  sudden  thrills  of  fire  and  frost ! 
The  world  is  bright  while  ye  remain. 
And  dark  and  dead  when  ye  are  lost  ! 


VI. 

The  meadow-brook,  that  seemeth.to  stand  still. 
Quickens  its  current  as  it  nears  the  mill ; 
\  And  so  the  stream  of  Time  that  lingereth 
In  level  places,  and  so  dull  appears, 
Runs  with  a  swifter  current  as  it  nears 
The  gloomy  mills  of  Death. 

And  now,  like  the  magician's  scroll, 
That  in  the  owner's  keeping  shrinks 
With  every  wish  he  speaks  or  thinks, 
Till  the  last  wish  consumes  the  whole, 
The  table  dwindles,  and  again 
I  see  the  two  alone  remain. 
The  crown  of  stars  is  broken  in  parts  ; 
Its  jewels,  brighter  than  the  day, 
Have  one  by  one  been  stolen  away 
To  shine  in  other  homes  and  hearts. 
One  is  a  wanderer  now  afar 
In  Ceylon  or  in  Zanzibar, 
Or  sunny  regions  of  Cathay  ; 
And  one  is  in  the  boisterous  camp 
Mid  clink  of  arms  and  horses'  tramp, 
And  battle's  terrible  array. 
I  see  the  patient  mother  read, 
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With  aching  heart,  of  wrecks  that  float 
Disabled  on  those  seas  remote, 
Or  of  some  great  heroic  deed 
On  battle-fields,  where  thousands  bleed 
To  lift  one  hero  into  fame. 
Anxious  she  bends  her  graceful  head 
Above  these  chronicles  of  pain. 
And  trembles  with  a  secret  dread 
Lest  there  among  the  drown'd  or  slain 
She  find  the  one  beloved  name. 
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After  a  day  of  cloud  and  wind  and  rain 
Sometimes  the  setting  sun  breaks  out  again, 

And,  touching  all  the  darksome  woods  with  light. 
Smiles  on  the  fields,  until  they  laugh  and  sing, 
Then  like  a  ruby  from  the  horizon's  ring 
Drops  down  into  the  night. 

What  see  I  now  ?     The  night  is  fair, 
The  storm  of  grief,  the  clouds  of  care, 
The  wind,  the  rain,  have  pass'd  away  ; 
The  lamps  are  lit,  the  fires  burn  bright, 
The  house  is  full  of  life  and  light : 
It  is  the  Golden  Wedding  day. 
The  guests  come  thronging  in  once  more, 
Quick  footsteps  sound  along  the  floor. 
The  trooping  children  crowd  the,  stair, 
And  in  and  out  and  everywhere 
Flashes  along  the  corridor 
The  sunshine  of  their  golden  hair. 

On  the  round  table  in  the  hall 
Another  Ariadne's  Crown 
Out  of  the  sky  hath  fallen  down  ; 
More  than  one  Monarch  of  the  Moon 
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Is  drumming  with  his  silver  spoon  ; 
The  light  of  love  shines  over  all. 


O  fortunate,  O  happy  day  ! 
The  people  sing,  the  people  say. 
!rhe  ancient  bridegroom  and  the  bride, 
Smiling  contented  and  serene, 
Upon  the  blithe,  bewildering  scene. 
Behold,  well  pleas'd,  on  every  side 
Their  forms  and  features  multiplied, 
As  the  reflection  of  a  light 
Between  two  burnish'd  mirrors  gleams, 
Or  lamps  upon  a  bridge  at  night 
Stretch  on  and  on  before  the  sight. 
Till  the  long  vista  endless  seems. 


LXVIII.    EARTHWORMS. 


Chaki.ks  Darwin — 1809  iSbiJ. 

From  TiiK  l-'oKMATioN  ov  \'i:GK'rAHLK  Mould  through  thk  action  of 

Worms. 

Worms  have  played  a  more  important  part  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  world  than  most  persons  would  at  first  sup- 
pose. In  almost  all  humid  countries  they  are  extraordi- 
narily numerous,  and  for  their  size  possess  f>Teat  muscu- 
lar power.  In  many  parts  of  Eni^land  a  weight  of  more 
than  ten  tons  of  dry  earth  annually  passes  through  their 
bodies  and  is  brought  to  the  surface  on  each  acre  of 
land  ;  so  that  the  whole  superficial  bed  of  vegetable 
mould  passes  through  their  bodies  in  the  course  of  every 
few  years.     From  the  collapsing  of  the  old  burrows  the 
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mould  is  in  constant  though  slow  movement,  and  the 
particles  composing  it  are  thus  rubbed  together.  By 
these  means  fresh  surfaces  are  contmually  exposed  to 
the  action  of  the  carbonic  acid  in  the  soil,  and  of  the 
humus-acids  which  appear  to  be  still  more  efficient  in 
the  decomposition  of  rocks.  The  generation  of  the 
humus-acids  is  probably  hastened  during  the  digestion 
of  the  many  half-decayed  leaves  which  worms  consume. 
Thus  the  particles  of  earth,  forming  the  superficial 
mould,  are  subjected  to  conditions  eminently  favorable 
for  their  decomposition  and  disintegration.  Moreover, 
the  particles  of  the  softer  rocks  suffer  some  amount  of 
mechanical  trituration  in  the  muscular  gizzards  of  worms, 
in  which  small  stones  serve  as  mill-stones.     ,     . 

Archaeologists  ought  to  be  grateful  to  worms,  as  they 
protect  and  preserve  for  an  indefinitely  long  period  every 
object,  not  liable  to  decay,  which  is  dropped  on  the  sur- 
face of  the  land,  by  burying  it  beneath  their  castings. 
Thus,  also,  many  elegant  and  curious  tess.'ated  pave- 
ments and  other  ancient  remains  have  been  preserved ; 
though  no  doubt  the  worms  have  in  these  cases  been 
largely  aided  by  earth  Washed  and  blown  from  the  ad- 
joining' land,  especially  when  cultivated.  The  old  tesse- 
latcd  pavements  have,  however,  often  suffered  by  having 
subsided  unequally  from  being  unequally  undermined  by 
the  worms.  Even  old  massive  walls  may  be  undermined 
aud  subside  ;  and  no  building  is  in  this  respect  safe,  un- 
less the  foundations  lie  six  or  .seven  feet  beneath  the  sur- 
face, at  a  depth  at  which  worms  cannot  work.  It  is  pro- 
bable that  many  monoliths  and  some  old  walls  have 
fallen  down  from  having  been  undermined  by  worms. 

Worms  prepare  the  ground  in  an  excellent  manner  for 
the  growth  of  fibrous-rooted  plants  and  for  seedlings  of 
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all  kinds.     Thc)'  periodically  expose  the  mould  to  the 
air,  and  sift  it  so  that  no  stones  lar^^er  than  the  particles 
which  they  can  swallow  are  left  in  it.     They  min^rlc  the 
whole  intimatel)'  together,  like  a  uardener  who  prepares 
fine  soil  for  his  choicest  plants.      In  this  state  it  is  well 
fitted  to  retain  moisture  and  to  absorb  all  soluble  sub- 
stances, as  well  as  for  the  process  of  nitrification.      The 
bones  of  dead  animals,  the   harder  parts  of  in.sects,  thc 
shells    of   land-molluscs,   leaves,   twigs,    etc.,  are    before- 
long  all    buried    beneath    the    accumulated    castings  ,A 
worms,  and  are  thus   brought  in  a  more  or  less  decayed 
state  within  reach  of  the  roots  of  plants.     Worms  like- 
wise drag  an  infinite  number  of  dead  leaves  and  other 
parts  of  plants  into  their  burrows,  partly  for  the  sake  of 
plugging  them  up  and  partly  as  food. 

The  leaves  which  are  dragged   into  the  burrows  as 
food,  after  being  torn  into  the  finest  shreds,  partially  di- 
gested, and  saturated  with  the  intestinal  secretions,  are 
commingled  with    much   earth.     This  earth   forms' the 
dark-colored,    rich    humus    which    almost    everywhere 
rovers  the  surface  of  the  land  with  a  fairly  well-defined 
layer  or  mantle.     Von  Hensen  placed  two  worms  in  a 
vessel  eighteen  inches  in  diameter,  which  was  filled  with 
sand,  on   which   fallen   leaves   were  strewed  ;  and  these 
were  soon  dragged  into  their  burrows  to  a  depth  of  three 
inches.     After  about  six  weeks  an  almost  uniform  layer 
of  sand,  a  centimetre  (.4  inch)  in  thickness,  was  conxer- 
ted  into  humus  by  having  passed  through  the  alimentary 
canals  of  these  two  worms.     It  is  believed  by  some  per- 
sons   that    worm-burrows,    which    often     penetrate   the 
ground  almost  perpendicularly  to  a  depth  of  five  or  six 
feet,  materially  aid  in  its  drainage  ;  notwithstanding  that 
the  viscid  castings  piled  over  the  mouths  of  the  burrows 
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prevent  or  check  the  rain-water  directly  entering  them. 
They  allow  the  air  to  penetrate  deeply  into  the  ground. 
They  also  greatly  facilitate  the  downward  passage  of 
roots  of  moderate  size  ;  and  these  will  be  nourished  by 
the  humus  with  which  the  burrows  are  lined.  Many 
seeds  owe  their  germination  to  having  been  covered  by 
ciistings  ;  and  others  buried  to  a  considerable  depth  be- 
neath accumulated  castings  lie  dormant,  until  at  some 
future  time  they  are  accidentall)'  uncovered  and  ger- 
minate. 

Worms  are  poorly  provided  with  sense-organs,  for 
they  cannot  be  said  to  see,  although  they  can  just  dis- 
tinguish between  light  and  darkness ;  they  are  com- 
pletely deaf,  and  have  only  a  feeble  power  of  smell  ;  the 
sense  of  touch  alone  is  well  developed.  They  can  therefore 
learn  little  about  the  outside  world,  and  it  is  surprising 
that  they  should  exhibit  some  skill  in  lining  their  bur- 
rows with  their  castings  and  with  leave  ,  and  in  the  case 
of  some  species  in  piling  up  their  castings  into  tower-like 
constructions.  But  it  is  far  more  surprising  that  they 
should  apparently  exhibit  some  degree  of  intelligence 
instead  of  a  mere  blind  instinctive  impulse,  in  their  man- 
ner of  plugging  up  the  mouths  of  their  burrows.  They 
act  in  nearly  the  same  manner  as  would  a  man,  who  had 
to  close  a  cylindrical  tube  with  different  kinds  of  leaves, 
petioles,  triangles  of  paper,  etc.,  for  they  commonly  seize 
such  objects  by  their  pointed  ends.  But  with  thin  ob- 
jects a  certain  number  are  drawn  in  by  their  broader 
ends.  They  do  not  act  in  the  same  unvarying  manner 
in  all  cases,  as  do  most  of  the  lower  animals  ;  for  in- 
stance, they  do  not  drag  in  leaves  by  their  foot-stalks, 
unless  the  basal  part  of  the  blade  is  as  narrow  as  the 
apex,  or  narrower  than  it. 
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When   we  behold   a   wide,  turf-covered  e:  >^nse    vve 
should  remember  that  its  smoothness,  on  which  so  much 
of  Its  beauty  depends,  is  mainly  due  to  all  the  inequali- 
ties having  been  slowly  levelled  by  worms.     It  is  a  mar- 
vellous ..flection  that  the  whole  of  the  superficial  mould 
over  any  such  expanse  has  passed,  and  will  again  pass, 
every  few  years,  through   the   bodies   of  worms.     The 
plough  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  and  most  valuable  of 
man's  inventions  ;  but  long  before  he  existed  the  land 
was  m  fact  regularly  ploughed,  and  still  continues  to  be 
thus    ploughed   by  earth-worms.      It   may   be  doubted 
whether  there  are  many  other  animals  which  have  played 
so  important  a  part  in  the  history  of  the  world,  as  have 
these  lowly  organized  creatures. 


LXIX.     -AS  SHIPS,  BECALMED  AT  EVE.' 


Akthuk  Hugh  Clovgh.— 1819-1861. 
As  ships,  becalm'd  at  eve,  that  lay 

With  canvas  droopintr,  side  by  side, 
Two  towers  of  sail  at  dawn  of  day 

Are  scarce  long  leagues  apart  descried  ; 

When  fell  the  night,  upsprung  the  breeze, 
And  all  the  darkling  hours  they  plied. 

Nor  dreamt  but  each  the  self-same  seas 
By  each  was  cleaving,  side  by  side  : 

E'en  so— but  why  the  tale  reveal 

Of  those,  whom  year  by  year  unchanged, 

Brief  absence  join'd  anew  to  feel. 

Astounded,  soul  from  soul  estranged  } 


DUTY. 

At  dead  of  night  their  sails  were  fill'd, 
And  onward  each  rejoicing  ste^^-'d — 

Ah,  neither  blame,  for  neither  wiil'd. 
Or  wist,  what  first  »vith  dawn  appear'd  ! 

To  veer,  how  vain  !     On,  onward  strain. 
Brave  barks  !     In  light,  .n  darkness  too, 

Through  winds  and  tides  one  con^pass  guides- 
Tu  %ut,  and  )our  own  selves,  be  true. 

But  O  blithe  breeze  !  and  O  great  seas, 
Though  ne'er,  that  earliest  parting  past. 

On  your  wide  plain  they  join  again, 
Together  lead  them  home  at  last. 

One  port,  methought,  olike  they  son^-'it. 
One  purpose  hold  where'er  they  fare, — 

O  bounding  breeze,  O  rushing  'jeas  ! 
At  last,  ,it  last,  Mnite  them  there. 
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Arthur  Hugh  Clough, 

Duty — that's  to  say,  complying 

With  whate'er's  expected  here  ; 
On  your  unknown  cousin's  dying, 

Straight  be  ready  with  the  tear; 
Upon  etiquette  relying, 
Unto  usage  nought  denying, 
Lend  your  waist  to  be  embraced, 

Blush  not  even,  ne\er  fear  ; 
Claims  of  kith  and  kin  connection, 

Claims  of  manners  honor  still. 
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Ready  money  of  affection 

Pay,  whoever  drew  the  bill. 
With  the  form  conforming  duly, 
Senseless  what  it  meaneth  truly, 
Go  to  church  —the  world  require  you, 

To  balls-  the  world  require  you  too, 
And  marry     pajxi  and  mamma  desire  you, 

And  your  sisters  and  s  '  oolfellows  do. 

Duty — 'tis  to  take  on  trust 

\\'hat  things  are  good,  and  right,  and  just , 
And  whethci  indeed  they  be  or  be  not. 
Try  not,  test  not,  feel  not,  see  not : 
j'Tis  walk  and  dance,  sit  down  and  rise 
-By  -eading,  opening  ne'er  your  eyes  ; 

Stunt  sturdy  limbs  that  Nature  gave. 

And  be  drawn  in  a  J^ath  chair  along  to  the  grave. 

'Tis  the  stein  and  prompt  suppressing, 

As  an  obvious  deadly  sin. 
All  the  questing  and  the  guessing 
Of  the  soul's  own  soul  within  : 
"Tis  the  coward  acquiescence 

In  a  destiny's  behest. 
To  a  shade  by  terror  made. 
Sacrificing,  aye,  the  essence 

Of  all  that's  truest,  noblest,  best : 
'Tis  the  blind  non-recognition 

Or  of  goodness,  truth,  or  beauty, 
Save  by  precept  and  submission  ;. 
Moral  blank,  and  moral  void, 
J.ife  at  very  birth  destroy'd. 
Atrojjhy,  exinanition  ! 
Duty  ! 

Yea,  by  duty's  prime  condition 
Pure  nonentity  of  duty  ! 
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Charles  Heawsegk. — 1816-1876, 

I. 

The  day  was  lingering  in  the  pale  north-west, 

And  night  was  hanging  o'er  my  head, — 

Night  where  a  myriad  stars  were  spread  ; 

While  down  in  the  east,  where  the  light  was  least, 

Seem'd  the  home  of  the  quiet  dead. 

And,  as  I  gazed  on  the  field  sublime, 

To  watch  the  bright,  pulsating  stars, 

Adown  the  deep  where  the  angels  sleep 

Came  drawn  the  golden  chime 

Of  those  great  spheres  that  sound  the  years 

For  the  horologe  of  time. 

Millenniums  numberless  they  told, 

Millenniums  a  million-fold 

From  the  ancient  hour  of  prime. 


II. 


The  stars  are  glit.termg  in  the  frosty  sky, 
Frequent  as  pebbles  on  a  broad  sea-coast ; 
And  o'er  the  vault  the  cloud-like  galaxy 
Has  marshall'd  its  innumerable  host. 
Alive  all  heaven  seems  !  with  wondrous  glow 
Tenfold  refulgent  every  star  appears. 
As  if  some  wide,  celestial  gale  did  blow. 
And  thrice  illume  the  ever-kindled  spheres. 
Orbs,  with  glad  orbs  rejoicing,  burning,  beam, 
Ray-crown'd.   ^ith  lambent  lustre  in  their  z.-^nes, 
Till  o'er  the  blue,  bespangled  spaces  seem 
Angels  and  great  archangels  on  their  thrones  ; 
A  host  divine,  whose  eyes  are  sparkling  gems, 
And  forms  more  bright  than  diamond  diadems. 
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III. 


Hush'd  in  a  calm  beyond  mine  utterance, 

See  in  the  western  sky  the  evening  spread  ; 

Suspended  in  its  pale,  serene  expanse. 

Like  scatter'd  flames,  the  glowing  cloudlets  red. 

Clear  are  those  clouds  ;  and  that  pure  sky's  profound, 

Transparent  as  a  lake  of  hyaline  ; 

Nor  motion,  nor  the  faintest  breath  of  sound, 

Disturbs  the  steadfast  beauty  of  the  scene. 

P'ar  o'er  the  vault,  the  winnow'd  welkin  wide, 

From  the  bronzed  east  unto  the  whiten'd  west, 

Moor'd,  seem,  in  their  sweet,  tranquil,  roseate  pride, 

Those' clouds  the  fabled  islands  of  the  blest ; — 

The  lands  where  pious  spirits  breathe  in  joy, 

And  love  and  worship  all  their  hours  employ. 


LXXII.  DOCTOR  ARNOLD  AT  RUGBY. 


Arthur  Pknkhyn  Stan].f.y.~-i8i5-i88o. 

With  his  usual  and  undoubting  confidence  in  what  he 
believed  to  be  a  general  law  of  Providence,  he  based  his 
whole  management  of  the  school  on  his  early-formed 
and  yearly-increasing  conviction  that  what  he  had  to 
look  for,  both  intellectually  and  morally,  was  not  pcrf  m- 
mance  but  promise  ;  that  the  very  freedom  and  indepeii- 
dence  of  school  life,  which  in  itself  he  thought  so  danger- 
ous, might  be  made  the  best  preparation  for  Christian 
manhood ;  and  he  did  not  hesitate  to  apply  to  his  scholars 
the  principle  which  seemed  to  him  to  have  been  adopted 
in    the  training  of  the   childhood   of   the    human    race 
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itself.  He  shrunk  from  pressing  on  the  conscience  of 
boys  rules  of  action  which  he  felt  they  were  not  yet 
able  to  bear,  and  from  enforcing  actions  which,  though 
right  in  themselves,  would  in  boys  be  performed  from 
wrong  motives.  Keenly  as  he  felt  the  risk  and  fatal  con- 
sequences of  the  failure  of  this  trial,  still  it  was  his  great, 
sometimes  his  only  support  to  believe  that  "the  character 
is  braced  amid  such  scenes  to  a  greater  beaut^^  and  firm- 
ness than  it  ever  can  attain  without  enduring  and  wit- 
nessing them.  Our  work  here  would  be  absolutely  un- 
endurable if  we  did  not  bear  in  mind  that  we  should 
look  forward  as  well  as  backward — if  we  did  not  re- 
member that  the  victory  of  fallen  man  lies  not  in  inno- 
cence but  in  tried  virtue."  "  I  hold  fast,"  he  said,  "to  the 
great  truth,  that  '  bles.*^  i  is  he  that  overcometh  ; '  "  and 
he  writes  in  1837  •  "  Of  all  the  painful  things  connected 
with  my  employment,  nothing  is  equal  to  the  grief  of 
seeing  a  boy  come  to  school  innocent  and  promising,  and 
tracing  the  corruption  of  his  character  from  the  influ- 
ence of  the  temptations  around  him,  in  the  very  place 
which  ought  to  have  strengthened  and  improved  it.  But 
in  most  cases  those  who  come  with  a  character  of  posi- 
l;  ,  -  good  are  benefited  ;  it  is  the  neutral  and  indecisive 
criaratters  which  are  apt  to  be  decided  for  evil  by  schools, 
as  they  would  be  in  fact  by  any  other  temptation." 

Hut  this  very  feeling  led  him  with  the  greater  eagerness 
to  catch  at  every  means  by  which  the  trial  might  be  short- 
ened or  alleviated.  "  Can  the  change  from  childhood  to 
manhood  be  hastened,  without  prematurely  exhausting 
the  faculties  of  body  or  mind  ?  "  was  one  of  the  chief 
questions  on  which  his  mind  was  constantly  at  work,  and 
which  in  the  judgment  of  some  he  was  disposed  to  answer 
too  readily  in  the  affirmative.    It  was  with  the  elder  boys. 
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of  course,  that  he  chiefly  acted  on  this  principle,  but  with 
all  above  the  very  young  ones  he  trusted  to  it  more  or 
less.  Firmly  as  he  believed  that  a  time  of  trial  was  in- 
evitable, he  believed  no  less  firmly  that  it  might  be  passed 
at  public  schools  sooner  than  under  other  circumstances; 
and,  in  proportion  as  he  disliked  the  assumption  of  a 
false  manliness  in  boys,  was  his  desire  to  cultivate  in 
them  true  manliness,  as  the  only  step  to  somethinjr 
higher,  and  to  dwell  on  earnest  principle  and  moral 
thoughtful ness,  as  the  great  and  distinguishing  mark  be- 
tween good  and  evil.  Hence  his  wish  that  as  much  as 
possible  should  be  done  by  the  boys,  and  nothing  for 
them  ;  hence  arose  his  practice,  in  which  his  own  deli- 
cacy of  feeling  and  uprightness  of  purpose  powerfully 
assisted  him,  of  treating  the  boys  as  gentlemen  and 
reasonable  beings,  of  making  them  respect  themselves 
by  the  mere  respect  he  showed  to  them  ;  of  showing 
that  he  appealed  and  trusted  to  their  own  common  sense 
and  conscience.  Lying,  for  example,  to  the  masters,  he 
made  a  great  moral  offence  :  placing  implicit  confidence 
in  a  boy's  assertion, and  then,  if  a  falsehood  was  discovered, 
punishing  it  severely, — in  the  upper  part  of  the  school, 
when  persisted  in,  with  expulsion.  Even  with  the  lower 
forms  he  never  seemed  to  be  on  the  watch  for  boys*;  and 
in  the  higher  forms  any  attempt  at  further  proof  of  an  as- 
sertion was  immediately  checked  :  "If  you  say  so,  that 
is  quite  enough — of  course  I  believe  your  word  ;"  and 
there  grew  up  in  consequence  a  general  feeling  that  "  it 
was  a  shame  to  tell  Arnold  a  lie — he  always  believes  one." 
Perhaps  the  liveliest  representation  of  this  general 
spirit,  as  distinguished  from  its  exemplification  in  par- 
ticular parts  of  the  discipline  and  instruction,  would  be 
formed  by  recalling  his  manner,  as  he  appeared  in  the 
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(Treat  school,  where  the  boys  used  to  meet  when  the 
whole  school  was  assembled  collectively,  and  not  in  its 
different  forms  or  classes.  Then,  whether  on  his  usual 
entrance  every  morning  to  prayers  before  the  first  lesson, 
or  on  the  more  special  emergencies  which  might  require 
his  presence,  he  seemed  to  stand  before  them,  not  merely 
as  the  head-master,  but  as  the  representative  of  the 
school.  There  he  spoke  to  them  as  members  together 
with  himself  of  the  same  great  institution,  whose  charac- 
ter and  reputation  they  had  to  sustain  as  well  as  he.  He 
would  dwell  on  the  satisfaction  he  had  in  being  head  of 
a  society,  where  noble  and  honorable  feelings  were  en- 
couraged, or  on  the  disgrace  which  he  felt  in  hearing  of 
acts  of  disorder  or  violence,  such  as  in  the  humbler  ranks 
of  life  would  render  them  amenable  to  the  laws  of  their 
country ;  or  again,  on  the  trust  which  he  placed  in 
their  honor  as  gentlemen,  and  the  baseness  of  any  in- 
stance in  which  it  was  abused.  "  Is  this  a  Christian 
school?"  he  indignantly  asked  at  the  end  of  one  of  those 
addresses,  in  which  he  had  spoken  of  an  extensive  dis- 
play of  bad  feeling  amongst  the  boys  ;  and  then  added, — 
"I  cannot  remain  here  if  all  this  is  to  be  carried  on  by 
constraint  and  force  ;  if  I  am  to  be  here  as  a  jailer,  I  will 
resign  my  office  at  once."  And  few  scenes  can  be  re- 
corded more  characteristic  of  him  than  on  one  of  these 
occasions,  when,  in  consequence  of  a  disturbance,  he  had 
been  obliged  to  send  away  several  boys,  and  when  in  the 
midst  of  the  general  spirit  of  discontent  which  this  ex- 
cited, he  stood  in  his  place  before  the  assembled  school 
and  said  :  "  It  is  7iot  necessary  that  this  should  be  a  school 
of  three  hundred,  or  one  hundred,  or  of  fifty  boys;  but 
it  IS  necessary  that  it  should  be  a  school  of  Christian 

gentlemen." 
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LXXin     ODE  TO  THE  NORTH-EAST  WIND. 


: 


Charles  Kingsi.ey.— 1819-1875. 

Welcome,  wild  North-easter ! 

Shame  it  is  to  see 
Odes  to  every  zephyr  ; 

Ne'er  a  verse  to  thee. 
Welcome,  black  North-easter  ! 

O'er  the  German  foam  ; 
O'er  the  Danish  moorlands, 

From  thy  frozen  home. 
;ired  we  are  of  summer, 

Tired  of  gaudy  glare, 
Showers  soft  and  steaming, 

Hot  and  breathless  air. 
Tired  of  listless  dreaming 

Through  the  lazy  day  : 
Jovial  wind  of  winter 

Turns  us  out  to  play ! 
Sweep  the  golden  reed-beds  ; 

Crisp  the  lazy  dyke  ; 
Hunger  into  madness 

Every  plunging  pike. 
Fill  the  lake  with  wild-fowl  ; 

Fill  the  marsh  with  snipe  ; 
While  on  dreary  moorlands 

Lonely  curlew  pipe. 
Through  the  black  fir-forest 

Thunder  harsh  and  dry. 
Shattering  down  the  snow-flakes 

Off  the  curdled  sky. 
Hark  !     The  brave  North-easter  ! 

Breast-high  lies  the  scent, 
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On  by  holt  and  headland, 

Ov-er  heath  and  bent. 
Chime,  ye  dappled  darlings, 

Through  the  sleet  and  snow. 
Who  can  over-ride  you  ? 

Let  the  horses  go  ! 
Chime,  ye  dappled  darlings, 

Down  the  roaring  blast ; 
You  shall  see  a  fox  die 
Er€  an  hour  be  past. 
Go  !  and  rest  to-morrow, 

Hunting  in  your  dreams, 
While  our  skates  are  ringing 

O'er  the  frozen  streams. 
Let  the  luscious  South-wind 

Breathe  in  lovers'  sighs. 
While  the  lazy  gallants 
Bask  in  ladies'  eyes. 
What  does  he  but  soften 
Heart  alike  and  pen  ? 
'Tis  the  hard  grey  weather 
Breeds  hard  English  men, 
■    What's  the  soft  South-wester  ? 
'Tis  the  ladies'  breeze. 
Bringing  home  their  true-loves 

Out  of  all  the  seas. 
But  the  black  North-easter, 

Through  the  snow-storm  hurl'd. 
Drives  our  English  hearts  of  oak 

Seaward  round  the  world. 
Come,  as  came  our  fathers. 

Heralded  by  thee. 
Conquering  from  the  eastward. 
Lords  by  land  and  sea. 
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Come  ;  and  strong  within  us 

Stir  the  Vikings'  blood, 
Bracing  brain  and  sinew  ; 

Blow,  thou  wind  of  God  ! 


LXXIV.     FROM  ''THE  MILL  ON  THE  FLOSS." 


George  Eliot.— 1820-1880. 

The  next  morning  Maggie  was  trotting  with  her  own 
fishing-rod  in  one  hand  and  a  handle  of  the  basket  in  the 
other,  stepping  always,  by  a  peculiar  gift,  in  the  muddiest 
places,  and  looking  darkly  radiant  from  under  her  beaver 
bonnet  because  Tom  was  good  to  her.  She  had  told 
Tom,  however,  that  she  should  like  him  to  put  the  worms 
on  the  hook  for  her,  although  she  accepted  his  word  when 
he  assured  her  that  worms  couldn't  feel  (it  was  Tom's 
private  opinion  that  it  didn't  much  matter  if  they  did). 
He  knew  all  about  worms,  and  fish,  and  those  things ; 
and  what  birds  were  mischievous,  and  how  padlocks 
opened,  and  which  w^ay  the  handles  of  the  gates  were  to 
be  lifted.  Maggie  thought  this  sort  of  knowledge  was 
very  wonderful — much  more  difficult  than  remembering 
what  was  in  the  books  ;  and  she  was  rather  in  awe  of 
Tom's  superiority,  for  he  was  the  only  person  who  called 
her  knowledge  "  stuff,"  and  did  not  feel  surprised  at  her 
cleverness.  Tom,  indeed,  was  of  opinion  that  Maggie 
was  a  silly  little  thing  ;  all  girls  were  silly  •  they  couldn't 
throw  a  stone  so  as  to  hit  anything,  couldn't  do  anything 
with  a  pocket-knife,  and  were  frightened  at  frogs.  Still 
he  was  very  fond  of  his  sister,  and  meant  always  to  take 
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care  of  her,  make  her  his  housekeeper,  and  punish  her 
when  she  did  wrong. 

They  were  on  their  way  to  the  Round  Pool — that 
wonderful  pool,  which  the  floods  had  made  a  long  while 
ago.  No  one  knew  how  deep  it  was  ;  and  it  was  mys- 
terious, too,  that  it  should  be  almost  a  perfect  round, 
framed  in  with  willows  and  tall  reeds,  so  that  the  water 
was  only  to  be  seen  when  you  got  close  to  the  brink. 
The  sight  of  the  old  favorite  spot  always  heightened 
Tom's  good-humor,  and  he  spoke  to  Maggie  in  the  most 
amiable  whispers,  as  he  opened  the  precious  basket  and 
prepared  their  tackle.  He  threw  her  line  for  her,  and 
put  the  rod  into  her  hand.  Maggie  thought  it  probable 
that  the  small  fish  would  come  to  her  hook,  and  the  larg^e 
ones  to  Tom's.  But  she  h^J  forgotten  all  about  the  fish, 
and  was  looking  dreamily  at  the  glassy  water,  when  Tom 
said,  in  a  loud  whisper,  "  Look  !  look,  Maggie  1"  and  came 
running  to  prevent  her  from  snatching  her  line  away. 

Maggie  was  frightened  lest  she  had  been  doing  some- 
thing wrong,  as  usual,  but  presently  Tom  drew  out  her 
line  and  brought  a  large  tench  bouncing  on  the  grass. 

Tom  was  excited. 

"  O  Magsie  !  you  little  duck  !  Empty  the  basket." 

Maggie  was  not  conscious  of  unusual  merit,  but  it  was 
enough  that  Tom  called  her  Magsie,  and  was  pleased 
with  her.  There  was  nothing  to  mar  her  delight  in  the 
whispers  and  the  dreamy  silences,  when  she  listened  to 
the  light  dipping  sounds  of  the  rising  fish,  and  the  gentle 
rustling,  as  if  the  willows,  and  the  reeds,  and  the  water 
had  their  happy  whisperings  also.  Maggie  thought  it 
would  make  a  very  nice  heaven  to  sit  by  the  pool  in  that 
way,  and  never  be  scolded.  She  never  knew  she  had  a 
bite  till  Tom  told  her,  but  she  liked  fishing  very  much, 


358 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  READER. 


It  was  one  of  their  happy  mornin^^s.  They  trotted 
along  and  sat  down  together,  with  no  thought  that  life 
would  ever  change  much  for  them  :  they  would  only  get 
bigger  and  not  go  to  school,  and  it  would  always  be  like 
the  holidays  ;  they  would  always  live  together  and  be 
fond  of  each  other.  And  the  mill  with  its  booming— the 
great  chestnut-tree  under  which  they  played  at  houses— 
their  own  little  river,  the  Ripple,  where  the  banks  seemed 
like  home,  and  Tom  was  always  seeing  the  water-r^ts, 
while  Maggie  gathered  the  purple  plumy  tops  of  the 
reeds,  which  she  forgot  and  dropped  afterward— above 
all,  the  great  Floss,  along  which  they  wandered  with  a 
sense  of  travel,  to  see  the  rushing  spring-tide,  the  awful 
Eagre,  come  up  like  a  hungry  monster,  or  to  see  the 
Great  Ash  which  had  once  wailed  and  groaned  like  a 
man— these  things  would  always  be  just  the  same  to 
them.  Tom  thought  people  were  at  a  disadvantage  who 
lived  on  any  other  spot  of  ihe  globe  ;  and  Maggie,  when 
she  read  about  Christiana  passing  "  the  river  over  which 
there  is  no  bridge,"  always  saw  the  Floss  between  the 
green  pastures  by  the  Great  Ash. 

Life  did  change  for  Tom  and  Maggie  ;  and  yet  they 
were  not  wrong  in  believing  that  the  thoughts  and  loves 
of  t'-se  first  years  would  always  make  part  of  their  lives. 
We  could  never  have  loved  the  earth  so  well  if  we  had 
had  no  childhood  in  it — if  it  were  not  the  earth  where 
the  same  flowers  come  up  again  every  spring  that  we 
used  to  gather  with  our  tiny  fingers  as  we  sat  lisping  to 
ourselves  on  the  grass — the  same  hips  and  haws  on  the 
autumn  hedgerows — the  same  red-breasts  that  we  used 
to  call  "  God's  birds,"  because  they  did  no  harm  to  the 
precious  crops.  What  novelty  is  worth  that  sweet  mono- 
tony where  everything  is  known,  and  loved  because  it  is 
known  ? 
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The  wood  I  walk  in  on  t  .  mild  May  day,  with  the 
\i)ung  yellow-brown  foliage  of  the  oaks  between  me  and 
the  blue  sky,  the  white  star-flowers,  and  the  blue-eyed 
speedwell,  and  the  ground-ivy  at  my  feet — what  grove  of 
tropic  palms,  what  strange  ferns  or  splendid  broad-petalcd 
blossoms,  could  ever  thrill  such  deep  and  delicate  fibres 
within  me  as  this  home-scene  ?  These  familiar  flowers, 
these  well-remembered  bird-notes,  this  sky  with  its  fitful 
brightness,  these  furrowed  and  grassy  fields,  each  with  a 
sort  of  personality  given  to  it  by  the  capricious  hedge- 
rows— such  things  as  theseare  the  mother  tongue  of  our 
imagination,  the  language  that  is  laden  with  all  the  subtle 
inextricable  associations  the  fleeting  hours  of  our  child- 
hood left  behind  them.  Our  delight  in  the  sunshine  on 
the  deep-bladed  grass  to-day  might  be  no  more  than  the 
faint  perception  of  wearied  souls,  if  it  were  not  for  the 
sunshine  and  the  grass  in  the  far-off"  years,  which  still  live 
in  us,  and  transform  our  perception  into  love. 


LXXV.    THE  CLOUD  CONFINES. 


Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti. — i828-i8«2. 

The  day  is  dark  and  the  night 

To  him  that  would  search  their  heart ; 

No  lips  of  cloud  that  will  part 
Nor  morning  song  in  the   light : 

Only,  gazing  alone, 

To  him  wild  shadows  are  shown, 

Deep  under  deep  unknown 
And  height  above  unknown  height. 
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Si  ill  we  say  as  we  go, — 

"Stiange  to  think  by  the  way, 

Whatever  there  is  to  know, 
That  shall  we  know  one  ('  lyT 

The  ?ast  is  over  and  fled  ; 

Named  new,  we  name  it  the  old  ; 
Thereof  some  tale  hath  been  told, 
But  no  word  comes  from  the  dead  ; 
Whether  at  all  they  be, 
Or  whether  as  bond  or  free, 
Or  whether  they  too  were  we,  # 

Or  by  what  spell  they  have  sped. 
\  Still  we  say  as  we  go, — 

"  Strange  to  think  by  the  way, 
Whatever  there  is  to  k  ^  ;w. 
That  shall  we  know  one  day." 

What  of  the  heart  of  ho'  - 

That  beats  in  .,hy  breast,  O  Time  ? — 
Red  strife  from  the  furthest  prime, 
And  anguish  of  fierce  debate  ; 
War  that  shatters  her  slain. 
And  peace  that  grinds  them  as  graiin, 
And  eyes  fix'd  ever  in  vain 
On  the  nitiless  eyes  of  Fate. 

Still  we  say  as  we  go, — 

"  Strange  to  think  by  the  way, 
Whatever  there  is  to  know. 
That  shall  we  know  one  day." 

What  of  the  heart  of  love 

That  bleeds  in  thy  breast,  O  Man  ? — 
'I'hy  kisses  snatch'd  'neath  the  ban 

Of  fangs  that  mock  them  above  ; 
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Thy  bells  prolong'd  unto  knells, 
Thy  hope  that  a  breath  dispels, 
Thy  bitter  forlorn  fo.reweils 
And  the  empty  echoes  thereof? 
Still  we  say  as  we  go, — 

"  Strange  to  think  by  the  way, 
Whatever  there  is  to  know, 
That  shall  we  know  one  day." 

The  sky  leans  dumb  on  the  sea, 
Aweary  with  all  its  wings ; 
And  oh  !  the  song  the  sea  sings 
Is  dark  everlastingly. 
Our  past  is  clean  forgot, 
Our  present  is  and  is  not, 
Our  future's  a  seal'd  seedplot, 
And  what  betwixt  them  are  we  ? — 
We  who  say  as  we  go, — 

"  Strange  to  think  by  the  way. 
Whatever  there  is  to  know. 
That  shall  we  know  one  day." 
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John  Greenleaf  Whittier. — 1807- 

Up  from  the  meadows  rich  with  corn, 
Clear  in  the  cool  September  morn. 

The  cluster'd  spires  of  Frederick  stand 
Green-wall'd  by  the  hills  of  Maryland. 

Round  about  them  orchards  sweep, 
Apple  and  peach  tree  fruited  deep, — 
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Fair  as  a  garden  of  the  Lord 

To  the  eyes  of  the  famish'd  rebel  horde, 

On  that  pleasant  morn  of  the  early  fall 
'         When  Lee  march'd  over  the  mountain  wall,- 

Over  the  mountains  winding  down, 
Horse  and  foot,  into  Frederick  town. 

Forty  flags  with  their  silver  stars. 
Forty  flags  with  their  crimson  bars, 

Flapp'J  in  the  morning  wind  :  the  sun 
Of  noon  look'd  down,  and  saw  not  one. 

Up  rose  old  Barbara  Frietchie  then, 
Bow'd  with  her  fourscore  years  and  ten  ; 

Bravest  of  all  in  Frederick  town, 

She  took  up  the  flag  the  men  haul'd  down ; 

In  her  attic-window  the  staff  she  set, 
To  show  that  one  heart  was  loyal  yet. 

Up  the  street  came  the  rebel  tread, 
Stonewall  Jackson  riding  ahead. 

Under  his  slouch'd  hat  left  and  right 
He  glanced  :  the  old  flag  met  his  sight. 

*'  Halt !  "     the  dust-brown  ranks  stood  fast. 
"■  Fire  \  "—out  blazed  the  rifle-blast. 

It  shiver'd  the  window,  pune  and  sash  ; 
It  rent  the  banner  with  seam  and  gash. 

Quick,  as  it  fell,  from  the  broken  start" 
Dame  Barbara  snatch'd  the  silken  scarf ; 


BARBARA  FRIETCHIE. 

She  lean'd  far  out  on  the  window-sill, 
And  shook  it  forth  with  a  royal  will. 

"  Shout,  if  you  m'lst,  this  oU  grey  head, 
But  spare  your  country's  flag  !  "  she  said. 

A  shade  of  sadness,  a  blush  of  shame, 
Over  the  face  of  the  leader  came ; 

» 
The  nobler  nature  within  him  stirr'd 
To  life  at  that  woman's  deed  and  word  : 

"  Who  touches  a  hair  of  yon  grey  head, 
Dies  like  a  dog  !     March  on  ! "  he  said. 

All  day  long  through  Frederick  street 
Sounded  the  tread  of  marching  feet  : 

All  day  long  that  free  flag  toss'd 
Over  the  heuds  of  the  rebel  host. 
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Ever  its  torn  folds  rose  and  fell 

On  the  loyal  winds  that  lov'd  it  well ; 

And  through  the  hill-g?ps  sunset  light 
Shone  over  it  with  a  warm  good-night. 

Barbara  Frietchie's  work  is  o'er, 

And  the  Rebel  rides  on  his  raids  no  more. 

Honor  to  her  !  and  let  a  tear 

Fall,  for  her  sake,  on  Stonewall's  bier. 

Over  Barbara  Frietchie's  grave, 
Flag  of  Freedom  and  Union,  wave ! 
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Peace  and  order  and  beauty  draw 
Round  thy  symbol  of  light  and  law  ; 

And  ever  the  stars  above  look  down 
On  thy  stars  below  in  Frederick  town  ! 


LXXVII.    CONTENTMENT. 
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Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. — 1809- 
\  "  Man  zvanfs  but  little  here  below." 

Little  I  ask  ;  my  wants  are  few  ; 

I  only  wish  a  hut  of  stone, 
(A  very  plain  brown  stone  will  do,) 

That  T  may  call  my  own  ; — 
And  close  at  hand  is  such  0  one, 
In  yonder  street  that  fronts  the  sun. 

Plain  food  is  quite  enough  for  me  ; 

Three  courses  are  as  good  as  t^n  ; — 
If  Nature  can  subsist  on  three. 

Thank  Heaven  for  three.  Ame  1  ! 
I  always  thought  cold  victual  nice  ; — 
My  choice  would  be  vanilla-ice. 

I  care  not  much  for  gold  or  land  ; — 
Give  me  a  mortgage  here  and  there, — 

Some  good  bank-stock,     some  note  of  hand, 
Or  trifling  railroad  share, — 

I  only  ask  tlut.  Fortune  send 

A  little  more  than  I  shall  spen-  i. 


CONTENTMENT. 

Honors  are  silly  toys,  I  know, 
And  titles  are  but  empty  names  ; 

I  \io\Adi^  perhaps,  be  Plenipo, — 
But  only  near  St,  James  ; 

I'm  very  sure  I  should  not  care 

To  fill  our  Gubei  lator's  rhair. 

Jewels  are  baubles;  'tis  '  sin 

To  care  for  such  unfruitful  things  ; — 
One  good-sized  diamond  in  a  pin,— 

vSome,  not  so  /arge,  in  rings, — 
A  ruby,  and  a  pearl,  or  so, 
Will  do  for  me  ; — I  laugh  at  show. 

My  dame  should  dress  in  cheap  attire  ; 

(Good,  heavy  silks  are  never  dear  ;) — 
I  own  i^erhaps  I  might  desire 

Some  shawls  of  true  Cashmere, — 
Some  marrowy  crapes  of  China  silk, 
Like  v/rinkled  skins  on  scalded  milk. 

I  would  not  have  the  horse  I  drive 
So  fast  that  folks  must  stop  and  stare  ; 

An  easy  gait — two,  forty-five — 
Suits  me  ;  I  do  not  care,— 

Perhaps  for  just  a  sing/e  spurt, 

Some  seconds  less  would  do  no  hurt. 
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Of  pictures  I  sho''ld  like  to  own 
Titians  and  Raphaels  three  or  four,— 

I  love  so  much  their  siyle  arid  tone, — 
One  Turner,  and  no  more, 

(A  landscape, — foreground  golden  dirt. 

The  bunshine  painted  with  a  squirt.) 
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Of  books  but  few,— some  fifty  score 
For  daily  use,  and  bound  for  wear  ; 

The  rest  upon  an  upper  floor; — 
Some  little  luxury  there 

Of  red  morocco's  gilded  gleam, 

And  vellum  rich  as  country  cream. 

Busts,  cameos,  gems,— such  things  as  these, 
Which  others  often  show  for  pride, 

/value  for  their  power  to  please, 
And  selfish  churls  deride  ; — 

One  Stradivarius,  I  confess, 

Tivo  Meerschaums,  I  would  fain  possess. 

Wealth's  wasteful  tricks  I  will  not  learn. 
Nor  ape  the  glittering  upstart  fool  ;— 

Shall  not  carv'd  tables  serve  my  turn, 
But  al/  must  be  of  buhl  ? 

Give  grasping  pomp  its  double  share,— 

I  ask  but  07te  recumbent  chair. 

Thus  humble  let  me  live  and  die, 
Nor  long  for  Midas'  golden  touch  ; 

If  Heaven  more  generous  gifts  deny, 
I  shall  not  miss  them  much, — 

Too  grateful  for  the  blessing  lent 

Of  simple  tastes  and  mind  content. 


Flower  in  the  crannied  wall, 
I  pluck  you  out  of  the  crannies  ; — 
Hold  you  here,  root  and  all,  in  my  hand. 
Little  flower—but  if  I  could  understand 
What  you  are,  root  and  all,  and  all  in  all, 
I  should  know  ivhat  God  and  man  is. 


Tennyson, 
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LXXVIII.     THE  BRITISH  CONSTITUTION. 


The  Rioht  Hon.  William  Ewart  Gladstone.— 1809- 
From  Kin  Beyond  Sea. 

The  Constitution  has  not  been  the  offspring  of  the 
thought  of  man.  The  Cabinet,  and  all  the  present  re- 
lations of  the  Constitutional  powers  in  this  country,  have 
grown  into  their  present  dimensions,  and  settled  into 
their  present  places,  not  as  the  fruit  of  a  philosophy,  not 
in  the  effort  to  give  effect  to  an  abstract  principle  ;  but 
by  the  silent  action  of  forces,  invisible  and  insensible,  the 
structure  has  come  up  into  the  view  of  all  the  world.  It 
is  perhaps,  the  most  conspicuous  object  on  the  wide 
political  horizon  ;  but  it  has  thus  risen,  without  noise, 
like  th^  temple  of  Jerusalem. 

"  No  workman  steel,  no  ponderous  hammers  rung  ; 
Like  some  tall  palm  the  stately  fabric  sprung." 

When  men  repeat  the  proverb  which  teaches  us  that 
"  marriages  are  made  in  heaven,"  what  they  mean  is  that, 
in  the  most  fundamental  of  all  social  operations,  the 
building  up  of  the  family,  the  issues  involved  m  the 
nuptial  contract,  lie  beyond  the  best  exercise  of  human 
thought,  and  the  unseen  forces  of  providential  govern- 
ment make  good  the  defect  in  our  imperfect  capacity. 
Even  so  would  it  seem  to  have  been  in  that  curious  mar- 
riage of  competing  influences  and  powers,  which  brings 
about  the  composite  harmony  of  the  British  Constitution. 
More,  it  must  be  admitted,  than  any  other,  it  leaves  open 
doors  which  lead  into  blind  alleys  ;  for  it  presumes,  more 
boklly  than  any  .:>thcr,  the  good  sense  and  good  faith  of 
those  who  work  it.     If,  unhappily,  the.se  personages  meet 
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together,  on  the  great  arena  of  a  nation's  fortunes,  as 
jockeys  meet  upon  a  racecourse,  each  to  urge  to  the 
uttermost,  as  against  the  others,  the  power  of  the  animal 
he  rides  ;  or  as  counsel  in  a  court,  each  to  procure  the 
victory  of  his  client,  without  respect  to  any  other  interest 
or  right :  then  this  boasted  Constitution  of  ours  is  neither 
more  nor  less  than  a  heap  of  absurdities.  The  undoubted 
competency  of  each  reaches  even  to  the  paralysis  or  de- 
struction of  the  rest.  The  House  of  Commons  is  entitled 
to  refuse  every  bhilling  of  the  Supplies.  That  House, 
and  also  the  House  of  Lords,  is  entitled  to  refuse  its 
assent  to  every  Bill  presented  to  it.  The  Crown  is  en- 
titled to  make  a  thousand  Peers  to-day,  and  as  many  to- 
morrow :  it  may  dissolve  all  and  every  Parliament  before 
it  proceeds  to  business  ;  may  pardon  the  most  atrocious 
crimes  ;  may  declare  war  against  all  the  world  ;  may 
conclude  treaties  involving  unlimited  responsibilities,  and 
even  vast  expenditure,  without  the  consent,  nay  without 
the  knowledge,  of  Parliament,  and  this  not  merely  in 
support  or  in  development,  but  in  reversal,  of  policy  al- 
ready known  to  and  sanctioned  by  the  nation.  But  the 
assumption  is  that  the  depositaries  of  power  will  all  re- 
spect one  another  ;  will  evince  a  consciousness  that  they 
are  working  in  a  common  interest  for  a  common  end ; 
that  they  will  be  possessed,  together  with  not  less  than 
an  average  intelligence,  of  not  less  than  an  average  sense 
of  equity  and  of  the  public  interest  and  rights.  When 
these  reasonable  expectations  fail,  then,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted, the  British  Constitution  will  be  in  danger. 

Apart  from  such  contingencies,  the  offspring  only  of 
folly  or  of  crime,  this  Constitution  is  peculiarly  liable  to 
subtle  change.  Not  only  in  the  long-run,  as  man  changes 
between  youth  and  age,  but  also,  like  the  human  bod}. 
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with  a  quotidian  life,  a  periodical  recurrence  of  ebbing 
and  flowing  tides.     Its  old  particles  daily  run  to  waste 
and  give  place  to  new.    What  is  hoped  among  us  is,  that 
which  has  usually  been  found,  that  evils  will   become 
palpable  before  they  have  grown  to  be  intolerable. 

Meantime,  we  of  this  island  are  not  great   political 
philosophers  ;  and  we  contend  with  an  earnest,  but  dis- 
proportioned,  vehemence  about  changes  which'  are  pal- 
pable, such  as  the  extension  of  the  suffrage,  or  the  redis- 
tribution of  Parliamentary  seats,  neglecting  wholly  other 
processes  of  change  which  work  beneath  the  surface,  and 
in  the  dark,  but  which  are  even   more  fertile  of  great 
organic  results.     The  modern   English  character  reflects 
the  English  Constitution  in  this,  that  it  abounds  in  para- 
dox ;  that  it  possesses  every  strength,  but  holds  it  tainted 
with  every  weakness  ;  that  it  seems  alternately  both  to 
rise  above  and   to   fall   below  the   standard  of  average 
humanity  ;  that  there  is  no  allegation  of  praise  or  blame 
which,  in   some   one  of  the  aspects    of  its   many-sided 
formation,  it  does  not  deserve  ;  that  only  in  the  midst  of 
much  default,  and  much  transgression,  the  people  of  this 
L'nited  Kingdom  either  have  heretofore  established  or 
uill  hereafter  estpblish,  their  title  to  be  reckoned  amon- 
the  chddren  of  men,  for  the  eldest  born  of  an  imperial 
race. 


//  fortifies  my  soul  to  know 
That,  though  I  perish.  Truth  is  so : 
That,  howsoever  I  stray  and  range, 
Whatever  I  do.  Thou  dost  not  chamre 
I  steadier  step  when  I  recall 
That,  if  I  slip  Thou  dost  not  fall. 

Akthur  Hugh  Clough. 
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LXXIX.    THE  LORD  OF  BURLEIGH. 


Lord  Tennyson. — 1809- 

In  her  ear  he  whispers  gayly, 

"  If  my  heart  by  signs  can  tell, 
Maiden,  I  have  watch'd  thee  daily. 
And  I  think  thou  lov'st  me  well." 
She  replies,  in  accents  fainter, 

"  There  is  none  I  love  like  thee. 
He  is  but  a  landscape-painter, 

And  a  village  maiden  she. 
He  to  lips,  that  fondly  falter, 

Presses  his  wi::hout  reproof: 
Leads  her  to  the  village  altar. 

And  they  leave  her  father's  roof. 
*'  I  can  make  no  marriage  present ; 

l^ittle  can  I  give  my  wife. 
Love  will  make  our  cottage  pleasant. 

And  I  love  thee  more  than  life." 
They  by  parks  and  lodges  going 

See  the  lordly  castles  stand  : 
Summer  woods,  about  them  blowing. 

Made  a  murmur  in  the  land. 
From  deep  thought  himself  he  rouses 

Says  to  her  that  loves  him  well, 
"  Let  us  see  these  handsome  houses 
Where  the  wealthy  nobles  dwell." 
So  she  goes  by  him  attended, 

Hears  him  lovingly  converse. 
Sees  whatever  fair  and  splendid 

Lay  betwixt  his  home  and  hers  ; 
Parks  with  oak  and  chestnut  shady, 
Parks  and  order'd  gardens  great, 
Ancient  homes  of  lord  and  lady, 
•  Built  for  pleasure  :ind  for  state. 


THE  LORD  OF  BURLEIGH. 

All  he  shows  her  makes  him  dearer : 

Evermore  she  seems  to  gaze 
On  that  cottage  growing  nearer, 

Where  they  twain  will  spend  their  days. 
O  but  she  will  love  him  truly ! 

He  shall  have  a  cheerful  home  j 
She  will  order  all  things  duly, 

When  beneath  his  roof  they  come. 
Thus  her  heart  rejoices  greatly, 

Till  a  gateway  she  discerns 
With  armorial  bearings  stately, 

And  beneath  the  gate  she  turns ; 
Sees  a  mansion  more  majestic 

Than  all  those  she  saw  before  : 
Many  a  gallant  gay  domestic 

Bows  before  him  at  the  door. 
And  they  speak  in  gentle  murmur. 

When  they  answer  to  his  call, 
While  he  treads  with  footsteps  firmer, 

Leading  on  from  hall  to  hall. 
And,  while  now  she  wonders  blindlv. 

Nor  the  meaning  can  divine. 
Proudly  turns  he  round  and  kindly, 

"All  of  this  is  mine  and  thine." 
Here  he  lives  in  r.tate  and  bounty, 

Lord  of  Burleigh,  fair  and  free. 
Not  a  lord  in  all  the  county 

Is  so  great  a  lord  as  he. 
All  at  once  the  color  flushes 

Her  sweet  face  from  brow  to  chin  : 
As  it  were  with  shame  she  blushes. 

And  her  spirit  changed  within. 
Then  her  countenance  all  over 

Pale  again  as  death  did  prove  ; 
But  he  clasp'd  her  like  a  lover. 

And  he  cheer'd  her  soul  with  love. 
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So  she  strove  against  her  weakness, 

Tho'  at  times  her  sjiirits  sank  : 
Shai)ed  her  heart  with  >        an's  meekness 

To  all  duties  of  her  rank  : 
And  a  gentle  consort  made  he, 

And  her  gentle  mind  was  such 
That  she  grew  n  noble  lady, 

And  the  people  lov'd  her  much. 
But  a  trouble  weigh'd  upon  her, 

And  perplex'd  her,  night  and  morn, 
With  ihe  burden  of  an  honor 

Unto  which  she  was  not  born. 
Faint  she  grew,  and  ever  fainter. 

As  she  murmur'd,  "O,  that  he 
Were  once  more  that  landscape-painter, 

Which  did  win  my  heart  from  me!" 
So  she  droop'd  and  droop'd  before  him, 

Fading  slowly  from  his  side  : 
Three  fair  children  first  she  bore  him. 

Then  before  her  time  she  died. 
Weeping,  weeping  late  and  early, 

Walking  up  and  pacing  down. 
Deeply  mourn'd  the  Ford  of  Burleigh, 

Burleigh-house  by  Stamford-town. 
And  he  came  to  look  upon  her, 

And  he  look'd  at  her  and  said, 
"  Bring  the  dress  and  put  it  on  her, 

That  she  wore  when  she  was  wed." 
Then  her  people,  sofdy  treading, 

Bore  to  earth  her  body,  drest 
In  the  dress  that  she  was  wed  in. 

That  her  spirit  might  have  rest. 


And  yet,  dear  heart !  remembering  thee ^ 
Am  I  not  richer  than  of  o/d? 


Whittier. 
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LXXX.     "BREAK,  BREAK,  BREAK.' 


Lord  Tennyson, 

Break,  break,  break, 

On  thy  cold  gray  stones,  O  Sea  ! 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 

O  well  for  the  fisherman's  boy, 

That  he  bhouts  with  his  sister  at  play ! 

O  well  for  the  sailor  lad. 

That  he  sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay  ! 

And  the  stately  ships  go  on 
To  their  haven  under  the  hill ; 

But  O  for  the  touch  of  a  vanish'd  hand, 
And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still ! 

Break,  break,  break, 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  O  Sea  ! 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 

Will  never  come  back  to  me. 


Whittif.r. 


LXXXI.    THE  "REVENGE." 


A  BALLAD  OJ-'  THE  FLEET,  1591. 

Lord  Tennyson.  k 

At  Flores  in  the  Azores  Sir  Richard  Grenville  laj- 
And  a  pinnace,  like  a  flutter'd  bird,  came  flying  from  far  away  : 
"Spanish  ships  of  war  at  sea  !  we  have  sighted  fifty-three!" 
Then  sware  Lord  Thomas  Howard :  '"Fore  God  I  am  no  coward! 
i^ut  I  cannot  meet  them  here,  for  my  ships  are  out  of  gear, 
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And  the  half  my  men  are  sick.     I  must  fly,  but  follow  quick. 
We  are  six  ships  of  the  line ;  can  we  fight  with  fifty-three  ?  ' 

Then  spake  Sir  Richard  Grenville  :  "  I  know  you  are  no  coward ; 
You  fly  them  for  a  moment  to  fight  with  them  again. 
But  I've  ninety  men  and  more  that  are  lying  sick  ashore. 
I  should  count  myself  the  coward  if  I  left  them,  my  Lord  Howard, 
To  these  Inquisition  dog::  and  the  devildoms  of  Spain." 

So  Lord  Howard  past  away  with  five  ships  of  war  that  day, 

I'ill  he  melted  like  a  cloud  in  the  silent  summer  heaven  ; 

But  Sir  Richard  bore  in  hand  all  his  sick  men  from  the  land 

Very  carefully  and  slow. 

Men  of  Bideford  in  Devon, 

And  we  ilaid  them  on  the  ballast  down  below  ; 

For  we  brought  them  all  aboard. 

And  they  blest  him  in  their  pain,  that  they  were  not  left  to  Spain, 

To  the  thumbscrew  and  the  stake,  for  the  glory  of  the  Lord. 

He  had  only  a  hundred  seamen  to  work  the  ship  and  to  fight, 
And  he  sail'd  away  from  Flores  till  the  Spaniard  came  in  sight, 
With  his  huge  sea-castles  heaving  upon  the  weather  bow. 
"  Shall  we  fight  or  shall  we  fly  ? 
Good  Sir  Richard,  let  us  know, 
For  to  fight  is  but  to  die  ! 

There'll  be  little  of  us  left  by  the  time  the  sun  be  set." 
And  Sir  Richard  said  again  :  "  We  be  all  good  Englishmen. 
Let  us  bang  these  dogs  of  Seville,  the  children  of  the  devil, 
For  I  never  turn'd  my  back  upon  Don  or  devil  yet." 


Sir  Richdrd  si)oke,  and  he  laugh'd,  and  we  roar'd  a  hurrah,  and  so 
The  little  "  Revenge  "  ran  on  sheer  into  the  heart  of  the  fop; 
With  her  hundred  fighters  on  deck,  and  her  ninety  sick  below ; 
For  half  of  their  fleet  to  the  right  and  half  to  the  left  were  seen, 
And  the  little  "Revenge"  ran  on  thro'  the  long  sea-lane  between. 
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Thousands  of  their  soldiers  look'd  down  from  their  decks  and 

laugh'd, 
Thousands  of  their  seamen  made  mock  at  the  mad  Httle  craft 
Running  on  and  on,  till  delay'd 

By  their  mountain-like  "San  Phihp"  that,  of  fifteen  hundred  tons, 
And  up-shadowing  high  above  us  with  her  yawning  tiers  of  guns, 
Took  the  breath  from  our  sails,  and  we  stay'd. 

And  while  now  the  great  "  San  Philip"  hung  above  us  Uke  a  cloud 

Whence  the  thunderbolt  will  fall 

Long  and  loud. 

Four  galleons  drew  away 

From  the  Spanish  fleet  that  day. 

And  two  upon  the  larboard  and  two  upon  the  starboard  lay, 

And  the  battle-thunder  broke  from  them  all. 

But  anon  the  great  "  San  Philip,"  she  bethought  herself  and  went, 
Having  that  within  her  womb  that  had  left  her  ill-content ; 
And  the  rest  they  came  aboard  us,  and  they  fought  us  hand  to 

hand. 
For  a  dozen  times  they  came  with  their  pikes  and  musqueteers, 
And  a  dozen  times  we  shook  'em  off  as  a  dog  that  shakes  his  ears 
When  he  leaps  from  the  water  to  the  land. 

And  the  sun  wtjnt  down,  and  the  stars  came  out  far  over  the 

summer  sea, 
But  never  a  moment  cea.-,  d  the  fight  of  the  one  and  the  fifty-three. 
Ship  after  ship,  the  whole  night  long,  their  high-built  galleons 

came, 

Ship  after  ship,  the  whole  night  long,  with  their  battle-thunder 

and  flame ; 
Ship  after  ship,  the  whole  night  long,  drew  back  with  her  dead 

and  her  shame ; 
For  some  were  sunk  and  many  were  shatter'd,  and  so  could  fight 

us  no  more — 
God  of  battles,  \/as  ever  a  battle  like  this  In  the  world  before? 
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For  he  said,  "  Fight  on  !  fight  on  !  " 

Tho'  his  vessel  was  all  but  a  wreck ; 

And  it  chanced  that,  when  half  of  the  summer  night  was  gone, 

With  a  grisly  wound  to  be  drest  he  had  left  the  deck. 

But  a  bullet  struck  him  that  was  dressing  it  suddenly  dead. 

And  himseii  he  was  wounded  again  in  the  side  and  the  head. 

And  he  said,  "  Fight  on  !  fight  on  !" 

And  the  night  vvsnt  down,  and  the  sun  smiled  out  far  over  the 

summer  sea. 
And  the  Spanish  fleet  w^ith  broken  sides  lay  round  us  all  in  a  ring; 
But  they  dared  not  touch  us  again,  for  they  feai'd  that  we  still 

could  sting, 
So  they  watch'd  what  the  end  would  be. 
And  we  hdd  not  fought  them  in  vain, 
But  in  perilous  plight  were  we. 
Seeing  forty  of  our  poor  hundred  were  slain, 
And  half  of  the  rest  of  us  maim'd  for  life 
In  the  crash  of  the  cannonades  i.nd  the  desperate  strife ; 
And  the  sick  men  down  in  the  hold  were  mojt  of  them  stark 

and  cold. 
And  the  pikes  were  all  broken  or  bent,  and  the  jjowder  was  all 

of  it  spent ; 
And  the  masts  and  the  rigging  were  lying  over  the  side ; 
But  Sir  Richard  cried  in  his  English  pride, 
'■  We  have  fought  such  a  fight  for  a  day  and  a  night 
As  may  never  be  fought  again  ! 
We  have  won  great  glory,  my  men  ! 
And  a  day  less  or  more 
At  sea  or  shore, 
We  die — does  it  matter  when  ? 

Sink  me  the  ship,  Master  Gunner — sink  her,  split  her  in  twain  ! 
Fall  into  the  hands  of  CJod,  not  into  the  hands  of  Spain  ! " 

And  the  gunner  said,  "  Ay,  ay,"  but  the  seamen  made  reply : 
"  We  have  children,  we  have  wives, 
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And  the  Lord  hath  spared  our  lives. 

We  will  make  the  Spaniard  promise,  if  we  yield,  to  let  us  go ; 
We  shall  live  to  fight  again,  and  to  strike  another  blow." 
And  the  lion  there  lay  dying,  and  they  yielded  to  the  foe. 

And  the  stately  Spanish  men  to  their  flagship  bore  him  then. 
Where  they  laid  him  by  the  mast,  old  Sir  Richard  caught  at  last, 
And  they  prais'd  him  to  his  face  with  their  courtly  foreign  grace  ; 
But  he  rose  upon  their  decks,  and  he  cried  : 
"  I  have  fought  for  Queen  and  Faith  like  a  valiant  man  and  true ; 
I  have  only  done  my  duty  as  a  man  is  bound  to  do: 
With  a  joyful  spirit  I,  Sir  Richard  Grenville,  die  !  " 
And  he  fell  upoii  their  decks,  and  he  died. 

And  they  stared  at  the  dead  that  had  been  so  valiant  and  true, 
And  had  holden  the  power  and  glory  of  Sj)ain  so  cheap, 
That  he  dared  her  with  one  little  ship  and  his  English  lew ; 
Was  he  devil  or  man  ?     He  was  devil  for  aught  they  knew, 
But  they  sank  his  body  with  honor  down  into  the  deep. 
And  they  mann'd  the  "  Revenge  "  with  a  swarthier  alien  crew. 
And  away  she  sail'd  with  her  loss  and  long'd  for  her  own  ; 
When  a  wind  from  the  lands  they  had  ruin'd  awoke  from  sleep, 
And  the  water  began  to  heave  and  the  weather  to  moan, 
And  or  ever  that  evening  ended  a  great  gale  blew. 
And  a  wave  like  the  wave  that  is  rais'd  by  an  earthquake  grew, 
Till  it  smote  on  their  hulls  and  their  sails  and  their  masts  and 

their  flags. 
And  the  whole  sea  plunged  and  fell  on  the  shot-shatter'd  navy 

of  Spain, 
And  the  little  "  Revenge  "  herself  went  down  by  the  island  crags 
Tu  be  lost  evermore  in  the  main. 
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T/ie?'e  is  no  land  like  England,  wherever  the  light  of  day  be  ; 
There  are  no  hearts  like  English  hearts,  such  hearts  of  oak  as 
they  be. 
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LXXXII.    HERV^  KIEL. 


■1 


Robert  Browning. — i8is- 

On  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogue,  sixteen  hundied  ninety-two, 
Did  the  English  fight  the  French, — woe  to  France  ! 

And,  the  thirty-first  of  May,  helter-skelter  through  the  blue, 

Like  a  crowd  of  frighten'd  porpoises  a  shoal  of  sharks  pursue, 
Came  crowding  ship  on  ship  to  St.  Malo  on  the  Ranee, 

With  the  English  fleet  in  view. 

'Twas  the  squadron  that  escaped,  with  the  victor  in  full  chase ; 
First  and  foremost  of  the  drove,  in  his  great  ship,  Damfre- 
ville  ; 
Close  en  him  fled,  great  and  small. 
Twenty-two  good  ships  in  all ; 
And  they  signall'd  to  the  place 
"  Help  the  winners  of  a  race ! 

Get  us  guidance,  give  us  harbor,  take  us  quick ; — or,  quicker 

still, 
Here's  the  English  can  and  will  1" 

Then  the  pilots  of  the  place  put  out  brisk  and  leapt  on  board; 
"  Why,  what  hope  or  chance  have  ships  like  these  to  pass?" 
laugh'd  they: 
"Rocks  to  starboard,  rocks  to  port,  all  the  passage  scarr'd  and 

scored, 
Shall  the  Formidable  here  with  her  twelve  and  eighty  guns 

Think  to  make  the  river-mouth  by  the  single  narrow  way, 
Trust  to  enter  where  'tis  ticklish  for  a  craft  of  twenty  tons, 
And  with  flow  at  full  beside  ? 
Now,  'tis  slackest  ebb  of  tide. 
Reach  the  mooring  ?     Rather  say, 
\\'hile  rock  stands  or  water  runs. 
Not  a  ship  will  leave  the  bay  !" 
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Then  was  call'd  a  council  straight. 

Brief  ind  bitcer  the  debate  : 

"Here's  the  Enghsh  at  our  heels;  would  you  have  them  take 

in  tow 
All  that's  left  us  of  the  fleet,  link'd  together  stern  and  bow, 
For  a  prize  to  Plymouth  Sound  ? 
Better  run  the  ships  aground !  " 

(Ended  Damfreville  his  speech.) 
Not  a  minute  more  to  wait ! 

"  Let  the  captains  all  and  each 

Shove  ashore,  then  blow  up,  burn  the  vessels  on  the  beach! 
P'rance  must  undergo  her  fate. 


1 1  a 


"Give  the  word  !"     But  no  such  word 
Was  ever  spoke  or  heard; 

For  up  stood,  for  out  stepp'd,  for  in  struck,  amid  all  these, — 
A  captain  ?  a  lieutenant  ?  a  mate, — first,  second,  third  ? 

No  such  man  of  mark,  and  meet 

With  his  betters  to  compete  ! 

But  a  simple  Breton  sailor  press'd  by  Tourville  for  the  fleet, 
A  poor  coasting-pilot  he, — Herve  Riel,  the  Croisickese. 


And  "What  mockery  or  malice  have  we  here?"  cries  Herv^ 

Riel : 

"Are  you  mad,  you  Malouins  ?     Are  you  cowards,  fools, 

or  rogues  ? 

Talk  to  me  of  rocks  and  shoals  ? — me,  who  took  the  soundings, 
tell 

On  my  fingers  every  bank,  every  shallow,  every  swell 

'Twixt  the  offing  here  and  Greve  where  the  river  disem- 
bogues ? 

Are  you  bought  by  English  gold  ?     Is  it  love  the  lying's  for? 
Morn  and  eve,  night  and  day. 
Have  I  piloted  your  bay, 

Enter'd  free  and  anchor'd  fast  at  the  foot  of  Solidor. 
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Burn  the  fleet  and  ruin  France  ?     That  were  worse  than 
fifty  Hogues  !  ^ 

Sirs,  they  know  I  speak  the  truth  !     Sirs,  beUeve  me 
there's  a  way  ! 
Only  let  me  lead  the  line, 

Have  the  biggest  ship  to  steer, 
Get  this  Formidable  clear, 
Make  the  others  follow  mine, 

And  I  lead  them,  most  and  least,  by  a  passage  I  know  well, 
Right  to  Solidor  past  Grfeve, 

And  there  lay  them  safe  and  sound  ; 
And  if  one  ship  misbehave, — 

Keel  so  much  as  grate  the  ground, — 
Why,  I've  nothing  but  my  life, — here's  my  head !"  cries  Herve 
Riel. 


Not  a  minute  more  to  wait. 

"  Steer  us  in,  then,  small  and  great  ! 

Take  the  helm,  lead  the  line,  save  the  squadron  !"  cried  its 
chief. 
Captains,  give  the  sailor  place  ! 

He  is  admiral,  in  brief. 
Still  the  north-wind,  by  God's  grace  ! 
'See  the  noble  fellow's  face 
As  the  big  ship,  with  a  bound, 
Clearr  the  entry  like  a  hound. 

Keeps  the  passage  as  its  inch  of  way  were  the  wide  sea's  pro- 
foun  '  ! 

See,  safe  through  shoal  «nd  rock. 

How  they  follow  in  a  flock  ! 
Not  a  ship  that  misbehaves,  not  a  keel  that  grates  the  ground, 

Not  a  spar  that  comes  to  grief ! 
The  peril,  see,  is  past  I 
All  are  harbor'd  to  the  last ! 

And  just  as  Herve  Riel  hollas  ''Anchor  !" — sure  as  fate 
Up  the  English  come, — too  late  ! 
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So,  the  storm  subsides  to  calm  : 

They  see  the  green  trees  wave 

On  the  heights  o'erlooking  Grfeve. 
Hearts  that  bled  are  stanch'd  with  balm. 
"  Just  our  rapture  to  enhance, 

Let  the  English  rake  the  bay, 
Gnash  their  teeth  and  glare  askance 

As  they  cannonade  away  ! 
'Neath  rampired  Solidor  pleasant  riding  on  the  Ranee  !" 
Now  hope  succeeds  despair  on  each  captain's  countenance  ! 
Out  burst  all  with  one  accord, 

"  This  is  Paradise  for  Hell  ! 

Let  France,  let  France's  king, 
Thank  the  man  that  did  the  thing ! " 
What  a  shout,  and  all  one  word, 

"HerveRiel!" 
As  he  stepp'd  in  front  once  more, 

Not  a  symptom  of  surprise 

In  the  frank  blue  Breton  eyes,— 
Just  the  same  man  as  before. 

Then  said  Damfreville,  "  My  friend, 
I  must  speak  out  at  the  end, 

Though  I  find  the  speaking  hard. 
Praise  is  deeper  than  the  lips  ; 
You  have  saved  the  king  his  ships, 

You  must  name  your  own  reward. 
Faith  our  sun  was  near  eclipse  1 
Demand  whate'er  you  will, 
France  remains  your  debtor  still. 
Ask  to  heart's  content,  and  have  !  or  my  name's  not  Damfreville." 

Then  a  beam  of  fun  outbroke  , 

On  the  bearded  mouth  that  spoke. 
As  the  honest  heart  laugh'd  through 
\  hose  frank  p^'ps  of  Preton  blue  ■ 
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"  Since  I  needs  must  say  my  say, 

Since  on  board  the  duty's  done, 

And  from  Malo  Roads  to  Croisic  Point,  what  is  it  but  a 
run  ?— 
Since  'tis  ask  and  have,  I  may, — 

Since  the  others  go  ashore, — 
Come  !     A  good  whole  holiday  ! 

Leave  to  go  and  see  my  wife, whom  I  call  the  Belle  Aurore !" 

That  he  ask'd  and  that  he  got, — nothing  more. 

Name  and  deed  alike  are  lost : 
Not  a  pillar  nor  a  post 

In  his  Croisic  keeps  alive  the  fent  as  it  befell ; 
Not  a  head  in  white  and  black 
On  a  single  fishing  smack, 
In  memory  of  the  man  but  for  whom  had  gone  to  wrack 

All  tha*-  France  saved  from  the  fight  whence  England  bore 
the  bell. 
Go  to  Paris  •  rank  on  rank 

Search  the  heroes  flung  pell-mell 
On  the  Louvre,  face  and  flank  ! 

You  shall  look  long  enough  ere  you  come  to  Herve  Riel. 
So,  for  better  and  for  worse, 
Herve  Riel,  accept  my  verse  ! 
In  my  verse,  Herve  Riel,  do  thou  once  more 
Save   the  squadron,    honor   France,  love  thy  wife   the    Belle 

Aurore  ! 
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The  Summum  Puldwum  rests  in  heaven  above  ; 

Do  thou^  as  best  thou  tnafst,  thy  duty  do  : 

Amid  the  thins^s  allow' d  thee  live  and  love  , 

Some  day  thou  shall  it  vieiv. 

Arthur  Hugh  Clough. 
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LXXXIII.    SONNET. 


President  Wilson.— 1816- 

Great  things  were  ne'er  begotten  in  an  hour ; 

Ephemerons  in  birth,  are  such  in  Hfe ; 

And  he  who  dareth,  in  the  noble  strife 

Of  intellects,  to  cope  for  reru  power, — 

Such  as  God  giveth  as  His  rarest  dower 

Of  mastery,  to  the  few  with  greatness  rife, — 

Must,  ere  the  morning  mists  have  ceased  to  lower 

Till  the  long  shadows  of  *he  night  arrive, 

Stand  in  the  arena.     Laurels  that  are  won, 

Pluck'd  from  green  boughs,  soon  wither  ;  those  that  last 

Are  gather'd  patiently,  when  sultry  noon 

And  summer's  fiery  glare  in  vain  are  past. 

Life  is  the  hour  of  labor  ;  on  Earth's  breast 

Serene  and  '"■'  o  d  shall  be  thy  rest. 
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President  Wilson. 

Did  ever  on  painter's  canvas  live 

The  power  of  his  fancy's  dream  ? 
Did  ever  poet's  pen  achieve 

Fruition  of  his  theme  ? 
Did  marble  ever  take  the  life 

That  the  sculptor's  soul  conceiv'd  ? 
Or  ambition  win  in  passion's  strife 

What  its  glowing  hopes  believ'd  ? 
Did  ever  racer's  eager  feet 

Rest  as  he  reach'd  the  goal. 
Finding  the  prize  achiev'd  was  meet 
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LXXXV.     FROM  THE  APOLOGY  OF  SOCRATES. 


Bknjamin  Jowett.  -  (817- 
From  The  Dialogues  ov  F'lato. 

Not  much  time  will  be  gained,  O  Athenians,  in  return 
for  the  evil  name  which  you  will  get  from  the  detractors 
of  the  city,  who  will  say  that  you  killed  Socrates,  a  wise 
man  ;  for  they  will  call  me  wise,  even  although  I  am  not 
wise,  when  they  want  to  reproach  you.  If  you  had  waited 
a  little  while,  your  desire  would  have  been  fulfilled  in  the 
course  of  nature.  For  I  am  far  advanced  in  years,  as  you 
may  perceive,  and  not  far  from  death.  1  am  speaking 
now  only  to  those  of  you  who  have  condemned  me  to 
death.  And  I  have  another  thing  to  say  to  them  :  You 
think  that  I  was  convicted  through  dv.  ficiency  of  words — 
I  m.ean,that  if  I  had  thought  fit  to  leave  nothing  undone, 
nothing  unsaid,  I  might  have  gained  an  acquittal.  Not 
so  ;  the  deficiency  which  led  to  my  conviction  was  not 
of  words — certainly  not.  But  I  had  not  the  boldness  or 
impudence  or  inclination  to  add/ess  you  as  you  wou  d 
have  liked  me  to  address  you,  weeping  and  wailing  and 
lamenting,  and  saying  and  doing  many  things  which  you 
have  been  accustomed  to  hear  from  others,  and  which, 
as  I  say,  are  unworthy  of  me.  But  I  th  >ught  that  I 
ought  not  to  do  anything  common  or  mean  in  the  hour 
of  danger :  nor  do  I  now  repent  of  the  manner  of  my 
defense,  and  l  would  rather  die  having  spoken  aRer  my 
manner,  than  speak  in  your  manner  and  live.  For  neither 
in  war  nor  yet  at  law  ought  any  man  to  use  every  way 
of  escaping  death.  For  often  in  battle  there  is  no  doubt 
that  if  a  man  will  throw  away  his  arms,  and  fall  on  his 
knees  before  his  pursuers,  he  may  escape  death  ;  and  in 
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:)thcr  Gangers  there  are  other  ways  of  escaping  death,  if 
a  man  is  willing  to  say  and  do  anything.  The  difficulty, 
my  friends,  is  not  ;n  avoiding  death,  but  in  avoiding  uri- 
righteousness  ;  for  that  runs  faster  than  death.  I  am  old 
and  move  slowly,  and  the  .slower  runner  has  overtaken 
mo,  and  my  accusers  are  keen  and  quick,  and  the  faster 
runner,  who  is  unrighteousness,  has  overtaken  them.  And 
now  I  depart  hence,  condemned  by  you  to  suffer  the 
penalty  of  death,  and  they  too  go  their  ways,  condemned 
by  the  truth  to  suffer  the  penalty  of  villainy  and  wrong  ;\ 
and  I  must  abide  by  my  award— let  them  abide  by  theirs. 
I  appose  that  these  things  may  be  regarded  as  fated,— 
and  I  think  that  they  are  well. 

And  now,  O  men  who  ha\  ■  coi  demned  me,  I  would 
fain  prophesy  to  you  ;  for  I  am  about  to  die,  and  thnt  is 
the  hour  in  which  men  are  gifted  with  prophetic  power. 
And  I  prophesy  to  you  who  are  my  murderers,  that  im- 
mediately after  my  death  punishment  far  heavier  than 
you  have  inflicted  on  me  will  surely  await  you.     Me  you 
have  killed  because  you  wanted  to  escape  the  accuser, 
and  not  to  give  an  account  of  your  lives.     But  that  will 
not  be  as  you  suppose  .  far  otherwise.     For  I  say  that 
there  will  be  more  accusers  of  you  than  there  are  now  ; 
accusers  whom  hitherto  I  have  restrained  :  and  as  they 
are  younger  they  will  be  more  .<^evere  with  you,  and  you 
will  be  more  offended  at  them.     For  if  you  think  that  by 
killing  men  you  can  avoid  the  accuser  censuring  your 
lives,  you  are   mistaken  ;    that  is  not  a   way  of  escape 
which  is  either  possible  or  honorable  ;  the  easiest  and 
the  noblest  way  is  not  to  be  crushing  others,  but  to  be 
improving  yourselves.      This  is  the  propnecy   which   I 
utter  before  my  departure  to  the  judges  Vvlio  have  con- 
demned me. 
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Friends,  who  would  have  acquitted  me,  I  would  like 
also  to.  talk  with  you   about  this  thing  which  has  hap- 
pened, while  the  magistrates  arc  busy,  and  before  1  go 
to  the  place  at  which  I  must  die.     Stay  then  a  while,  for 
we  may  as  well  talk  with  one  another  while  there  is  time. 
You  are  my  friends,  and   I  .should  like  to  show  you  the 
meaning  of  this  event  which  has  happened  to  me.     O  my 
judges — for  you   I  may  truly  call  judges — I  should  like 
to  tell   you  of  a  wonderful  circumstance.     Hitherto  the 
familiar  oracle  within  me  has  constantly  been  in  the  habit 
of  opposing  me  even  about  trifles,  if  I  was  going  to  make 
a  slip  or  error  about  anything  ;  and  now  as  you  .see  there 
has  c^me  upon  me  that  which  may  be  thought,  and  is 
generally  believed  to  be,  the  last  and  worst  evil.     But  the 
oracle  made  no  sign  of  opposition,  either  as  I  was  leaving 
my  house  and  going  out  in  the  morning,  or  when  I  was 
going  up  into  this  court,  or  while  I  was  speaking,  at  any- 
thing which  1  was  going  to  say  ;  and  yet  I  have  often 
been  stopped  in  the  middle  of  a  speech,  but  now  in  no- 
thing I  either  said  or  did  touching  this  matter  has  the 
oracle    .ppo.sed  me.     What  do  I  take  to  be  the  explana- 
tion of  this  ?     I  will  tell  you.     I   regard  this  as  a  proof 
that  what  has  happened  to  me  is  a  good,  and  that  those 
of  us  who  think  that  death  is  an  evil  are  in  error.     This 
is  a  great  proof  to  me  of  what  I  am  saying,  for  the  cus- 
tomary sign  would  surely  have  opposed  me  had   1  been 
going  to  evil  and  not  to  good. 

Let  us  reflect  in  another  way,  and  we  shall  see  that 
there  is  great  reason  to  hope  that  death  is  a  good,  for  one 
of  two  things  :  cither  death  is  a  state  of  nothingness  and 
utter  unconsciousness,  or,  as  men  say,  there  is  a  change 
and  migration  of  the  soul  from  this  world  to  another. 
Now  if  you  suppose  that  there  is  no  consciousness,  but  a 
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sleep  like  the  sleep  of  him  who  is  undisturbed  even  by 
tiie  sight  of  dreams,  death  will  be  an  unspeakable  gain. 
For  if  a  person  were  to  select  the  night  m  which  his  sleep 
was  undisturbed  even  by  dreams,  and  were  to  compare 
with  this  the  other  days  and  nights  of  his  life,  and  then 
were  to  tell  us  how  many  days  and  nights  he  had  passed 
in  the  course  of  his  life  better  and  more  pleasantly  than 
diis  one,  I  think  that  any  man,-  I  w.H   not  say  a  private 
man,  but  even  the  great  king  will  not  find  many  such 
(lays  or  nights,  when  compared  with  the  others.     Now  if 
death  is  like  this,  I  say  that  to  die  is  gain  ;  for  eternity 
is  then  only  a  single  night.     But  if  death  is  the  journey 
to  another  place,  and  there,  as  men  say,  all  the  dead  are, 
what  good,  O  my  friends  and  judges,  can  be  greater  than 
this?     If  indeed  when  the  pilgrim  arrives  in  the  world 
below,  he  is  delivered  from   the  profes.sors  of  justice  in 
this  world,  and  finds  the  true  judges  who  are  said  to  give 
judgment  there,  Minos  and  Rhadamanthus,  and  ^acus, 
and  Triptolemus,  and  other  sons  of  God  who  were  right- 
eous in  their  own  life,  that  pilgrimage  will  be  worth 
making.     What  would  not  a  man  give  if  he  might  con- 
verse with  Orpheus  and  Musaeus  and  Hesiod  and  Homer? 
Xay,  if  this  be  true,  let  me  die  again  and  again.      I,  too, 
shall  have  a  wonderful  interest  in  a  place  where   I  can 
converse  with  Palamedes,  and  Ajax  the  son  of  Telamon, 
and  other  heroes  of  old,  who  have  suffered  death  through 
an  unjust  judgment ;  and  there  will  be  no  small  pleasure, 
as  I  think,  in  comparing  my  own  sufferings  with  theirs. 
Above  all,  I  shall  be  able  to  continue  my  search  into  true 
and  false  knowledge  ;  as  in  this  world,  so  also  in  that ;  I 
shall  find  out  who  is  wise,  and  who  pretends  to  be  wise, 
and  is  not.    What  would  not  a  man  give,  O  judges,  to  be 
Mc  to  examine  the  leader  of  the  great  Trojan  expedi- 
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tion  ;  or  Odysseus  or  Sisyphus,  or  numberless  others, 
men  and  women  too  ?  What  infinite  deHght  would  there 
be  in  conversing  with  them  and  asking  them- questions ! 
For  in  that  world  they  do  not  put  a  man  to  death  for 
this ;  certainly  not.  For  besides  being  happier  in  that 
world  than  in  this,  they  will  be  immortal,  if  what  is  said 
is  true. 

Wherefore,  O  judges,  be  of  good  cheer  about  death, 
and  know  this  of  a  truth — that  no  evil  can  happen  to  a 
good  man,  either  in  life  or  after  death.  He  and  his  are 
not  neglected  by  the  gods  ;  nor  has  my  own  approaching 
end  happened  by  mere  chance.  But  I  see  clearly  that  to 
die  and  be  released  was  better  for  me  ;  and  therefore  the 
oracle  gave  no  sign.  For  which  reason,  also,  I  am  not 
angry  with  my  accusers  or  my  condemners  ;  they  have 
done  me  no  harm,  although  neither  of  them  meant  to  do 
me  any  good  ;  and  for  this  I  may  gently  blame  them.. 

St»ll  I  have  a  favor  to  ask  of  them.  When  my  sons 
are  grown  up,  I  would  ask  you,  O  my  friends,  to  punish 
them,  and  I  would  have  you  trouble  them,  as  I  have 
troubled  you,  if  they  .seem  to  care  about  riches,  or  any- 
thing, more  than  about  virtue  ;  or  if  they  pretend  to  be 
something  when  they  are  really  nothing, — then  reprove 
them,  as  I  have  reproved  you,  for  not  caring  about  that 
for  which  they  ought  to  care,  and  thinking  that  they  are 
something  when  they  are  really  nothing.  And  'f  you  do 
this,  I  and  my  sons  will  have  received  justice  at  your 
hands. 

The  hour  of  departure  has  arrived,  and  we  go  our  vvays 
— I  to  die,  and  you  to  live.  Which  is  better  God  only 
knows. 


Be  of  good  cJicer  then,  my  dear  Crito,  and  say  that  you 
ore  burying  my  body  only.  t^on-ates,  in  the  Ph.'edo.-pi.ato, 
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jAMi:s  Anthony  Fkoude.— i8i8~  ' 

From  (l-KSAK. 

OF-Caisar  it  may  be  said  that  he  came  into  the  world 
at  a  special  time  and  for  a  special  object.  The  old  re- 
ligions were  dead,  from  the  Pillars  of  Hercules  to  the 
Euphrates  and  the  Nile,  and  the  principles  on  which  hu- 
man society  had  been  constructed  were  dead  also.  There 
remained  of  spiritual  conviction  only  the  common  and 
human  .sense  of  justice  and  morality  ;  and  out  of  this 
sense  some  ordered  .system  of  government  had  to  be  con- 
structed, under  which  quiet  men  could  live,  and  labor,  and 
eat  the  fruit  of  their  industry.  Under  a  rule  of  this  ma- 
terial kind  there  can  be  no  enthusiasm,  no  chivalry,  no 
saintly  aspirations,  no  patriotism  of  the  heroic  type.  It 
was  not  to  last  forever.  A  new  life  was  about  to  dawn 
for  mankind.  Poetry,  and  faith,  and  devotion  were  to 
spring  again  out  of  the  seeds  which  were  sleeping  in  the 
heart  of  humanity.  But  the  life  which  is  to  endure 
grows  slowly  ;  and  as  the  soil  must  be  prepared  before 
the  wheat  can  be  sown,  so  before  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven 
could  throw  up  its  shoots  there  was  needed  a  kingdom  of 
this  world  where  the  nations  were  neither  torn  in  pieces 
by  violence  nor  were  rushing  after  false  ideals  and  spuri- 
ous ambitions.  Such  a  kingdom  was  the  Empire  of  the 
Caesar.s— a  kingdom  where  peaceful  men  could  work, 
think,  and  speak  as  they  pleased,  and  travel  freely  among 
provinces  ruled  for  the  most  part  by  Gallios  who  pro- 
tected life  and  property,  and  forbade  fanatics  to  tear  each 
other  in  pieces  for  their  religious  opinions.  Tt  is  not 
l;i\\ful  for  us  to  jnit  any  man  to  death."  was   the  com- 
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plaint  of  the  Jewish  priests  to  the  Roman  governor. 
Had  liurope  and  Asia  been  covered  with  independent 
nations,  each  with  a  local  religion  represented  in  its  rul- 
ing powers,  Christianity  must  have  been  stifled  in  its 
cradle.  If  St.  Paul  had  escaped  the  Sanhedrim  at  Jer- 
usalem, he  would  have  been  torn  to  pieces  by  the  silver- 
smiths at  Ephesus.  The  appeal  to  Caisar's  judrymcnt- 
seat  was  the  shield  of  his  mission,  and  alone  made  po.s- 
sible  his  success. 
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John  Ruskin  —1819- 
Frotn  Sesamk  and  Lilies. 

And  now,  returning  to  the  broader  question  what  these 
arts  and  labors  of  life  have  to  teach  us  of  its  mystery, 
this  is  the  first  of  their  lessons — that  the  more  beautiful 
the  art,  the  more  it  is  essentially  the  work  of  people  who 
feel  themselves  wrong; — who  are  striving  for  the  fulfil- 
ment of  a  law,  and  the  grasp  of  a  loveliness,  which  they 
have  not  yet  attained,  which  they  feel  5ven  farther  and 
farther  from  attaining,  the  more  they  strive  for  it.  And 
yet,  in  still  deeper  sense,  it  is  the  work  of  people  whn 
know  also  that  they  are  right.  The  very  sense  of  inevi- 
table error  from  their  purpose  marks  the  perfectness  of 
that  purpose,  and  the  continued  sense  of  failure  arises 
from  the  continued  opening  of  the  eyes  more  clearly  to 
all  the  sacredest  laws  of  truth. 

This  is  one  lesson.  The  second  is  a  very  plain,  and 
greatly  precious  one,  nameiy  : — that  whenever  the  arts 
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and  labors  of  life  are  fulfilled  in  this  spirit  of  striving 
a<(ainst  misrule,  and  doing  whatever  we  have  to  do,  honor- 
ably and  perfectly,  they  invariably  bring  happiness,  as 
much  as  seems  possible  to  the  nature  of  man.  In  all  other 
paths,  by  which  that  happiness  is  pursued,  there  is  disap- 
pointment, or  destruction  :  for  ambition  and  for  passion 
there  is  no  rest— no  fruition  ;  the  fairest  pleasures  of  youth 
perish  in  a  darkness  greater  than  their  past  light  ;  and 
the  loftiest  and  purest  love  too  often  does  but  inflame  the 
cloud  of  life  with  endless  fire  of  pain.  But,  ascending 
from  lowest  to  highest,  through  every  scale  of  human  in- 
dustry, that  industry  worthily  followed,  gives  peace.  Ask 
the  laborer  in  the  field,  at  the  forge,  or  in  the  mine ;  ?isk 
the  patient,  delicate-fingered  artisan,  ot  the  strong-armed, 
fiery-hearted  worker  in  bronze,  and  in  marble,  and  with 
t'le  colors  of  light ;  and  none  of  these,  who  are  true  work- 
nen,  will  ever  tell  you,  that  they  have  found  the  law  of 
I  eaven  an  unkind  one — that  in  the  sweat  of  their  face 
they  should  eat  bread,  till  they  return  to  the  ground  ;  nor 
that  they  ever  found  it  an  unrewarded  obedience,  if,  in- 
deed, it  was  rendered  faithfully  to  the  command — "What- 
soever thy  hand  findeth  to  do — do  it  with  thy  might." 

These  are  the  two  great  and  constant  lessons  which  our 
laborers  teach  us  of  the  mystery  of  life.  But  there  is  an- 
other, and  a  sadder  one,  which  they  cannot  teach  us, 
which  we  must  read  on  their  tombstones. 

"  Do  it  with  thy  might."  There  have  been  myriads 
upon  myriads  of  human  creatures  who  have  obeyed  this 
law — who  have  put  every  breath  and  nerve  of  their  being 
into  its  toil — w1.j  have  devoted  every  hour,  and  ex- 
hausted every  faculty— who  have  bequeathed  their  unac= 
complished  thoughts  at  death — who  being  dead,  have  yet 
spoken,  by  majesty  of  memory,  and  strength  of  example. 
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And,  at  last,  what  has  all  this  "  Might "  of  humanity 
accomplished,  in  six  thousand  years  of  labor  and  sorrow  ? 
What  has  it  done  ?  Take  the  three  chief  occupations  and 
arts  of  men,  one  by  one,  and  count  their  achievements. 
Begin  with  the  first — the  lord  of  them  all — agriculture.  Six 
thousand  years  have  passed  since  we  were  set  to  till  the 
ground,  from  which  we  were  taken.  How  much  of  it  is 
tilled?  How  much  of  that  which  is,  wisely  or  well  ?  In 
the  very  centre  and  chief  garden  of  Europe — where  the 
two  forms  of  parent  Christianity  have  had  their  fortresses 
— where  the  noble  Catholics  of  the  Forest  Cantons,  and 
the  noble  Protestants  of  the  Vaudois  valleys,  have  main- 
tained, for,  dateless  ages,  their  faiths  and  liberties — there 
the  unchecked  Alpine  rivers  yet  run  v/ild  in  devastation  : 
and  the  marshes,  which  a  few  hundred  men  could  redeem 
with  a  year's  labor,  still  blast  their  helpless  inhabitants 
into  fevered  idiotism.  That  is  so,  in  the  centre  of  Europe  ! 
While,  on  the  near  coast  of  Africa,  once  the  Garden  of  the 
Hesperides,  an  Arab  woman,  but  a  few  sunsets  since,  ate 
her  child,  for  famine.  And,  with  all  the  treasures  of  the 
East  at  our  feet,  we,  in  our  own  dominion,  could  not  find 
a  few  grains  of  rice,  for  a  people  that  asked  of  us  no  more  ; 
but  stood  by,  and  saw  fiVe  hundred  thousand  of  them 
perish  of  hunger.  ' 

Then,  after  agriculture,  the  art  of  kings,  take  the  next 
head  of  human  arts — weaving  ;  the  art  of  queens,  hon- 
ored of  all  noble  Heathen  women,  in  the  person  of  their 
virgin  goddess — honored  of  all  Hebrew  women,  by  the 
word  of  their  wisest  king — "  She  layeth  her  hands  to  ihe 
spindle,  and  her  hands  hold  the  distaff ;  she  strctcheth 
out  her  hand  to  the  poor.  She  is  not  afraid  of  the  snow 
for  her  household,  for  all  her  household  are  clothed  with 
scarlet.      She  maketn  herself  covering  of  tapestry,  her 
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clothing  is  silk  and  purple.  She  maketh  fine  linen,  and 
sellcth  it,  and  delivereth  girdles  to  the  merchant."  What 
have  vve  done  in  all  these  thousands  of  years  with  this 
bright  art  of  Greek  maid  and  Christian  matron  ?  Six 
thousand  years  of  weaving,  and  have  we  learned  to 
weave?  Might  not  every  naked  wall  have  been  purple 
with  tapestry,  and  every  feeble  breast  fenced  with  sweet 
colors* from  the  cold?  What  have  we  done?  Our  finders 
are  too  few,  it  seems,  to  twist  together  .some  poor  covering 
for  our  bodies.  We  set  our  streams  to  work  for  us,  and 
choke  the  air  with  fire,  to  turn  our  spinning-wheels, — and 
— are  ive yet  clothed?  Are  not  the  streets  of  the  capitals 
of  Europe  foul  with  the  sale  of  cast  clouts  and  rotten 
rags?  Is  not  the  beauty  of  your  sweet  children  left  in 
wretchedness  of  disgrace,  while,  with  better  honor,  nature 
clothes  the  brood  of  the  bird  in  its  nest,  and  the  suckling 
of  the  wolf  in  her  den  ?  And  does  not  every  winter's 
snow  robe  what  you  have  not  robed,  and  shroud  what 
you  have  not  shrouded  ;  and  every  winter's  wind  bear  up 
to  heaven  its  wasted  souls,  to  witness  against  you  here- 
after, by  the  voice  of  their  Christ, — "  I  was  naked,  and 
ye  clothed  me  not "  ? 

Lastly — take  the  Art  of  Building — the  strongest — 
proudest — most  orderly — most  enduring  of  the  arts  of 
man,  that  of  which  the  produce  is  in  the  surest  manner 
accumulative,  and  need  not  perish,  or  be  replaced  ;  but  if 
once  well  done  will  stand  more  strongly  than  the  unbal- 
anced rocks — more  prevalently  than  the  crumbling  hills 
The  art  which  is  associated  with  all  civic  pride  and  sacred 
principle  ;  with  which  men  record  their  power — satisfy 
their  enthusiasm — make  sure  their  defence — define  and 
make  dear  their  habitation.  And,  in  six  thousand  years 
of  building,  what  have  we  done  ?     Of  the  greater  part  of 
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all  that  skill  and  strength,  no  vestige  is  left,  but  fallen 
stones,  that  encumber  ^he  fields  and  impede  the  streams. 
But  from  this  waste  of  disorder,  and  of  time,  and  of  rage, 
what  is  left  to  us  ?  Constructive  and  progressive  crea- 
tures, that  we  are,  with  ruling  brains,  and  forming  hands, 
capable  of  fellowship,  and  thirsting  for  fame,  can  we  not 
contend,  in  comfort,  with  the  insects  of  the  forest,  or,  in 
achievement,  with  the  worm  of  the  sea  ?  The  white  surf 
rages  in  vain  against  the  ramparts  built  by  poor  atoms  of 
scarcely  nascent  life  ;  but  only  ridges  of  formless  ruin 
mark  the  places  where  once  dwelt  our  noblest  multitudes. 
The  ant  and  the  mothhavecells  for  each  of  their  young,but 
our  little  oijies  lie  in  festering  heaps,  in  hohies  that  con- 
sume them  like  graves  ;  and  night  b;^  night,  from  the  cor- 
ners of  our  streets,  rises  up  the  cry  of  the  homeless — "  I 
was  a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me  not  in." 

Must  it  be  always  thus?  Is  our  life  forever  to  be  with- 
out profit — without  possession  ?  Shall  the  strength  of 
its  generations  be  as  barren  as  death  ;  or  cast  away  their 
labor,  as  the  wild  fig-tree  casts  her  untimely  figs  ?  Is  it 
all  a  dream  then — the  desire  of  the  eyes  and  the  pride 
of  life — or,  if  it  be,  might  we  not  live  in  nobler  dream 
than  this  ?  The  poets  and  prophets,  the  wise  men,  and 
the  scribes,  though  they  have  told  us  nothing  about  a  life 
to  come,  have  told  us  much  about  the  life  that  is  now. 
They  have  had — they  also, — their  dreams,  and  we  have 
laughed  at  them.  They  have  dreamed  of  mercy,  and  of 
justice  ;  they  have  dreamed  of  peace  and  good-will  ;  they 
have  dreamed  of  labor  undisappointed,  and  of  rest  undis- 
turbed ;  they  have  dreamed  of  fulness  in  harvest,  and 
overflowing  in  store  ;  they  have  dreamed  of  wisdom  in 
council,  and  of  providence  in  law  ;  of  gladness  of  parents, 
and  strength  of  children,  and  glory  o^  -^ray  hairs.     And 
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at  these  visions  of  theirs  we  have  mocked,  and  held 
them  for  idle  and  vain,  unreal  and  unaccomplishable. 
What  have  wc  accomplished  with  our  realities  ?  Is  this 
what  has  come  of  our  worldly  wisdom,  tried  against  their 
folly?  this  our  mightiest  possible,  against  their  impotent 
ideal  ?  or  have  we  only  wandered  among  the  spectra  of  a 
baser  felicity,  and  chased  phantoms  of  the  tombs,  instead 
of  visions  of  the  Almighty  ;  and  walked  after  the  imagi- 
nations of  our  evil  hearts,  instead  of  after  the  counsels 
of  Eternity,  until  our  lives — not  in  the  likeness  of  the 
cloud  of  heaven,  but  of  the  smoke  of  hell — have  become 
"  as  c.  vapor,  that  appeareth  for  a  little  time,  and  then 
vanisheth  away  "  ? 

Does  it  vanish  then  ?  Are  you  sure  of  that  ? — sure, 
that  the  nothingness  of  the  grave  will  be  a  rest  from  this 
troubled  nothingness  ;  and  that  the  coiling  shadow, 
which  disquiets  itself  in  vain,  cannot  change  into  the 
smoke  of  the  torment  that  ascends  forever  ?  Will  any 
answer  that  they  are  sure  of  it,  and  that  there  is  no  fear, 
nor  hope,  nor  desire,  nor  labor,  whither  they  go  ?  Be  it 
so  ;  will  you  not,  then,  make  as  sure  of  the  Life,  that  now 
is.  as  you  are  of  the  Death  that  is  to  come  ?  Your  hearts 
are  wholly  in  this  world — will  you  not  give  them  to  it 
wisely,  as  well  as  perfectly  ?  And  see,  first  of  all,  that  you 
have  hearts,  and  sound  hearts,  too,  to  give.  Because  you 
have  no  heaven  to  look  for,  is  that  any  reason  that  you 
should  remain  ignorant  of  this  wonderful  and  infinite  earth, 
which  is  firmly  and  instantly  given  you  in  possession  ? 
Although  your  days  are  numbered,  and  the  following 
darkness  sure,  is  it  necessary  that  you  should  share  the 
degradation  of  the  brute,  because  you  are  condemned  to 
its  mortality  ;  or  live  the  life  of  the  moth,  and  of  the 
worm,  because  you  are  to  companion  them  in  the  dust? 
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Not  so  ;  we  may  have  but  a  few  thousands  of  days  to 
spend,  perhaps  hundreds  only — perhaps  tens  ;  nay,  the 
longest  of  our  time  and  best,  looked  back  on,  will  be  but 
as  a  moment,  as  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  ;  still,  we  arc- 
men,  not  insects  ;  we  are  living  spirits,  not  passing  clouds. 
"  He  maketh  the  winds  His  messengers  ;  the  momentary 
fire.  His  minister  ;  "  and  shall  we  do  less  than  tliese  ? 
Let  us  do  the  work  of  men  while  we  bear  the  form  of 
them  ;  and,  as  we  snatch  our  narrow  portion  of  time  out 
of  Eternity,  snatch  also  our  narrow  inheritance  of  pas- 
sion out  of  Immortality — even  though  our  lives  be  as  a 
vapor,  that  appeareth  for  a  little  time,  and  then  vanishcth 
away.  , 

But  there  are  some  of  you  who  believe  not  this — who 
think  this  cloud  of  life  has  no  such  ciose — that  it  is  to 
float,  revealed  and  illumined,  upon  the  floor  of  heaven, 
in  the  day  when  He  cometh  with  clouds,  and  every  eye 
shall  see  Him.  Some  day,  you  believe,  within  these  five, 
or  ten,  or  twenty  years,  for  every  one  of  us  the  judgment 
will  be  set,  and  the  books  opened.  If  that  be  true,  far 
more  than  that  must  be  true.  Is  there  but  one  day  of 
judgment?  Why,  for  us  every  day  is  a.  day  of  judg- 
ment— every  day  is  a  Dies  Irae,  and  writes  its  irrevocable 
verdict  in  the  flame  of  its  West.  Think  you  that  judg- 
ment waits  till  the  doors  of  the  grave  are  opened  ?  It 
waits  at  the  doors  of  your  houses — it  waits  at  the  corners 
of  your  streets  ;  we  are  in  the  midst  of  judgment — the 
insects  that  we  crush  are  our  judges — the  moments  we 
fret  away  are  our  judges — the  elements  that  feed  us, 
judge,  as  they  minister — and  the  pleasures  that  deceive 
us,  judge  as  they  indulge.  Let  us,  for  our  lives,  do  the 
work  of  Men  while  we  bear  the  Form  of  them,  if  indeed 
tho.       -'es  are  Not  as  a  vapor,  and  do  Not  vanish  away. 
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James  Rl'Ssfxl  Lowkll.  -1819- 
/''rom  IAy  Gakden  Acquaintance, 

The  return  of  the  robin  is  commonly  anriounced  by 
the  newspapers,  like  that  of  eminent  or  notorious  people 
to  a  watering-place,  as  the  first  authentic  notification  of 
spring.  And  such  his  appearance  in  the  orchard  and 
garden  undoubtedly  is.  But,  in  spite  of  his  name  of 
migratory  thrush,  he  .stays  with  us  all  winter,  and  I  have 
seen  him  when  the  thermometer  marked  15  degrees 
below  zero  of  Fahrenheit,  armed  impregnably  within, 
like  Emerson's  Titmouse,  and  as  cheerful  as  he.  The 
robin  has  a  bad  reputation  among  people  who  do  not 
value  themselves  less  for  being  fond  of  cherries.  There 
is,  I  admit,  a  spice  of  vulgarity  in  him,  and  his  song  is 
rather  of  the  Bloomfield  sort,  too  largely  ballasted  with 
p.-ose.  His  ethics  are  of  the  Poor  Richard  .s^-hool,  and 
the  main  chance  which  calls  forth  all  his  energy  is  alto- 
gether of  the  belly.  He  never  has  those  fine  intervals  of 
lunacy  into  which  his  cousins,  the  catbird  and  the  mavis, 
are  apt  to  fall.  But  for  a'  that  and  twice  as  muckle  's  a' 
that,  I  would  not  exchange  him  for  all  the  cherries  that 
ever  came  out  of  Asia  Minor.  With  whatever  faults,  he 
has  not  wholly  forfeited  that  superiority  which  belongs 
to  the  children  of  nature.  He  has  a  finer  taste  in  fruit 
than  could  be  distilled  from  many  successive  comtnittees 
of  the  Horticultural  Society,  and  he  cats  with  a  relishing 
:^ulp  not  inferior  to  Dr.  Johnson's.  He  feels  and  freely 
exercises  his  right  of  eminent  domain.  His  is  the  eaH'est 
mess  of  green  peas  ;  his  all  the  mulberries  I  had  fancied 
mine.     But  if  he  get  also  the  lion's  .share  of  the  rasp- 
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berries,  he  is  a  great  planter,  and  sows  those  wild  ones  in 
the  woods,  that  solace  the  pedestrian  and  give  a  mo- 
mentary calm  even  to  the  jaded  victims  of  the  Wh'tc 
Hills.  He  keeps  a  strict  eye  over  one's  fruit,  and  knows 
to  a  shade  of  purple  when  your  grap  s  have  cooked  long 
enough  in  the  sun.  During  a  severe  drought  a  few  years 
ago,  the  robins  wholly  vanished  from  my  garden.  I 
neither  saw  nor  heard  one  for  three  weeks.  Meanwhile 
a  small  foreign  grape-vine,  rather  shy  of  bearing,  seemed 
to  find  the  dusty  air  congenial,  and,  dreaming  perhaps 
of  its  sweet  Argos  across  the  sea,  decked  itself  with  a 
score  or  so  of  fair  bunches.  I  watched  them  from  day 
to  day  till  ,they  should  have  secreted  sugar  enough  from 
the  sunbeams,  and  at  last  made  up  my  mind  that  I  would 
celebrate  my  vintage  the  next  morning.  But  the  robins 
too  had  somehow  kept  note  of  them.  They  must  have 
.sent  out  spies,  as  did  the  Jews  into  the  promised  land, 
before  I  was  stirring.  When  I  went  with  my  basket,  at 
least  a  dozen  of  these  winged  vintagers  bustled  out  from 
among  the  leaves,  and  alighting  on  the  nearest  trees  in- 
terchanged some  shrill  remarks  about  me  of  a  derogatory 
nature.  They  had  fairly  sacked  the  vine.  Not  Welling- 
ton's veterans  made  cleaner  work  of  a  Spanish  town  ;  not 
Federals  or  Confederates  were  ever  more  impartial  in 
the  confiscation  of  neutral  chickens.  I  was  keeping  my 
grapes  a  secret  to  surprise  the  fair  Fidele  with,  but  the 
robins  made  them  a  profounder  secret  to  her  than  I  had 
meant.  The  tattei  I  remnant  of  a  single  bunch  was  all 
my  han'^est-hofne.  How  paltry  it  looked  at  the  bottom 
of  my  basket, — as  if  a  humming-bird  had  laid  her  egg 
in  an  eagle's  nest !  I  could  not  help  laughing  ;  and  the 
robins  seemed  tO  join  heartily  in  the  merriment.  There 
was  a  native  grape-vine  close  by,  blue  with  its  less  refined 
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abundance,  but  my  cunning  thioves  preferred  the  foreign 
flavor.     Could  I  tax  them  with  want  of  taste  ? 

The  robins  are  not  good  solo  singers,  but  their  chorus, 
as,  hke  primitive  fire-worshi^jpers,  they  hall  the  return  of 
light  and  warmth  to  the  world,  is  unrivalled.  There  are 
a  hundred  singing  like  one.  They  are  noisy  enough 
then  and  sing,  as  poets  should,  with  no  afterthought. 
But  when  they  come  aftei  cherries  to  the  tree  near  my 
window,  they  muffle  their  voices,  and  their  faint  pip,  pipy 
pop  !  sounds  far  away  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  where 
they  know  I  shall  not  suspect  them  of  robbing  the  great 
black-walnut  of  its  bitter-rinded  store.*  They  are 
feathered'  Pecksniffs,  to  be  sure,  but  then  how  br-ghtly 
their  breasts,  that  look  rather  shabby  in  the  sunlight, 
shine  in  a  rainy  day  against  the  dark  green  of  the  fringe- 
tree  !  After  they  have  pinched  and  shaken  all  the  life 
out  of  an  earthworm,  as  Italia-^  '^ooks  pound  all  the 
spirit  out  of  a  steak,  and  then  guiped  him,  they  stand  up 
in  honest  self-confidence,  expand  their  red  waistcoats 
with  the  virtuous  air  of  a  lobby  member,  and  outface 
you  with  an  eye  that  calmly  challenges  inquiry.  "  Do  / 
look  like  a  bird  that  knows  the  flavor  of  raw  vermin  ?  I 
throw  myself  upon  a  jury  of  my  peers.  Ask  any  robin 
if  he  ever  ate  anything  less  ascetic  than  me  frugal  berry 
of  the  juniper,  and  he  will  answer  that  his  vow  forbids 
him."  Can  such  an  open  bosom  cover  such  depravity  ? 
Alas,  yes  !  I  have  no  doubt  his  breast  was  redder  at 
that  very  moment  with  the  blood  of  my  i  ^.spberries.  On 
the  whole,  he  is  a  doubtful  friend  in  the  garden.  He 
makes  his  dessert  of  all  kinds  of  berries,  and  is  not  averse 


*  The  5creech-owl,  whose  cry,  despite  his  ill  name,  is  one  of  the  sweetest 
sounds  in  nature,  softens  his  voice  in  the  same  way  with  the  most  beguiling 
mockery  of  distance..— Author's  Note. 
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from  early  pears.  But  when  we  remember  how  omni- 
vorous he  is,  eating  his  own  weight  in  an  incredibly  short 
time,  and  that  Nature  seems  exhaustlcss  in  her  invention 
of  new  insects  hostile  to  vegetation,  perhaps  we  may 
reckon  that  he  does  more  good  than  harm.  For  my  own 
part,  I  would  rather  have  his  cheerfulness  and  kind  neigh- 
borhood than  many  berries. 


LXXXIX.     THE  OLD  CRADLE. 


l'"Kr.i)i:Ki(K  Locker. — 1821- 

And  this  was  your  Cradle  ?  Why,  surely,  my  Jenny, 
Such  cosy  dimensions  go  clearly  to  show 

You  were  an  exceedingly  small  pickaninny 
Some  nineteen  or  twenty  short  summers  ago. 

Your  baby-days  flow'd  in  a  much-troubled  channel ; 

i  see  you,  c^s  then,  in  your  impotent  strife. 
A  tight  little  bundle  of  wailing  and  flannel, 

Perplex'd  with  the  newly-found  fardel  of  Life. 

"I'o  hint  at  an  infantile  frailty's  a  scandal  ; 

Let  bygones  be  bygones,  for  somebody  knows 
It  was  bliss  such  a  Baby  to  dance  and  to  dandle, — 
Your  cheeks  were  so  dimpled,  so  rosy  your  toes. 

Ay,  here  is  your  Cradle  ;  and  Hope,  a  bright  spirit, 
With  Love  now  is  watching  beside  it,  I  know. 

They  guard  the  wee  nest  it  was  yours  to  inherit 
Some  nineteen  or  twenty  short  summers  ago. 

It  is  Hope  gilds  the  future.  Love  welcomes  it  smiling ; 
Thus  wags  this  old  world,  therefore  stay  not  to  ask, 
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"  My  future  bids  fair,  is  my  future  beguiling  ?  " 
If  mask'd,  still  it  pleases— then  raise  not  its  mask. 

Is  Life  a  poor  coil  some  would  gladly  be  doffin<^  ? 

He  is  riding  post-haste  who  their  wrongs  will  adjust  : 
For  at  most  'tis  a  footstep  from  cradle  to  coffin— 

From  a  spoonful  of  pap  to  a  mouthful  of  dust. 

U'hen  smile  as  your  future  is  smiling,  my  Jenny  ; 

I  see  you,  except  for  those  infantine  woes. 
Little  changed  since  you  were  but  a  small  pickaninny— 

Your  cheeks  were  so  dimpled,  so  rosy  your  toes  ! 

Ay,  here  is  your  Cradle,  much,  much  to  my  liking, 
Though  nineteen  or  twenty  long  winters  have  sped. 

Hark  !     As  I'm  talking  there's  six  o'clock  striking,— 
It  is  time  Jenny's  baby  should  be  in  its  bed. 
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Maithicw  Arnold.— 1822- 

CoLDLY,  sadly  descends 

The  autumn-evening.     The  field 

Strewn  with  its  dank  yellow  drifts 

Of  wither'd  leaves,  and  the  elms, 

Fade  into  dimness  apace. 

Silent ;  "-hardly  a  s     ut 

From  a  few  boys  late  at  their  play  ! 

The  lights  come  out  in  the  street. 

In  the  school-room  windows-  -but  cold, 
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Solemn,  unlighted,  austere, 
Through  the  gathering  darkness,  arise 
The  chapel-walls,  in  whose  bound 
Thou,  my  father  !  art  laid. 

There  thou  dost  lie,  in  the  gloom 
C"  the  autumn  evening.     But  ah  ! 
That  word,  gloom ^  to  my  mine 
Brings  thee  back  in  the  light 
Of  thy  radiant  vigor  again  ; 
In  the  gloom  of  November  we  pass'd 
Days  not  dark  at  thy  side  ; 
Seasons  impair'd  not  the  ray 
Of  thy  buoyant  cheerfulness  clear. 
'  Such  thou  wast !  and  I  stand 
In  the  autumn  evening,  and  think 
Of  bygone  autumns  with  thee. 

Fifteen  years  have  gone  round 
Since  thou  arosest  to  tread. 
In  the  summer-morning,  the  road 
Of  death,  at  a  call  unforeseen, 
Sudden.     For  fifteen  years, 
We  who  till  then  in  thy  shade 
Rested  as  under  tne  boughs 
Of  a  mighty  oak,^  have  endured 
Sunshine  and  rain  as  we  might, 
Bare,  unshaded,  alone, 
Lacking  the  shelter  of  thee. 

O  strong  soul,  by  what  shore 
Tarriest  thou  now  ?     For  that  force, 
Surely,  has  not  been  left  vain  ! 
Somewhere,  surely,  afar, 
In  the  sounding  labor-house  vast 
Of  being,  is  jjractis'd  that  strength, 
Zealous,  beneficent,  firm  ! 
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Yes,  in  some  far-shining  si)here, 
Conscious  or  not  of  the  past, 
Still  thou  performest  the  word 
Of  the  Spirit  in  whom  thou  dost  live- 
Prompt,  unwearied,  as  here  ! 
Still  thou  upraisest  with  zeal 
The  humble  good  from  the  ground, 
Sternly  repressest  the  bad  ! 
Still,  like  a  trumpet,  dost  rouse 
Those  who  with  half-open  eyes 
Tread  the  border-land  dim 
'Twixt  vice  and  virtue  \  reviv'st, 
Succorest  ! — this  was  thy  work, 
This  was  thy  life  upon  earth. 
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What  is  the  course  of  the  life 
Of  mortal  men  on  the  earth  ? — 
Most  men  eddy  about 
Here  and  there — eat  and  drink, 
Chatter  and  love  and  hate. 
Gather  and  squander,  are  rais'd 
Aloft,  are  hurl'd  in  the  dust. 
Striving  blindly,  achieving 
Nothing  ;  and  then  they  die- 
Perish — and  no  one  asks 
Who  or  what  they  have  been, 
More  than  he  asks  what  waves, 
In  the  moonlit  solitudes  mild 
Of  the  midmost  Ocean,  have  swell'd, 
Foam'd  for  a  moment,  and  gone. 


If . 
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And  there  are  some,  whom  a  thirst 
Ardent,  unquenchable,  fires. 
Not  with  the  crowd  to  be  spent, 
Not  without  aim  to  lio  round 
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In  an  eddy  of  purposeless  dust 
Effort  unmeaning  and  vain. 
Ah  yes  !  some  of  us  strive 
Not  without  action  to  die 
Fruitless,  but  something  to  snatch 
From  dull  oblivion,  nor  all 
Glut  the  devouring  grave  ! 
We,  we  have  chosen  our  path — 
Path  to  a  clear-purpos'd  goal, 
Path  of  advance  ! — but  it  leads 
A  long,  steep  journey,  through  sunk 
Gorges,  o'er  mountains  in  snow. 
Cheerful,  with  friends,  we  set  forth  - 
,Then,  on  the  height,  comes  the  storm. 
Thunder  crashes  from  rock 
To  rock,  the  cataracts  reply  ; 
Lightnings  dazzle  our  eyes  ;. 
Roaring  torrents  have  breach'd 
The  track,  the  stream-bed  descends 
In  the  ])lace  where  the  wayfarer  once 
Planted  his  footstep — the  spray 
Boils  o'er  its  borders  !  aloft 
The  unseen  snow-beds  dislodge 
Their  hanging  ruin  !  — alas, 
Havoc  is  made  in  our  train  ! 
Friends,  who  set  forth  at  our  side, 
Falter,  are  lost  in  the  storm. 
We,  we  only  are  left  I — 
With  frowning  foreheads,  with  lips 
Sternly  compressed,  we  strain  on. 
On — and  at  nightfall  at  last 
Come  to  the  end  of  our  way. 
To  the  lonely  inn  'mid  the  rocks  •, 
^Vhere  the  gaunt  and  taciturn  host 
Stands  on  the  threshold,  the  wind 
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Shaking  his  thin  white  hairs — 
Holds  his  lantern  to  scan 
Our  storm-beat  figures,  and  asks  : 
Whom  in  our  party  we  bring  ? 
Whom  we  have  left  in  the  snow  ? 


Sadly  we  answer  :  We  bring 
Only  ourselves  !  we  lost 
Sight  of  the  rest  in  the  storm. 
Hardly  ourselves  we  fought  through, 
Stripp'd,  without  friends,  as  we  are. 
Friends,  companions,  and  train, 
The  avalanche  swept  from  our  side. 

But  thou  would'st  not  alone 
Be  saved,  my  father  !  alone 
Conquer  and  come  to  thy  goal, 
Leaving  the  rest  in  the  wild. 
We  were  weary,  and  we 
Fearful,  and  we  in  our  march 
Fain  to  drop  down  and  to  die. 
Still  thou  turnedst,  and  still 
Beckonedst  the  trembler,  and  still 
Gavest  the  weary  thy  hand. 
If,  in  the  paths  of  the  world. 
Stones  might  have  wounded  thy  feet, 
Toil  or  dejection  have  tried 
Thy  spirit,  of  that  we  saw 
Nothing — to  us  thou  wast  still 
Cheerful,  and  helpful,  and  firm ! 
Therefore  to  thee  it  was  given 
Many  to  save  with  thyself; 
And,  at  the  end  of  thy  day, 
O  faithful  shepherd  !  to  come. 
Bringing  thy  sheep  in  thy  hand. 
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And  through  thee  I  believe 

In  the  noble  and  great  who  are  gone  ; 

Pure  souls  honor'd  and  blest 

By  former  ages,  who  else — 

Such,  so  soulless,  so  poor. 

Is  the  race  of  men  whom  I  see — 

Seem'd  but  a  dream  of  the  heart, 

Seem'd  but  a  cry  of  desire. 

Yes  !  I  believe  that  there  liv'd 

Others  like  thee  in  the  past. 

Not  like  the  men  of  the  crowd 

Who  all  round  me  to-day 

Bluster  or  cringe,  and  make  life 

Hideous,  and  arid,  and  vile  ; 

But  souls  temper'd  with  fire, 

Fervent,  heroic,  and  good, 

Helpers  and  friends  of  mankind. 

Servants  of  God  ! — or  sons 
Shall  I  not  call  you  ?  because 
Not  as  servants  ye  knew 
Your  Father's  innermost  mind. 
His,  who  unwillingly  sees 
One  of  his  little  ones  lost — 
Yours  is  the  praise,  if  mankind 
Hath  not  as  yet  in  its  march 
Fainted,  and  fallen,  and  died  ! 

See  !    In  the  rocks  of  the  world 

Marches  the  host  of  mankind, 

A  feeble,  wavering  line. 

Where  are  they  tending  ? — A  God 

Marshall'd  them,  gave  them  their  goal. 

Ah,  but  the  way  is  so  long ! 

Years  they  have  been  in  the  wild  ! 
Sore  thirst  plagues  thein,  the  rocks, 
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Rising  all  round,  overawe  ; 
Factions  divide  them,  their  host 
Threatens  to  break,  to  dissolve, — ■ 
Ah,  keep,  keep  them  combined  I 
Else,  of  the  myriads  who  fill 
That  army,  not  one  shall  arrive  ; 
Sole  they  shall  stray ;  on  the  rocks 
Batter  forever  in  vain. 
Die  one  by  one  in  the  waste. 

Then,  in  such  hour  of  need 
Of  your  fainting,  dispirited  race, 
Ye.  like  angels,  appear, 
Radiant  with  ardor  divine. 
Beacons  of  hope,  ye  appear  ! 
Languor  is  not  in  your  heart, 
Weakness  is  not  in  your  word, 
Weariness  not  on  your  brow. 
Ye  alight  in  our  van  !  at  your  voice, 
Panic,  despair,  flee  away. 
Ye  move  through  the  ranks,  recall 
The  stragglers,  refresh  the  outworn, 
Praise,  re-inspire  the  brave. 
Order,  courage,  return ; 
Eyes  rekindling,  and  prayers, 
Follow  your  steps  as  ye  go. 
Ye  fill  up  the  gaps  in  our  files, 
Strengthen  the  wavering  line, 
Stablish,  continue  our  march, 
On,  to  the  bound  of  the  waste, 
On,  to  the  City  of  God. 
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What  hiow  we  greater  than  the  soul  1 

On  God  and  Godlike  men  we  build  our  trust. 

Tennyson. 
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XCI.    IN  THE  ORILLIA  WOODS. 


CllAKI.ES  SANGSTER. — 1822- 

My  footsteps  press  where,  centuries  ago, 
The  Red  Men  fought  and  conquer'd ;  lost  and  won. 
Whole  tribes  and  races,  gone  like  last  year's  snow, 
Have  found  the  Eternal  Hunting-Cirounds,  and  run 
The  fiery  gauntlet  of  their  active  days. 
Till  few  are  left  to  tell  the  mournful  tale  : 
And  these  inspire  us  with  such  wild  amaze 
They  seem  like  spectres  passing  down  a  vale 
Steep'd  in  uncertain  moonlight,  on  their  way 
Towards  some  bourn  where  darkness  blinds  the  day, 
And  night  is  wrapp'd  in  mystery  jjrofound. 
We  cannot  lift  the  mantle  of  the  past  : 
We  seem  to  wander  over  hallow'd  ground  : 
We  scan  the  trail  of  Thought,  but  all  is  overcast. 


There  was  a  time — and  that  is  all  we  know ! 
No  record  lives  of  their  ensanguined  deeds  : 
The  past  seems  palsied  with  some  giant  blow, 
And  grows  the  more  obscure  on  what  it  feeds. 
A  rotted  fragment  of  a  human  leaf ; 
A  few  stray  skulls  ;  a  heap  of  human  bones  ! 
These  are  the  records — the  traditions  brief — 
'Twere  easier  far  to  read  the  speechless  stones. 
The  fierce  Ojibwas,  with  tornado  force, 
vStriking  white  terror  to  t.ie  hearts  of  braves  ! 
The  mighty  Hurons,  rolling  on  their  course. 
Compact  and  steady  as  the  ocean  waves  ! 
The  firey  Iroquoi';,  a  warrior  host  ! 
\\\\o  were  they  ? — Whence  ? — And  why  ?  no  human 
tongue  can  boast  ! 
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GoLDwiN  Smith.— 1823- 
Frovi  (Jovvi'ER. 

The  world  into  which  Cowpcr  came  was  one  very  ad- 
verse to  him,  and  at  the  same  time  very  much  in  need  of 
him.  It  was  a  world  from  which  the  spirit  of  poetry 
seemed  to  have  fled.  There  could  be  no  stronger  proof 
of  this  than  the  occupation  of  the  throne  of  Spenser, 
Shakespeare,  and  Milton,  by  the  arch-versifier  Pope.  The 
Revolution  of  1688  was  glorious,  but  unlike  the  Puritan 
Revolution  which  it  followed,  and  in  the  political  sphere 
partly  ratified,  it  was  profoundly  prosaic.  Spiritual  re- 
ligion, the  source  of  Puritan  grandeur  and  of  the  poetry 
of  Milton,  was  almost  extinct;  there  was  not  much  more 
of  it  among  the  Nonconformists,  who  had  now  become  to 
a  great  extent  mere  Whigs,  with  a  decided  Unitarian 
tendency.  The  Church  was  little  better  than  a  political 
force  cultivated  and  manipulated  by  political  leaders  for 
their  own  purposes.  The  Bishops  were  either  politicians, 
or  theological  polemics  collecting  trophies  of  victory  over 
free-thinkers  as  titles  to  higher  preferment  The  inferior 
clergy  as  a  body  were  far  nearer  in  character  to  Trulliber 
than  to  Dr.  Primrose  ;  coarse,  sordid,  neglectful  of  their 
duties,  shamelessly-addicted  to  sinecurism  and  pluralities, 
fanatics  in  their  Toryism  and  '--  -.ttachment  to  their  cor- 
porate privileges,  cold,  rational;.. ':ic.  and  almost  heathen 
in  their  preachings,  if  they  preached  at  all.  The  society 
of  the  day  is  mirrored  in  the  pictures  of  Hogarth  in  the 
works  of  Fielding  and  Smollett  ;  hard  and  neartless 
polish    was    the  best  of  it ;    and  not  a    little    of  it  was 
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Marriage  a  la  Mod,.     Chesterfield,  with  his  soulless  cul- 
ture, his  court  ^rraces,  and  his  fashionable  immoralities 
was  about  the  hi-hest  type  of  an  J^:ncrlish  gentlema-i  • 
but  the  VVilkescs,  Potters,  and  Sandw-hes,  whose  mania 
for   vice   culminated  in  the   Hell-fire  Club,    were    more 
numerous  than  the  Chesterfields.     Among    the  country 
squires,  for  one  Allworthy,  or  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  there 
were    many    Westerns.      Among   the   common    people 
religion  was  almost  extinct,  and  assuredly  no  new  moral- 
ity or  sentiment,  such  as  Positivists  now  promise,  had 
taken  its  place.     Sometimes  tho  rustic  thought  for  him- 
self, and  scepticism  took  formal  possession  of  his  mind  • 
but,  as  we  ^e  from  one  of  Cowper's  letters,  it  was  a 
coarse  scepticism  which    desired  to  be   buried  with  its 
hounds.     Ignorance  and  brutality  reigned  in  the  cottage 
Drunkenness    reigned     in    palace    and    cottar^e    alike 
Gambling,    cock-fighting,    and    bull-fighting    were    the 
amusements  of  the  people.     Political   life,  which,  if  it 
had  been  pure  and  vigorous,  might  have  made  up  for  the 
absence  of  spiritual  influences,  was  corrupt  from  the  top 
of  the  scale  to  the  bottom  :  its  effect  on  national  charac- 
ter IS  portrayed  in  Hogarth's  E/ection.     That  property 
had  Its  duties  as  well  as  its  rights,  nobody  had  yet  ven- 
tured  to  say  or  think.     The  duty  of  a  gentleman  to- 
wards his  own  class  was   to  pay  his  debts  of  honor,  and 
to  fight  a  duel  whenever  he  was  challenged  by  one  of  his 
own  order  ;  towards  the  lower  class  his  duty  was  none. 
Though  the  forms  of  government  were  elective,  and  Covv- 
per  gives  us  a  description  of  the  candidate  at  election 
time  obsequiously  soliciting  votes,  society  was  intensely 
aristocratic,  and  each  rank  was  divided  from  that  below 
It  by  a  sharp  line  which  precluded  brotherhood  or  sym- 
pathy.    Says  the  Duchess  of  Buckingham  to  Lady  Hun- 


IN  THE  EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY. 


4ri 


tin^rdon,  who  had  asked  her  to  come  and  hear  VVhileficId, 
"  I  thank  your  ladyship  for  the  information  concerning 
the  Methodist  preachers  ;  their  doctrines  are  most  repul- 
sive, and  strongly  tinctured  with  disrespect  towards  their 
superiors,  in  perpetually  endeavoring  to  level  all  ranks 
and  Jo  away  with  all  distinctions.     It  is  monstrous  to 
be  told  you  have  a  heart  as  sinful  as  the  common  wretches 
that  crawl  on  the  earth.     1  his  is  highly  offensive  and 
insultmg  ;   and   I    cannot  but  wonder  that   your  lady- 
ship should  relish  any  sentiments  so  much  at  variance 
with   high    rank  and  good  breeding      I    shall    be  most 
happy  to  come  and  hear  your  favorite  preacher."     Her 
Grace's  sentiments  towards  the  common  wretches  that 
crawl  on  the  earth  were  shared,  we  may  be  sure,  by  her 
Grace's  waiting-maid.     Of  humanity  there  was  as  little 
as  there  was  of  religion.     It  was  the  age  of  the  criminal 
law  which  hanged  men  for  petty  thefts,  of  life  long  im- 
prisonment for  debt,  of  the  stocks  and  the  pillory,  of  a 
Temple  Bar  garnished  with  the  heads  of  traitors,  of  the 
unreformed  prison  .system,  of  the  press-gang,  of  unre- 
strained tyranny  and  savagery  at  public  schools.     That 
the  slave  trade  was  iniquitous  hardly  any  one  suspected  ; 
even  men  who  deemed  themselves  religious  took  part  in 
it  without  scruple.     But  a  change  was  at  hand,  and  a  still 
mightier  change  was  in  prospect.     At  the  time  of  Cow- 
per's  birth,  John  Wesley  was  twenty-eight,  and  Whitefield 
was  seventeen.     With  them  the  revival  of  religion,  was 
at  hand.     J(jhnson,  the  moral  reformer,  was  twenty-two. 
Howard  was  born,  and  in  less  than  a  generation  Wilber- 
force  was  to  come. 


That  is  best  blood  that  hath  most  iron  in  V 
To  edge  resolve  zvith,  pouring  without  stint 
For  ivhat  makes  manhood  dear. 

James  Russell  Lowell, 
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XCIII.     A  LIBERAL  EDUCATION. 


Thomas  Henry  Huxlky.— 1825- 
From  Lay  Sermons,  Addresses,  and  Reviews. 

Suppose  it  were  pefcctly  certain  that  the  Hfe  and  for- 
tune of  every  one  of  us  would,  one  day  or  other,  depend 
upon  his  winning  or  losing  a  game  at  chess.  Don't  you 
think  that  we  should  all  consider  it  to  be  a  primary  duty 
to  learn  at  least  the  names  and  the  moves  of  the  pieces ; 
to  have  a  notion  of  a  gambit,  and  a  keen  eye  for  all  the 
means  of  giving  and  getting  out  of  check  ?  Do  you  not 
think  that  we  jshould  look  with  a  disapprobation  amount- 
ing to  scorn,  upon  the  father  who  allowed  his  son,  or  the 
state  which  allowed  its  members,  to  grow  up  without 
knowing  a  pawn  from  a  knight  ? 

Yet  it  is  a  very  plain  and  elementary  truth,  that  the 
life,  the  fortune,  and  the  happiness  of  every  one  of  us, 
and,  more  or  less,  of  those  who  are  connected  with  us,  do 
depend  upon  our  knowing  something  of  the  rules  of  a 
game  infinitely  more  difficult  and  complicated  than  chess. 
It  is  a  game  which  has  been  played  for  untold  ages,  every 
man  and  woman  of  us  being  one  of  the  two  players  in  a 
game  of  his  or  her  own.     The  chess-board  is  the  world, 
the  pieces  are  the  phenomena  of  the  universe,  the  rules 
of  the  game  are  what  we  call  the  laws  of  Nature.     The 
player  on  the  other  side  is  hidden  from  us.     We  know 
that  his  play  is  always  fair,  just,  and  patient.     But  also 
we  know,  to  our  cost,  that  he  never  overlooks  a  mistake, 
or  makes  the  smallest  allowance  for  ignorance.     To  the 
man  who  plays  well,  the  highest  stakes  arc  paid,  with  that 
sort   of  overflowing  generosity  with   which   the  strong 
shows  delight  in  strength.       And  one  who  plays  ill  is 
checkmated — without  haste,  but  without  remorse. 
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My  metaphor  will  remind  some  Ki{  you  of  the  famous 
picture  in  which  Retzsch  has  depicted  Satan  playin^r  at 
•  chess  with  man  for  his  soul.  Substitute  for  the  mocking 
fiend  in  that  picture,  a  calm,  strong  angel,  who  is  playing 
for  love,  as  we  say,  and  would  rather  lose  than  win— and 
I  should  accept  it  as  an  image  of  human  life. 

Well,  what  I  mean  by  Education,  is  learning  the  rules 
of  this  mighty  game.  In  other  words,  education  is  the 
instruction  of  the  intellect  in  the  laws  of  Nature,  under 
which  name  I  include  not  merely  things  and  their  forces, 
but  men  and  their  ways ;  and  the  fashioning  of  the  affec- 
tions and  of  the  will  into  an  earnest  and  loving  desire  to 
move  i.i  harmony  with  those  laws.  For  me,  education 
means  neither  more  nor  less  than  this,  '\nything  which 
professes  to  call  itself  education  must  be  tried  by  this 
standard,  and  if  it  fails  to  stand  the  test,  I  will  not  call  it 
education,  whatever  may  be  the  force  of  authority,  or  of 
numbers,  upon  the  other  side. 

It  is  important  to  remember  that,  in  strictness,  there 
is  no  such  thing  as  an  uneducated  man.  Take  an  ex- 
treme case.  Suppose  that  an  adult  man,  in  the  full 
vigor  of  his  faculties,  could  be  suddenly  placed  in  the 
world,  as  Adam  is  said  to  have  been,  and  then  left  to  do 
as  he  best  might.  .  av  long  would  he  be  left  unedu- 
cated? Not  five  minutes.  Nature  would  begin  to 
teach  him,  through  the  eye,  the  ear,  the  touch,  the  pro- 
perties of  objects.  Pain  and  pleasure  would  be  at  his 
elbow  telling  him  to  do  this  and  avoid  that ;  and  by  slow 
degrees  the  man  would  receive  an  education,  which,  if 
narrow,  would  be  thorough,  real,  and  adequate  to  his 
circumstances,  though  there  would  be  no  extras  and  very 
iQwr  accomplishments. 

And  if  to  this  solitary  man  entered  a  second  Adam, 
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or,  better  still,  an  Eve,  a  new  and  greater  world,  that  of 
sociai  and  moral  phenomena,  would  be  revealed.  Joys 
and  woes,  compared  with  which  all  others  might  seem 
but  faint  shadows,  would  spring  from  the  new  relations. 
Happiness  and  sorrow  would  take  the  place  of  the  coarser 
monitors,  pleasure  and  pain  ;  but  conduct  would  still  be 
shaped  by  the  observation  of  the  natural  consequences 
of  actions  ;  or,  in  other  words,  by  the  laws  of  the  nature 
of  man. 

To  every  one  of  us  the  world  was  once  as  fresh  and 
new  as  to  Adam.  And  then,  long  before  we  were  sus- 
ceptible of  any  other  mode  of  instruction,  Nature  took 
us  in  hand,  and  every  minute  of  waking  life  brought  its 
educational  influence,  shaping  our  actions  into  rough 
accordance  with  Nature's  laws,  so  that  we  might  not  be 
ended  untimely  by  too  gross  disobedience.  Nor  should 
I  speak  of  this  process  of  education  as  past  for  any  one, 
be  he  as  old  as  he  may.  For  .every  man,  the  world  is  as 
fresh  as  it  was  at  the  first  day,  and  as  full  of  untold 
novelties  for  him  who  has  the  eyes  to  see  them.  And 
Nature  is  still  continuing  her  patient  education  of  us  in 
that  great  university,  the  universe,  of  which  we  are  all 
members — Nature  having  no  Test-Acts. 

Those  who  take  honors  in  Nature's  university,  who 
learn  the  laws  which  govern  men  and  things,  and  obc)- 
them,  arc  the  really  great  and  successful  men  in  this 
world.  The  great  mass  of  mankind  are  the  "  Poll,"  who 
pick  up  just  enough  to  get  through  without  much  dis- 
credit. Those  who  won't  learn  at  all  arc  plucked  ;  and 
then  you  can't  come  up  again.  Nature's  pluck  means 
extermination. 

Thus  the  question  of  compulsory  education  is  settled 
so  far  as  Nature  is  concerned.     Her  bill  on  that  question 
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was  framed  and  passed  long  ago.  But,  like  all  com- 
pulsory legislation,  that  of  Nature  is  harsh  and  wasteful 
in  its  operation.  Ignorance  is  visited  as  sharply  as  wilful 
disobedience — incapacity  meets  wit'i  the  same  punish- 
ment as  crime.  Nature's  discipline  is  not  even  a  word 
and  a  blow,  and  the  blow  first  ;  but  the  blow  without 
the  word.  It  is  left  to  you  to  find  out  why  your  cars  are 
boxed. 

The  object  of  what  we  commonly  call  education — that 
education  in  which  man  intervenes  and  which  I  shall 
distinguish  as  artificial  education — is  to  make  good  these 
defects  in  Nature's  methods;  to  prepare^  the  child  to  re- 
ceive Nature's  education,  neither  incapably  nor  igno- 
rantly,  nor  with  wilful  disobedience  ;  and  to  understand 
the  preliminary  symptoms  of  her  displeasure,  without 
waiting  for  the  box  on  the  ear.  In  short,  all  artificial 
education  ought  to  be  an  anticipation  of  natural  educa- 
tion. And  a  liberal  education  is  an  artificial  education, 
which  has  not  only  prepared  a  man  to  escape  the  great 
evils  of  disobedience  to  natural  laws,  but  has  trained  him 
to  appreciate  and  to  seize  upon  the  rewards  which  Nature 
scatters  with  as  free  a  hand  as  her  penalties. 

That  man,  I  think,  has  had  a  liberal  education,  who 
has  been  so  trained  in  youth  that  his  body  is  the  ready 
servant  of  his  will,  and  does  with  ease  and  pleasure  all 
the  work  that,  as  a  mechanism,  it  is  capable  of;  whose 
intellect  is  a  clear,  cold,  logic  engine,  with  all  its  parts 
of  equal  strength,  and  in  smooth  workmg  order  ;  ready, 
like  a  steam  engine,  to  be  turned  to  any  kind  of  work, 
and  spin  the  gossamers  as  well  as  forge  the  anchors  of 
the  mind  ;  whose  mind  is  stored  with  a  knowledge  of  the 
great  and  fundamental  truths  of  Nature  and  of  the  laws 
of  her  operations  ;  one,  who,  no  stunted  ascetic,  is  full  of 
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life  and  fire,  but  whose  passions  are  trained  to  come  to 
heel  by  a  vigorous  will,  the  servant  of  a  tender  con- 
science ;  who  has  learned  to  love  all  beauty,  whether  of 
Nature  or  of  art,  to  hate  all  vileness,  and  to  respect  others 
as  himself 

Such  an  one  and  no  other,  I  conceive,  has  had  a  liberal 
education  ;  for  he  is,  as  completely  as  a  man  can  be,  in 
harmony  with  Nature.  He  will  make  the  best  of  her,  and 
she  of  him.  They  will  get  on  together  rarely  ;  she  as 
his  ever  beneficent  mother  ;  he  as  her  mouth-piece,  her 
conscious  self,  her  minister  and  interpreter. 


XCIV.    TOO  LATE. 


Dinah  Makia  Mulock  CRAIK.--1826- 

CcuLD  ye  come  back  to  me,  Douglas,  Douglas, 

In  the  old  likeness  that  I  knew, 
I  would  be  so  faithful,  so  loving,  Douglas, 

Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 

Never  a  scornful  word  should  grieve  ye, 
I'd  smile  on  ye  sweet' as  the  angels  do, — 

Sweet  as  your  smile  on  me  shone  ever, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 

0  to  call  back  the  days  that  are  not  ! 

My  eyes  were  blinded,  your  words  were  few  ; 
Do  you  know  the  truth  now  up  in  heaven, 
I  )ouglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true  ? 

1  never  was  worthy  of  you,  Douglas, 

Not  half  worthy  the  like  of  you  ; 
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Now  all  men  beside  seem  to  me  like  shadows,— 
I  love;^^«,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 

Stretch  out  your  hand  to  me,  Douglas,  Douglas, 
Drop  forgiveness  from  heaven  like  dew, 

As  I  lay  my  heart  on  your  dead  heart,  Douglas, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 
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Christina  Geokgina  Rossetti.— 1830- 
"O  WHERE  are  you  going  with  your  love-locks  flowing, 

On  the  west  wind  blowing  along  this  valley  track  ?"' 
"  The  down-hill  path  is  easy,  come  with  me  an  it  please  ye, 

We  shall  escape  the  up-hill  by  never  turning  back." 

So  they  two  went  together  in  glowing  August  weather. 
The  honey-breathing  heather  lay  to  their  left  and  right  • 

And  dear  she  was  to  doat  on,  her  swift  feet  seem'd  to  float  on 
The  air  like  soft  twin  pigeons  too  sportive  to  alight. 

"  Oh,  what  is  that  in  heaven  where  grey  cloud-flakes  are  seven 
Where  blackest  clouds  hang  riven  just  at  the  rainy  skirt  ?"  ' 

"  Oh,  that's  a  meteor  sent  us,  a  message  dumb,  portentous, 
An  undecipher'd  solemn  signal  of  help  or  hurt." 

"Oh,  what  is  that  glides  quickly  where  velvet  flowers  erow 
thickly,  ^  ' 

Their  scent  comes  rich  and  sickly?"    "A  scaled  and  hooded 
worm." 

"Oh,  what's  that  in  the  hollow,  so  pale  I  quake  to  follow  ?" 
"Oh,  that's  a  thin  dead  body  which  waits  the  eternal  term." 
AA 
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Turn  again,  O  my  sweetest,— turn  again,  false  and  fleetest  : 
This  beaten  way  thou  beatest,  I  fear  is  helFs  own  track." 
Nay,  too  steep  for  hill  mounting ;  nay,  too  late  for  cost  count- 


ing 


rhis  down-hill  path  is  easy,  but  there's  no  turning  back." 


XCVI.  TOUJOURS  AMOUR. 


EUMUNI)   Cl.AKENCK  STEOMAN.  — 1833 - 

Prithee  tell  me,  Dimple-Chin, 
1  At  what  age  does  love  begin  ? 
Your  blue  eyes  have  scarcely  seen 
Summers  three,  my  fairy  queen. 
But  a  miracle  of  sweets. 
Soft  approaches,  sly  retreats, 
Show  the  little  archer  there. 
Hidden  in  your  pretty  hair  ; 
When  didst  learn  a  heart  to  win  ? 
Prithee  tell  me,  Dimple-Chin  ! 
"Oh  !"  the  rosy  lips  reply, 
"  T  can't  tell  you  if  I  try. 
'Tis  so  long  I  can't,  remember  : 
Ask  some  younger  lass  than  I." 

Tell,  O  tell  me,  (irizzled-Face, 
Do  your  heart  and  head  keep  pace  ? 
When  does  hoary  Love  expire. 
When  do  frosts  put  out  the  fire  ? 
Can  its  embers  burn  below 
AH  that  chill  December  snow  ? 
Care  you  still  soft  hands  to  press, 
Bonny  heads  to  smooth  and  bless  ? 


ENGLAND. 

When  does  Love  give  up  the  chase  ? 
Tell,  O  tell  me,  Grizzled-Face  ! 
"Ah  !"  the  wise  old  lips  reply, 
"  Youth  may  pass  and  strength  may  die  ; 
But  of  Love  I  can't  foretoken  : 
Ask  some  older  sage  than  I !" 
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Thomas  Bailey  Aldrich.— 1836- 
While  men  pay  reverence  to  mighty  things, 
They  must  revere  thee,  thou  blue-cinctured  'isle 
Of  England— not  to-day,  but  this  long  while 
In  the  front  of  nations.  Mother  of  great  kings, 
Soldiers,  and  poets.     Round  thee  the  Sea  flings 
His  steel-bright  arm,  and  shields  thee  from  the  guile 
And  hurt  of  France.     Secure,  with  august  smile, 
Thou  sittest,  and  the  East  its  tribute  brings. 
Some  say  thy  old-time  power  is  on  the  wane. 
Thy  moon  of  grandeur  fill'd,  contracts  at  length— 
They  see  it  darkening  down  from  less  to  less. 
Let  but  a  hostile  hand  make  threat  again. 
And  they  shall  see  thee  m  thy  ancient  strength. 
Each  iron  sinew  quivering,  lioness  ! 


Such  kings  of  shreds  have  ivodd  and  won  her, 

Such  crafty  knaves  her  laurel  ounid, 
It  has  become  almost  an  honor 
Not  to  be  croii)nd. 

Thomas  Bailey  Aldkich. 

On  Popularity, 
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XCVIII.     ROCOCO. 


Thomas  Bailkv  Aluricu. 

By  studying  my  lady's  eyes 

I've  grown  so  learned  day  by  day, 

So  Machiavelian  in  this  wise, 

That  when  I  send  her  flowers,  I  i.ay 

To  each  small  flower  (no  matter  what, 
Geranium,  pink,  or  tuberose, 

Syringa,  or  forget-me-not, 
Or  violet)  before  it  goes  : 

'*  l^e  not  triumphant,  little  flower, 
When  on  her  haughty  heart  you  lie. 

But  modestly  enjoy  your  hour  : 
She'll  weary  of  you  by-and-by." 


XCIX.    KINGS  OF  MEN. 


John  Reade.— 1837- 

As  hills  seem  Alps,  when  veil'd  in  misty  shroud. 

Some  men  seem  kings,  through  mists  of  ignorance  ; 
Must  we  have  darkness,  then,  and  cloud  on  cloud, 

To  give  our  hills  and  pigmy  kings  a  chance  ? 
Must  we  conspire  to  curse  the  humbling  light. 

Lest  some  one,  at  whose  feet  our  fathers  bow'd. 
Should  suddenly  appear,  full  length,  ui  sight, 

Scarinc  to  laughter  the  adoring  crowd  ? 
Oh,  no  !  °God  send  us  light !—  Who  loses  then  ? 

The  king  of  slaves  and  not  the  king  of  men. 
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True  kings  are  kings  for  ever,  crown'd  of  God, 
The  King  of  Kings, — we  need  not  fear  for  them. 

'Tis  only  the  usurper's  diadem 

That  shakes  at  touch  of  Hght,  revealing  fraud. 


C.    THALATTA !  THALATTA  I 


John  Reaue. 

In  my  ear  is  the  moan  of  the  pines — in  my  heart  is  the  song 

of  the  sea, 
And  I  feel  his  salt  breath  on  my  face  as  he  showers  his  kisses 

on  me, 
And  I  hear  the  wild  scream  of  the  gulls,  as  they  answer  the 

call  of  the  tide. 
And  I  watch  the  fair  sails  as  they  glisten  like  gems  on  the  breast 

of  a  bride. 

From  the  rock  where  I  stand  to  the  sun  is  a  pathway  of  sap- 
phire and  gold, 

Like  a  waif  of  those  Patmian  visions  tha  wrapt  the  lone  seer  of 
old. 

And  it  seems  to  my  soul  like  an  omen  that  calls  me  far  over 
the  sea  -  - 

But  I  thirk  of  a  little  white  cottage  and  one  that  is  dearest  to 
me. 

Westward  ho  !  Far  away  to  the  East  is  a  cottage  that  looks  to 

the  shore,— 
Though  each  drop  in  the  sea  were  a  tear,  as  it  was,  I  can  see 

it  no  more ; 
For  the  heart  of  its  pride  with  the  flowers  of  the  "  Vale  of  the 

Shadow"  reclines, 
And — hush'd  is  the  song  of  the  sea  and  hoarse  is  the  moan  of 

the  pines, 
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CI.     THE  FORSAKEN  GARDEN. 


Algernon  Chari.ks  Swinburnk.  — 1837- 

In  a  coign  of  the  cliff  between  lowland  and  high'  nd, 
At  the  sea-down's  edge  between  windward  and  lee, 

Wall'd  round  with  rocks  as  an  inland  island, 
The  ghost  of  a  garden  fronts  the  sea. 

A  girdle  of  brushwood  and  thorn  encloses 

The  steep  square  slope  of  the  blossomless  bed 

Where  the  weeds  that  grew  green  from  the  graves  of  its  roses 
Now  lie  dead. 

The  fields  foil  southward,  abrupt  and  broken, 
To  the  low  last  edge  of  the  long  lone  land. 

If  a  step  should  sound  or  a  word  be  spoken. 

Would  a  ghost  not  rise  at  the  strange  guest's  hand  ? 

So  long  have  the  gray  bare  walks  lain  guestless, 
Through  branches  and  bri  jrs  if  a  man  make  way. 

He  shall  find  no  life  but  the  sea-wind's,  restless 
Night  and  day. 

The  dense  hard  passage  is  blind  and  stifled, 

That  crawls  by  a  track  none  turn  to  climb 
To  the  strait  waste  place  that  the  years  have  rifled 

Of  all  but  the  thorns  that  are  touch'd  not  of  time. 
The  thorns  he  spares  when  the  rose  is  taken  ; 

The  rocks  are  left  when  he  wastes  the  plain. 
The  wind  that  wanders,  the  weeds  wind-shaken, 
These  remain. 


Not  a  flower  to  be  prest  of  the  foot  that  falls  not  ; 

As  the  heart  of  a  dead  man  the  seed-plots  are  dry  ; 
From  the  thicket  of  thorns  whence  the  nightingale  calls  not, 

Could  she  call,  there  were  never  a  rose  to  reply. 
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Over  ♦^he  meadows  that  blossom  and  wither 

Rings  but  the  note  of  sea-bird's  song  ; 
Only  the  sun  and  the  rain  come  hither 
All  year  long. 

The  sun  burns  sere  and  the  rain  dishevels 
One  gaunt  bleak  blossom  of  scentless  breath. 

Only  the  wind  here  hovers  and  revels 

In  a  round  where  life  seems  barren  as  death. 

Here  there  was  laughing  of  old,  there  was  weeping, 
Haply,  of  lovers  none  ever  will  know, 

Whose  eyes  went  seaward  a  hundred  sleeping 
Years  ago. 

Heart  handfast  in  heart  as  they  stood,  "  Look  thither," 
Did  he  whisper?  "  Look  forth  from  the  flowers  to  the  sea; 

F'or  the  foam-flowers  endure  when  the  rose-blossoms  wither, 
And  men  that  love  lightly  may  die — but  we?" 

And  the  same  wind  sang  and  the  same  waves  whiten'd, 
And  or  ever  the  garden's  last  petals  were  shed. 

In  the  lips  that  had  whisper'd,  the  eyes  that  had  lighten'd, 
Love  was  dead, 


Or  they  lov'd  their  life  through,  and  then  went  whither  ? 

And  were  one  to  the  end — but  what  end  who  knows  ? 
Love  deep  as  the  sea  as  a  rose  must  wither. 

As  the  rose-red  seaweed  that  mocks  the  rose. 
Shall  the  dead  take  thought  for  the  dead  to  love  them  ? 

What  love  was  ever  as  deep  as  a  grave  ? 
They  are  loveless  now  as  the  grass  above  them 
Or  the  wave. 

All  are  at  one  now,  roses  and  lovers, 

Not  known  of  the  cliffs  and  the  fiields  and  the  sea. 
Not  a  breath  of  the  time  that  has  been  hovers 

In  the  air  now  soft  wi<-h  a  summer  to  be. 
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Not  a  breath  shall  there  sweeten  the  seasons  hereafter 
Of  the  flowers  or  the  loven.  that  laugh  now  or  weep, 
When  as  they  that  are  free  now  of  weeping  and  laughter 
We  shall  sleep. 

Here  death  may  deal  not  again  for  ever  ; 

Here  change  may  come  not  till  all  change  end. 
From  the  graves  they  have  made  they  shall  rise  up  never, 

Who  have  left  nought  living  to  ravage  and  rend. 
Earth,  stones,  and  thorns  of  the  wild  ground  growing, 

When  the  sun  and  the  rain  live,  these  shall  be  ; 
Till  a  last  wind's  breath  upon  all  these  blowing 
Roll  the  sea. 

Till  the  slov*  sea  rise  and  the  sheer  cliff  crumble, 
Till  terrace  and  meadow  the  deep  gulfs  drink, 

Till  the  strength  of  the  waves  of  the  high  tides  humble 
The  fields  that  lessen,  the  rocks  that  shrink, 

Here  now  in  his  triumph  where  all  things  falter, 

Stretch'd  out  on  the  spoils  that  his  own  hand  spread, 

As  a  god  self-slain  on  his  own  strange  altar, 
Death  lies  dead. 


/ 


CII.  A  BALLAD  TO  QUEEN  ELIZABETH  OF  THE  SPANISH 

ARM  IDA. 

(Ball,  ie.) 


Austin  Dobson. — 1840- 

KiNG  Philip  had  vaunted  his  claims  ; 
*t  He  had  sworn  for  a  year  he  would  sack  us  : 
With  an  army  of  heathenish  names 
He  was  coming  to  fagot  and  stack  us  ; 


A  BALLAD  TO  QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 

Like  the  thieves  of  the  sea  he  would  track  us, 
And  shatter  our  ships  on  the  main  ; 

But  we  had  bold  Neptune  to  back  us, — 
And  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain  't 

His  carackes  were  christen'd  of  dames 

To  the  kirtles  whereof  he  would  tack  us  ; 
With  his  saints  and  his  gilded  stern-frames, 

He  had  thought  like  an  egg-shell  to  crack  us ; 

Now  Howard  may  get  to  his  Flaccus, 
And  Drake  to  his  Devon  again. 

And  Hawkins  bowl  rubbers  to  Bacchus, — 
For  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain  ? 

Let  his  Majesty  hang  to  St.  James 

The  axe  that  he  whetted  to  hack  us  ; 
He  must  play  at  some  lustier  games 

Or  at  sea  he  can  hope  to  out-thwack  us  ; 

To  his  mines  of  Peru  he  would  pack  us 
To  tug  at  his  bullet  and  chain ; 

Alas  !  that  his  Greatness  should  lack  us ! — 
But  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain  ? 

Envoy. 

Gloriana  !— the  Don  may  attack  us 
Whenever  his  stomach  be  fain ; 
He  must  reach  us  before  he  can  rack  us,  .  .  . 
And  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain  ? 
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He  lives  not  best  who  dreads  the  coming  pain 

And  shiinneth  each  delight  desirable  : 
Flee  thou  extremes,  this  word  alone  is  plain, 
Of  all  that  God  hath  given  to  Alan  to  spell ! 

Andrew  Lang. — 1844. 

Fror'  Sonnets  from  the  Antigtie, 
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cm.     CIRCE. 

(Trioi.kt.  ) 


Austin  Dobson. 

In  the  School  of  Cocjuettes 
Madame  Rose  is  a  scholar  :  - 

O,  they  fish  with  all  nets 

In  the  School  of  Coquettes  ! 

When  her  brooch  she  forgets 
'Tis  to  show  her  new  collar  ; 

In  the  School  of  Coquettes 
Madame  Rose  is  a  scholar  ! 


CIV.     SCENES  FROM  "TElUMSEH."* 


Charles  Mair.— 1840- 
ScKNE. — Tecumsi  h's   Ciilun. 

Enter  I  en  a. 

lena.  "Tis  night,  and  Mamatee  is  absent  still ! 
Why  should  this  sorrow  weigh  upon  my  heart, 
And  other  lonely  things  on  earth  have  rest  ? 
Oh,  could  I  be  with  them  !     The  lily  shone 


*  Thc.S(>  scenes  are  enacted  at  the  "  Prophet's  Town,"  an  Indian  village,  situ- 
ated at  the  junction  of  the  Tippecanoe  river  with  the  Wabash,  the  latter  a 
tributary  of  the  Ohio.  Tecumseh  is  gone  on  a  mission  to  the  Southern  In- 
dians to  induce  tbcni  to  unite  in  a  confederation  of  all  the  Indian  tribes,  leav- 
ing his  -other,  the  Prophet,  in  charge  of  the  tribes  already  assembled,  having 
strictly  njoined  upon  him  not  to  quarrel  with  the  Americans,  or  Long-Knives, 
as  the  Indians  called  them,  during  his  absence.  General  Harrison,  Go%'ernor 
of  Indiana,  and  commander  of  the  American  forces,  having  learned  of  Tecum 
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All  day  upon  the  stream,  and  now  it  sleeps 
Under  the  .v\  v'e  in  peace — in  cradle  soft 
VVh'ch  sorrov:  soon  may  fashion  for  my  gravtv 
Ye  shadows  which  do  creep  into  my  thoughts-  - 
Ye  curtains  of  despair  !  what  is  my  fault, 
That  ye  should  hide  the  happy  earth  from  me  ? 
Once  1  had  joy  of  it,  when  tender  Spring, 
Mother  of  beauty,  hid  me  in  her  leaves  ; 
When  Summer  led  me  by  the  shores  of  song. 
And  forests  and  far-sounding  cataracts 
Melted  my  so.  I  with  music.     I  have  heard 
The  rough  chill  harpings  of  dismantled  woods, 
When  Fall  had  stripp'd  them,  and  have  felt  a  joy 
Deeper  than  ear  could  lend  unto  the  heart ; 
And  when  the  V\^inter  from  his  mountains  wild 
Look'd  down  on  death,  and,  in  the  frosty  sky, 
The  very  stars  seem'd  hung  with  icicles. 
Then  came  a  sense  of  beauty  calm  and  cold, 
That  wean'd  me  from  myself,  yet  knit  me  still 
With  kindred  bonds  to  Nature.     All  is  past, 
And  he— who  won  from  me  such  love  for  him, 
And  he-  -my  valiant  uncle  and  my  friend. 
Comes  not  to  lift  the  cloud  that  drapes  my  .soul. 
And  .shield  me  from  the  fiendish  Prophet's  power. 
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seh's  plans,  marches  to  attack  the  Prophet  ;  but  the  latter,  pretending  to  be 
friendly,  sends  out  some  chiefs  to  meet  Harrison.  By  the  advice  of  these  chiefs, 
the  Americans  encamp  on  an  elevated  plateau,  near  the  Prophet's  Town, — "  a 
very  fitting  place,"  to  the  mind  of  Harnson's  officers,  but  to  the  practised  eye 
of  Harrison  himself,  also  well  fitted  for  a  night  attack  by  the  Indians.  He, 
therefore,  very  wisely  makes  all  necessary  preparations  for  defence  against  any 
sudden  attack.  Tecumseh  has  left  behind  him,  under  the  protection  of  thj 
Prophet,  his  wife,  Mamatee,  and  his  niece,  lena.  He  is  accompanied  on  his 
mission  by  Lefroy,  an  English  poet-artist,  "enamoured  of  Indian  life,  and  in 
i  -e  with  lena."  The  Prophet,  who  is  hostile  to  Lefroy,  intends  to  marry  lena 
to  Tarhay,  one  of  his  chiefs,  but  Mamatee  has  gone  to  intercede  with  her 
brother-in-law  for  lena,  and,  if  possible,  to  turn  him  from  his  purpose. 
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Give  me  his  answer  in  his  very  words  ! 

Mamatee.  There  is  a  black  storm  raging  in  his  mind — 
His  eye  darts  lightning  like  the  angry  cloud 
Which  hangs  in  woven  darkness  o'er  the  earth. 
Brief  is  his  answer — you  must  go  to  him. 
The  Long-Knife's  camp-fires  gleam  among  the  oaks 
Which  dot  yon  western  hill.     A  thousand  men 
Are  sleeping  there  cajoled  to  fatal  dreams 
By  promises  the  Prophet  breaks  to-night. 
Hark  !  'tis  the  war-song. 

lena.  Dares  the  Prophet  now 

Betray  Tecumseh's  trust,  and  break  his  faith  ? 

Mamatee.  ile  dares  do  anything  will  feed  ambition. 
His  dancing  braves  are  frenzied  by  his  tongue, 
Which  prophesies  revenge  and  victory. 
Before  the  break  of  day  he  will  surj^rise 
The  Long-Knife's  camp,  and  hang  our  people's  fate 
Upon  a  single  onset. 

lena.  Should  he  fail  ? 

Mamatee.  Then  all  will  fail ; — Tecumseh's  scheme  will  fail.* 


*  Tecumseh  had  long  foreseen  that  nothing  but  combination  could  prevent 
the  encroachments  of  the  whites  upon  the  Ohio,  and  had  lo;;^  been  successfully 
endeavoring  to  bring  about  a  union  of  the  tribes  who  inhabited  its  valley.  The 
Fort  Wayne  treaties  gave  a  wider  scope  to  his  design,  and  he  now  originated  his 
great  scheme  of  a  federation  of  the  entire  red  race.  In  pursuance  of  this  object, 
his  exertions,  hitherto  very  arduous,  became  almost  superhuman.  He  made  re- 
peated journeys,  and  visited  almost  every  tribe  from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  to  the 
Great  Lakes,  and  even  north  of  them,  and  far  to  the  west  of  the  Mississippi. 
In  orde'  to  further  his  scheme  he  took  advantage  of  his  brother's  growing  repu- 
tation as  a  prophet,  and  allowed  him  to  gain  a  powerful  hold  upon  the  super- 
stitious minds  of  his  people  by  his  preaching  and  predictions.  The  Frophel 
professed  to  have  obtained  from  the  Great  Spirit  a  magic  bowl,  which  po;sessed 
miraculous  qualities :  also  arnvstic  Usrch.  presumably  from  Nanabusli.  the  l-.ooper 
of  the  sacred  lire.  He  asserted  thai  a  certain  belt,  said  to  make  those  invulner- 
able who  touched  it  whilst  in  his  hands,  was  composed  of  beans  which  had 
grown  from  his  flesh  ;  and  his  belt  was  circulated  far  and  wide  by  Indian  run- 
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lena.  It  shall  not  !  Let  us  go  to  him  at  once  ! 

Majiiatee.  And  risk  your  life  ? 

letm.  Risk  hovers  everywhere 

When  night  and  man  combine  for  darksome  deeds. 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  argue  on  my  knees — 
Yea,  yield  my  hand — would  I  could  gi/e  my  heart  ! 
To  stay  his  purpose  and  this  act  of  ruin. 

Mamatee.  He  is  not  in  the  mood  for  argument. 
Rash  girl  !  they  die  who  would  oppose  him  now. 

lena.  Such  death  were  sweet  as  life — I  go  !     But,  first — 
Great  Spirit  1  I  commit  my  soul  to  Thee.  {Ktieels. 

Scene. — Ati  open  space  in  the  forest  near  the  Prophefs  Town. 
A  fire  of  billets  burning.      War-cries  are  heard  fro  tn  the  town. 

Enter  the  Prophet. 

Prophet.  My  spells  do  work  apace  !  Shout  yourselves  hoarse, 
Ve  howling  ministers  by  whom  I  climb ! 
For  this  I've  wrought  until  my  weary  tongue, 
Blister'd  with  incantation,  flags  in  speech. 
And  half  declines  its  office.     Every  brave 
Inflamed  by  charms  and  oracles,  is  now 
A  vengeful  serpent,  who  will  glide  ere  morn 
To  sting  the  Long- Knife's  sleeping  camp  to  death. 


ners,  finding  its  way  even  to  the  Red  River  of  the  North.  These,  coupled  with 
his  oratory  and  mummeries,  greatly  enhanced  an  influence  which  was  possibly 
added  to  by  a  gloomy  and  saturnine  countenance,  made  more  forbidding  still 
by  the  loss  of  an  eye.  Unfortunately  for  Tecumseh's  enterprise,  the  Prophet 
was  more  bent  upon  personal  notoriety  than  upon  the  welfare  of  his  people ; 
and,  whilst  professing  the  latter,  indulged  his  ambition,  in  Tecumseh's  absence, 
by  a  precipitate  attack  upon  Harrison's  force  on  the  Tippecanoe.  His  defeat 
discredited  his  assumption  of  supernatural  powers,  led  to  distrust  and  defec- 
tion, and  wrecked  Tecumseh's  plan  of  independent  action.  But  the  protection 
of  his  people  was  Tecumseh's  sole  ambition  ;  and,  true  statesman  that  he  was, 
he  joined  the  British  at  Amhersthurg  (Fort  M;  Iden),  in  tapper  Canada,  with  a 
large  force,  and  in  the  summer  of  1812  began  that  series  of  s-^  rvices  to  the  British 
interest  which  has  made  his  name  a  household  word  in  Canada,  and  endeared 
him  to  the  Canadian  heart. — From  Author's  Note. 
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AVhy  should  I  hesitate  ?     xMy  promises  ! 

My  duty  to  Tecumseh  !    What  are  these 

Compared  with  duty  here  ?    Where  I  perceive 

A  near  advantage,  there  my  duty  lies ; 

Consideration  strong  which  overweighs 

All  other  reason.     Here  is  Harrison — 

Trepann'd  to  dangerous  lodgment  for  the  night — 

Each  deep  ravine  which  grooves  the  prairie's  breast 

A  channel  of  approach  ;  each  winding  creek 

A  screen  for  creeping  death.     Revenge  is  sick 

To  think  of  such  advantage  flung  aside. 

For  what  ?     To  let  Tecumseh's  greatness  grow, 

Who  gathers  his  rich  harvest  of  renown 

Out  of  the  very  fields  that  I  have  sown  ! 

By  Manitou,  I  will  endure  no  more  ! 

Nor,  in  the  rising  flood  of  our  affairs. 

Fish  like  an  osprey  for  this  eagle  longer. 

But,  soft  ! 
It  is  the  midnight  hour  when  comes 

'J  arhay  to  claim  his  bride.  \Ca/ls.\  1  arhay  !  Tarhay  ! 
Enter  '1\\rha\'  ivith  several  braves. 

Tarhay.  Tarhay  is  here  ! 

Prophet.  The  Long-Knives  die  to-night. 

The  spirits  which  do  minister  to  me 
Have  breathed  this  utterance  within  my  ear. 
You  know  my  sacred  ofiice  cuts  me  off 
From  the  immediate  leadership  in  fight. 
My  nobler  work  is  in  the  spirit-world. 
And  thence  come  jjromises  which  make  us  strong. 
Near  to  the  foe  FU  keep  the  Magic  Bowl, 
Whilst  )ou,  Tarhay,  shall  lead  our  warriors  on. 

Tarhay.  Fll  lead  them  ;  they  are  wild  with  eagerness. 
But  fill  my  cold  and  empty  cabin  first 
With  light  aiid  heat !  You  know  I  love  your  niece, 
And  have  the  promise  of  her  hand  to-night. 
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Prophet.  She  shall  be  yours  ! 

[To  the  I'raves.']    Go  bring  her  here  at  once- 
But,  look  !  Fulfilment  of  my  promi&e  comes 
In  her  own  person.  . 

Enter  Iena  and  Mamatee. 

Welcome,  my  sweet  niece  ! 
You  have  forstall'd  my  message  by  these  braves, 
And  come  unbidden  to  your  wedding-place. 

iena.  Uncle  !  you  know  my  heart  is  far  away — 
Prophet.  But  still  your  hand  is  here  !  this  little  hand  ! 

\Pulling  her  forward. 
Iena.  Dare  you  enforce  a  weak  and  helpless  girl, 
Who  thought  to  move  you  by  her  misery  ? 
Stand  back  !  I  have  a  message  for  you  too. 
What  means  the  war-like  song,  the  dance  of  braves, 
And  busde  in  our  town? 

Prophet.  It  means  that  we 

Attack  the  foe  to-night. 

Jena.  And  risk  our  all  ? 

O  that  Tecumseh  knew  !  his  soul  would  rush 
In  arms  to  intercept  you.     What  I  break  faith, 
And  on  the  hazard  of  a  doubtful  strife, 
Stake  his  great  enterprise  and  all  our  lives  ! 
The  dying  curses  of  a  ruin'd  race 
Will  wither  up  your  wicked  heart  for  this  ! 

Prophet.  False  girl !  your  heart  is  with  our  foes  ; 
Your  hand  1  mean  to  turn  to  better  use. 

Iena.  Oh,  could  it  turn  you  from  your  mad  intent 
How  freely  would  I  give  it  !     Drop  this  scheme, 
Dismiss  your  frenzied  warriors  to  their  beds  ; 
And,  if  contented  with  my  hand,  Tarhay 
C!an  have  it  here. 

Tarhay.  I  love  you,  Iena  ! 

Iena.  Then  must  vou  love  .vhat  I  do!     I.ove  our  race  ! 
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'Tis  this  love  nerves  Tecumseh  to  unite 
Its  scatter'd  tribes— his  fruit  of  noble  toil, 
Which  you  would  snatch  unri;.en'd  from  his  hand, 
And  feed  to  sour  ambition.     Touch  it  not- 
Oh,  touch  It  not,  Tarhay  !  and  though  my  heart 
Breaks  for  it,  I  am  yours. 

Prophet.  His  anyway. 

Or  1  am  not  the  Projjhet  ! 

Tarhay.  For  my  part 

I  have  no  leaning  to  this  rash  attempt. 
Since  lena  consents  to  be  my  wife. 

Prophet.  Shall  I  be  thwarted  by  a  yearning  fool  I 
This  soft,  sleek  girl,  to  outward  seeming  good, 
I  know  to  be  a  very  fiend  beneath — 

Whose  sly  affections  centre  on  herself. 

And  feed  the  gliding  snake  within  her  heart. 
Tarhay.  I  cannot  think  her  so — 
Mamatee.  She  is  not  so  ! 

There  is  the  snake  that  creeps  among  our  race  ; 

Whose  venom'd  fangs  would  bite  into  our  lives, 

And  poison  all  our  hopes. 

Prophet.  She  is  the  head— 

The  very  neck  of  danger  to  me  here, 

Which  I  must  break  at  once  !  [Aside.]  Tarhay— attend ! 

I  can  see  dreadful  visions  in  the  air ; 

I  can  dream  awful  dreams  of  life  and  fate  ; 

I  can  bring  darkness  on  the  heavy  earth  ; 

I  can  fetch  shadows  from  our  fathers'  graves, 

And  spectres  from  the  sepulchres  of  hell. 

Who  dares  dispute  with  me,  disputes  with  death  I 

Dost  hear,  Tarhay  ? 

[Tarhay  and  braves  cower  before  the  Prophet. 
Tarhay.  \  hear,  and  will  obey. 

Spare  me  !  Spare  me  ! 

Prophet.  As  for  this  foolish  girl, 


[Aside. 
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The  hand  she  offers  you  on  one  condition, 
I  give  to  you  upon  a  better  one  ; 

And,  since  she  has  no  mind  to  give  her  heart 

Which,  rest  assured,  is  in  her  body  still — 
There, — take  it  at  my  hands  ! 

[F/tngs  Iena  violently  towards  Tarhav,  into  whose  arms  she 
falls  Minting,  and  is  then  borne  away  by  Mamatee. 

\To  Tar  HAY.  J  Go  brmg  the  brakes  to  view  the  Mystic  Torch 

And  belt  of  Sacred  Beans  grown  from  my  flesh 

One  touch  of  it  makes  them  invulnerable 

Then  creep,  like  stealthy  panthers,  on  the  foe  ! 

'^Q.Y.^v..— Morning.       The  field  of  Tippecanoe  after  the  battle. 
The  ground  streivn  with  dead  soldiers  and  ivarriors. 
Enter  Harrison,  officers  and  soldiers,  and  Barron. 

Harrison.  A  costly  triumph  reckon'd  by  our  slain  ! 
Look  how  some  lie  still  clench'd  with  savages 
In  all-embracing  death,  their  bloody  hands 
Glued  in  each  other's  hair  !     Make  burial  straight 
Of  all  alike  in  deep  and  common  graves  : 
Their  quarrel  now  is  ended. 

isi  Officer.  \  have  heard 

The  red  man  fears  our  steel — 'twas  not  so  here  ; 
From  the  first  shots,  which  drove  our  pickets  in, 
Till  daylight  dawn'd,  they  rush'd  upon  our  lines, 
And  flung  themselves  upon  our  bayonet  points 
In  frenzied  recklessness  of  bravery. 

Barron.  They  trusted  in  the  Prophet's  rites  and  spells, 
Which  promis'd  them  immunity  from  death. 
All  night  he  sat  on  yon  safe  eminence. 
Howling  his  songs  of  war  and  mystery. 
Then  fled,  at  dawn,  in  fear  of  his  own  braves. 

Enter  an  Aide. 

Harrison.  What  tidings  bring  you  from  the  Prophet's  Town  ? 
BB 
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.   Aide.  The  wretched  women  with  their  children  fly 
To  distant  forests  for  conceahnent.     In  ^ 

Their  village  is  no  living  thing  save  mice 
Which  scamper'd  as  we  oped  each  cabin  door. 
Their  ]:)ots  still  simmer'd  on  the  vacant  hearths, 
Standing  in  dusty  silence  and  desertion. 
Naught  else  we  saw,  save  that  their  granaries 
Were  cramm'd  with  needful  corn. 

Harrison.  V^o  bring  it  all — 

Then  burn  their  village  down  !  \Exit  Aide 

2nd  Officer.  This  victory 

Will  shake  Tecumseh's  project  to  the  base. 
Were  I  the  Prophet  I  should  drown  myself 
Rather  than  meet  him. 

Barrjn.  We  have  news  of  him — 

Our  scouts  report  him  near  in  heavy  force. 

Harrison.  'Twill  melt,  or  draw  across  the  British  line, 
And  wait  for  war.     But  double  the  night  watch. 
Lest  he  should  strike,  and  give  an  instant  care 
To  all  our  wounded  men  :  to-morrow's  sun 
Must  light  us  on  our  backward  march  for  home. 
Thence  Rumor's  tongue  will  spread  so  proud  a  story 
New  England  will  grow  envious  of  our  glory  ; 
And,  greedy  for  renown  so  long  abhorr'd. 
Will  on  old  England  draw  the  tardy  sword  ! 

Scene. — The  Ruins  of  the  Prophet's  Town. 

Enter  the  Prophet,  who  gloomily  surveys  the  place. 

Prophet.  Our  people  scatter'd,  and  our  town  in  ashes  ! 
To  think  these  hands  could  work  such  madness  here — 
This  envious  head  devise  this  misery  ! 
Tecumseh,  had  not  my  ambition  drawn 
Such  sharp  and  fell  destruction  on  our  race 
You  might  have  smiled  at  me  i  for  T  have  match'd 
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My  cunning"  gainst  your  wisdom,  and  have  dragg'd 
Myself  and  all  into  a  sea  of  ruin. 

Enter  Tecumseh. 

Tcamiseh.   Devil  !  I  have  discover'd  you  at  last  ! 
You  sum  of  treacheries,  whose  wolfish  fangs 
Have  torn  our  people's  flesh — you  shall  not  live  ! 

{The  Prophet  retreats  facing  and  followed  by  Tecumseh. 

Prophet.  Nay— strike  me  not !  I  can  explain  it  all  ! 
It  was  a  woman  touch'd  the  Magic  Bowl, 
And  broke  the  brooding  spell. 

Tecumseh.  Impostor  !  Slave  ! 

Why  should  I  spare  you  ?  {Lifts  his  hand  as  if  to  strike. 

Prophet.  Stay,  stay,  touch  me  not ! 

One  mother  bore  us  in  the  self-same  hour. 

Tecumseh.  Then  good  and  evil  came  to  light  together. 
Go  to  the  corn-dance,  change  your  name  to  villain  ! 
Away  !  Your  presence  tempts  my  soul  to  mischief. 

{Exit  the  Prophet  hastily. 
Would  that  I  were  a  woman,  and  could  weep. 
And  slake  hot  rage  with  tears  !  O  spiteful  fortune, 
To  lure  me  to  the  limit  of  my  dreams. 
Then  turn  and  crowd  the  ruin  of  my  toil 
Into  the  narrow  compass  of  a  night  I 
My  brother's  deep  disgrace— myself  the  scorn 
Of  envious  harriers  and  thieves  of  fame. 
Who  fain  would  rob  me  of  the  lawful  meed 
Of  faithful  services  and  duties  done — 
Oh,  I  could  bear  it  all !  But  to  behold 
Our  ruin'd  people  hunted  to  their  graves— 
To  see  the  Long-Knife  triumph  in  their  shame— 
This  is  the  burning  r.hnftj  the  noison'd  wound 
That  rankles  in  my  soul  !     But,  why  despair  ? 
All  is  not  lost — the  English  are  our  friends. 
My  spirit  rises — manhood  bear  me  ui:> ! 
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I'll  haste  to  Maiden,  join  my  force  to  theirs, 
And  fall  with  double  fury  on  our  foes. 
Farewell  ye  plains  and  forests,  but  rejoice  ! 
Ye  yet  shall  echo  to  Tecumseh's  voice. 

Enter  Lefroy. 

Lefroy.  What  tidings  have  you  glean'd  of  lena  % 

Teciimseh.  My  brother  meant  to  wed  her  to  Tarhay — 
The  chief  who  led  his  warriors  to  ruin  ; 
But,  in  the  gloom  and  tumult  of  the  night, 
She  fled  into  the  forest  all  alone. 

Lefroy.  Alone  !     In  the  wide  forest  all  alone  ! 
Angels  are  with  her  now,  for  she  is  dead. 

Tecuniseh.  You  know  her  to  be  skilful  with  the  bow. 
'Tis  certain  she  would  strike  for  some  great  Lake — 
Erie  or  Michigan.     At  t^ie  Detroit 
Are  people  of  our  nation,  and  perchance 
She  fled  foi  shelter  there.     I  go  at  once 
To  join  the  British  force.  \Exit  Tecumseh. 

Lefroy.  But  yesterday 

I  climb'd  to  Heaven  upon  the  shining  stairs 
Of  love  and  hope,  and  here  am  quite  cast  down. 
My  little  flower  amidst  a  weedy  world, 
Where  art  thou  now  ?     In  deepest  forest  shade  ? 
Or  onward,  where  the  sumach  stands  array'd 
In  autumn  splendor,  its  alluring  form 
Fruited,  yet  odious  with  the  hidden  worm  ? 
Or,  farther,  by  some  still  sequester'd  lake, 
Loon-haunted,  where  the  sinewy  panthers  slake 
Their  noon-day  thirst,  and  never  voice  is  heard 
Joyous  of  singing  waters,  breeze  or  bird. 
Save  their  wild  waitings. — \A  halloo  ii.nthoiit.\  'Tis  Tecumseh 

calls  ! 
Oh  lena  !     If  dead,  where'er  thou  art — 
Thy  saddest  grave  will  be  this  ruin'd  heart  ! 


\Exit. 
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CV.    THE  RETURN  OF  THE  SWALLOWS. 


Edmuno  William  Gosse.— 1849- 

"  Out  in  the  meadows  the  young  grass  springs, 
Shivering  with  sap,"  said  the  larks,  "  and  we 

Shoot  into  air  with  our  strong  young  wings 
Spirally  up  over  level  and  lea ; 

Come,  O  Swallows,  and  fly  with  us 

Now  that  horizons  are  luminous  ! 

Evening  and  morning  the  world  of  light. 
Spreading  and  kindling,  is  infinite  !" 

Far  away,  by  the  sea  in  the  south, 

The  hills  of  olive  and  slopes  of  fern 
Whiten  and  glow  in  the  sun's  long  drouth. 

Under  the  heavens  that  beam  and  burn  ; 
And  all  the  swallows  were  gather'd  there 
Flitting  about  in  the  fragrant  air, 

And  heard  no  sound  from  the  larks,  but  flew 

Flashing  under  the  blinding  blue. 

Out  of  the  depths  of  their  soft  rich  throats 
Languidly  fluted  the  thrushes,  and  said  : 

"  Musical  thought  in  the  mild  air  floats. 
Spring  is  coming  and  winter  is  dead  ! 

Come,  O  Swallows,  and  stir  the  air, 

For  the  buds  are  all  bursting  unaware. 
And  the  drooping  eaves  and  the  elm-trees  long 
To  hear  the  sound  of  your  low  sweet  song." 

Over  the  roofs  of  the  white  Algiers, 

Flashingly  shadowing  the  bright  bazaar, 

Flitted  the  swallows,  and  not  one  hears 

The  call  of  the  thrushes  from  far,  from  far  ; 

Sigh'd  the  thrushes  ;  then,  all  at  once. 

Broke  out  singing  the  old  sweet  tones. 
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Singing  the  bridal  of  sap  and  shoot, 

The  tree's  slow  life  between  root  and  fruit. 

But  just  when  the  dingles  of  April  flowers 

Shine  with  the  earliest  daffodils, 
When,  before  sunrise,  the  cold  clear  hours 

Gleam  with  a  promise  that  noon  fulfils, — 
Deep  in  the  leafage  the  cuckoo  cried, 
Perch'd  on  a  spray  by  a  rivulet-side, 

"  Swallows,  O  Swallows,  come  back  again 

To  sv/oop  and  herald  the  April  rain." 

And  something  awoke  in  the  slumbering  heart 
Of  the  alien  birds  in  their  African  air. 

And  thejr  paused,  and  alighted,  and  twitter'd  apart, 
And  met  in  the  broad  white  dreamy  square  , 

And  the  sad  slave  woman,  who  lifted  up 

From  the  fountain  he-  broad-lipp'd  earthen  cup, 
Said  to  herself,  with  a  weary  sigh, 
"  To-morrow  the  swallows  will  northv.  ard  fly ! " 


CVI.     DAWN  ANGELS. 


A.    MARY   F.    KOBINSON.— 1856- 

All  night  I  watch'd,  awake,  for  morning  : 
At  last  the  East  grew  all  aflame. 

The  birds  for  welcome  sang,  or  warning. 
And  with  their  singing  morning  came. 

Along  the  gold-green  heavens  drifted 

Pale  wandering  souls  that  shun  the  light. 

Whose  cloudy  pinions,  torn  and  rifted. 
Had  beat  the  bars  of  Heaven  all  night. 


LE  ROI  EST  MORT. 

These  clustered  round  the  Moon  ;  but  higher 

A  troop  of  shining  spirits  went, 
Who  were  not  made  of  wind  or  fire, 

But  some  divine  dream-element. 

Some  held  the  Light,  while  those  remaining 
'  Shook  out  their  harvest-color'd  wings, 
A  faint  unusual  music  raining 

(Whose  sound  was  Light)  on  earthly  things. 

They  sang,  and  as  a  mighty  river 
Their  voices  wash'd  the  night  away  : 

From  East  to  West  ran  one  white  shiver. 
And  waxen  strong  their  song  was  Day. 
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A,    MARY  F,    ROBINSON. 

And  shall  I  weep  that  Love's  no  more, 
An  d  magnify  his  reign  ? 
Sure  never  mortal  man  before 

Would  have  his  grief  again. 
Farewell  the  long-continued  ache, 
The  days  a-dream,  the  nights  awake, 
I  will  rejoice  and  merry  make, 

And  never  more  complain. 

King  Love  is  dead  and  gone  for  aye. 
Who  ruled  with  might  and  main, 
For  with  a  bitter  word  one  day, 

I  found  my  tyrant  slain, 
And  he  in  Heathenesse  was  bred^ 
Nor  ever  was  baptized,  'tis  said, 
Nor  is  of  any  creed,  and  dead 

Can  never  rise  again. 


'11 
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CVIII.     TO  V/INTER. 


Charles  G.  D.  Roberts.— 1859- 

RuLiNG  wiiti  an  iron  hand 

O'er  the  intermediate  land 

'Twixt  the  ])laini;  of  rich  completeness, 

And  the  realms  of  budding  sweetness, 

Winter  !  from  thy  crystal  throne, 

With  a  keenness  all  thy  own 

Dartest  thou,  through  gleaming  air, 

O'er  the  glorious  barren  glare 

Of  thy  sunlit  wildernesses, 

Thine  ur dazzled  level  glances, 

Where  thy  minions'  silver  tresses 

Stream  among  their  icy  lances  ; 

While  thy  universal  breathing, 

Frozen  to  a  radiant  swathing 

For  the  trees,  their  bareness  hides, 

And  upon  their  sunward  sides 

Shines  and  flushes  rosily 

To  the  chill  pink  morning  sky. 

Skilful  artists  thou  employest. 

And  in  chastest  beauty  joyest  — 

Forms  most  delicate,  pure,  and  clear. 

Frost-caught  starbeams  fallen  sheer 

In  the  night,  and  woven  here 

In  jewel-fretted  tapestries. 

But  what  magic  melodies, 

As  in  the  bord'ring  realms  are  throbbing. 

Hast  thou.  Winter  ?    -Liquid  sobbing 

Brooks,  and  brawling  waterfalls. 

Whose  responsive-voiced  cr.!!s 

Clothe  with  harmony  the  hills. 

Gurgling  meadow-threading  rills. 


TO  WINTER. 

Lakelets'  lisping  wavelets  lapping 
Roun.  ;«  flock  of  wild  ducks  napping, 
And  the  rapturous-noted  wooings, 
And  the  molten-throated  co^'  gs, 
Of  the  amorous  multitudes 
Hashing  through  the  dusky  woods, 
When  a  veering  wind  hath  blown 
A  glare  of  sudden  daylight  down  ? — 
Naught  of  these  .'—And  fe\.er  notes 
Hath  the  wind  alone  that  floats 
Over  naked  trees  and  snows  ; 
Half  its  minstrelsy  it  owes 
To  its  orchestra  of  leaves. 
Ay  !  weak  the  meshes  m-isic  wcL^ves 
For  thy  snared  soul's  delight, 
'Less,  when  thou  dosl  lie  at  night 
'Neath  the  star-sown  heavens  bright, 
To  thy  sinunchoked  ears 
Some  dim  harmonies  may  pierce 
From  the  high-consulting  spheres  : 
'Less  the  silent  sunrise  sing 
Like  a  vibrant  sih\^r  string 
When  its  prison'd  splendors  first 
O'er  the  crusted  snow-fields  burst. 
But  thy  days  the  silence  keep, 
Save  for  grosoeaks'  feeble  cheep, 
Or  for  snow-birds'  busy  twitter 
When  thy  breath  is  very  bitter. 
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So  my  spi.it  often  acheth 
For  the  melodies  it  lacketh 
'Neath  thy  sway,  or  cannot  hear 
For  its  mortal-cloaked  ear. 
And  full  thirstily  it  longeth 
For  the  beauty  that  belongeth 
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To  the  Autumn's  ripe  fulfilling ; — 
Heaped  orchard-baskets  spilling 
'Neath  the  laughter-shaken  trees ; 
Fields  of  buckwheat  full  of  bees, 
Giri:  with  ancient  groves  of  fir 
Shod  with  berried  juniper ; 
Beech-nuts  mid  their  russet  leaves  ; 
Heavy-headed  nodding  sheaves  ; 
Clumps  of  luscious  blackberries  ; 
Purple-cluster'd  traceries 
Of  the  cottage  climbing-vines  ; 
Scarlet-fruited  eglantines  ; 
Maple  forests  all  aflame 
Whep  thy  sharjj-tongued  legates  came. 

Ruler  with  an  iron  hand 
O'er  an  intermediate  land  ! 
Glarl  am  I  thy  realm  is  border'd 
By  the  plains  more  richly  order'd, — 
Stock'd  with  sweeter-glowing  forms, — ■ 
Where  the  prison'd  brightness  warms 
In  \j  h  crimsons  through  the  leaves, 
And  a  gorgeous  legend  weaves. 


CiX.    ABIGAIL  BECKER. 


f  Off  Long  Point  Island,  Lake  Erie,  November  74th,  tS^^.) 
\  Amanoa  T.  Jones. 

The  wind,  the  wind  where  Erie  plunged, 
Blew,  hl'^w  nor -east  from  land  to  land  ; 

The  wandering  schooner  dipp'd  and  lunged, — 
Long  Point  was  close  at  hand. 


ABIGAIL  BECKER. 

Long  Point — a  swampy  island-slant, 
Where,  busy  in  their  grassy  homes, 

Woodcock  and  snipe  the  hollows  haunt, 
And  musk-rats  build  their  domes  ; 

Where  gulls  and  eagles  rest  at  need, 
Where  either  side,  by  lake  or  sound. 

Kingfishers,  cranes,  and  divers  feed. 
And  mallard  ducks  abound. 

'I'he  lowering  night  shut  out  the  sight  : 
Careen'd  the  vessel,  piich'd  and  veer'd,— 

Raved,  raved  the  wind  with  main  and  might ; 
The  sunken  reef  she  near'd. 

She  pounded  over,  lurch'd,  and  sank  ; 

Between  two  sand-bars  settling  fast, 
Her  leaky  hull  the  waters  drank. 

And  she  had  sail'd  her  last. 

Into  the  rigging,  quick  a:  thought, 
Captain  and  mate  and  sailors  sprung, 

Clamber'd  for  life,  some  vantage  caught, 
And  there  all  night  they  swung. 

And  it  was  cold — oh,  it  was  cold  ! 

The  pinching  cold  was  like  a  vise  : 
Spoondrift  flew  freezing,— fold  on  fold 

It  coated  them  with  ice. 

Now  when  the  dawn  began  to  break. 

Light  up  the  sand-path  drench'd  and  brown, 

To  fill  her  bucket  from  the  lake, 
Came  Mother  Becker  down. 

From  where  her  cabin  crown'd  the  bank 
Came  Abigail  Becker  tail  and  strong  ; 
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She  dipp'd,  and  lo  !  a  broken  plank 
Came  rocking  close  along  ! 

She  pois'd  her  glass  with  anxious  ken  : 
The  schooner's  top  she  spied  from  far, 

And  there  she  counted  seven  men 
That  clung  to  mast  and  spar. 

And  oh,  the  gale  !  the  rout  and  roar  ! 

The  blinding  drift,  the  mounting  wave, 
A  good  half-mile  from  ^v .  eck  to  shore, 

With  seven  men  to  save  ! 

Sped  Mother  Becker  :  "  Children  !  wake  ! 

A  ship's  gone  down  !  they're  aceding  me  ! 
Your  father's  off  on  shore  ;  the  lake 

Is  just  a  raging  sea  ! 

"Cet  wood,  cook  fish,  make  ready  all." 

She  snatch'd  her  stores,  she  fled  with  haste, 

'^n  cotton  gown  and  tatter'd  shawl. 
Barefoot  across  the  waste, 

Through  sinking  sands,  through  quaggy  lands, 
And  nearer,  nearer,  full  in  view. 

Went  shouting  through  her  hollow'd  hands  : 
"  Courage  !  we'll  get  you  through  I  " 

Ran  to  and  fro,  made  chedy  signs, 
Her  bonfire  lighted,  steeped  her  tea, 

Brought  drift-wood,  watch'd  Canadian  lines 
Her  husband's  boat  to  see. 

Cold,  cold  it  was — oh,  it  was  cold  ! 

The  bitter  cold  made  watching  vain  : 
With  ice  the  channel  laboring  roU'd,— 

No  skiff  could  stand  the  strain. 


ABIGAIL  BECKER. 

On  all  that  isle,  from  outer  swell 
To  strait  between  the  landings  shut, 

Was  never  place  where  man  might  dwell, 
Save  trapper  Becker's  hut. 

And  it  was  twelve  and  one  and  two, 
And  it  was  three  o'clock  and  more. 

She  call'd  :  "  Come  on  !  there's  nought  to  do, 
But  leap  and  swim  ashore  !" 

Blew,  blew  the  gale  ;  they  did  not  hear  : 

She  waded  in  the  shallow  sea  ; 
She  waved  her  hands,  made  signals  clear, 

"Swim  !  jwim,  and  trust  to  me  !" 

"  My  men,"  the  captain  cried,  '*  I'll  try  : 
The  woman's  judgment  may  be  right ; 

For,  swim  or  sink,  seven  men  must  die 
If  here  we  swing  to-night." 

Far  out  he  mark'd  the  gathering  surge  ; 

Across  the  bar  he  watch'd  it  pour, 
i.et  go,  and  on  its  topmost  verge 

Came  riding  in  to  shore. 

It  struck  the  breakers  f<.   iiy  track, — 

Majestic  wave  on  wave  uphurl'd. 
Went  grandly  toppling,  tumbling  back, 

As  loath  to  Pooa  the  world. 

There  blind-;,  whirling,  shorn  of  strength, 
The  capir.in  drifted,  sure  to  drawn  ; 

Dragg'd  «=eaward  half  a  cable's  length, 
Like  sinking  lead  went  down. 

Ah,  well  for  him  that  on  the  strand 
Had  Mother  Becker  waited  long  ! 
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And  well  for  him  her  grasping  hand 
And  grappling  arm  were  strong ! 

And  well  for  him  that  wind  and  sun, 

And  daily  toil  for  scanty  gains. 
Had  made  such  daring  blood  to  run 

Within  such  generous  veins  I 

For  what  to  do  but  plunge  and  swim  ? 

Out  on  the  sinking  biMow  cast, 
She  toil'd,  she  dived,  she  groped  for  him. 

She  found  and  clutch'd  him  fast. 

She  climb'd  the  reef,  she  brought  him  up, 

She  laid  Mm  gasping  on  the  sands  ; 
i3uilt  high  the  fire  and  fill'd  the  cup, — 

Stood  up  and  waved  her  hands  ! 

Oh,  life  is  dear  !     The  mate  Isap'd  in. 

"  I  know,"  the  captain  said,  "  right  well, 
Not  twice  can  any  woman  win 

A  soul  from  yonder  hell. 

"  I'll  start  and  meet  him  in  the  wave." 

"  Keep  back  !"  she  bade  :  "what  strength  have  you  ? 
And  I  shall  have  you  both  to  save, — 

Must  work  to  pull  you  through  !  " 

But  out  he  went.     Up  shallow  sweeps 

Raced  the  long  white-caps,  comb  on  comb  : 

The  wind,  the  wind  that  lash'd  the  deeps, 
Far,  far  it  blew  the  foam. 

The  frozen  foam  went  scudding  by, — 

Before  the  wind,  a  seething  throng. 
The  waves,  the  waves  came  towering  high. 

They  flung  the  mate  along. 
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The  waves  came  towering  high  and  white. 
They  burst  in  clouds  of  flying  spray : 

There  mate  and  captain  sank  from  sight, 
And,  clinching,  roll'd  away. 

Oh,  Mother  Becker,  seas  are  dread, 

Their  treacherous  paths  are  deep  and  bhnd  ! 

But  widows  twain  shall  mourn  their  dead 
If  thou  art  slow  to  find. 

She  sought  them  near,  she  sought  them  far, 
Three  fathoms  down  she  gripp'd  them  tight ; 

With  both  together  up  the  bar 
She  stagger'd  into  sight. 

Beside  the  fire  her  burdens  fell : 

She  paus'd  the  cheering  draught  to  pour. 

Then  waved  her  hands  :  "  All's  well !  all's  well ! 
Come  on  !  swim  !  swim  ashore  !" 

Sure,  life  is  dear,  and  men  are  brave  : 

They  came, — they  dropp'd  from  mast  and  spar  ; 
And  who  but  she  could  breast  the  wave, 

And  dive  beyond  the  bar  ? 

Dark  grew  the  sky  from  east  to  west. 
And  darker,  darker  grew  the  world  : 

Each  man  from  off  the  breaker's  crest 
To  gloomier  deeps  was  hurl'd. 

And  still  the  gale  went  shrieking  on. 

And  still  the  wrecking  fury  grew  ; 
And  still  the  woman,  worn  and  wan. 

Those  gates  of  Death  went  through, — 

As  Christ  were  walking  on  the  waves, 
And  heavenly  radiance  shone  about, — 
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All  fearless  trod  that  gulf  of  graves 
And  bore  the  sailors  out. 

Down  came  the  night,  but  far  and  bright, 
Despite  the  wind  and  flying  foam, 

The  bonfire  flamed  to  give  them  light 
To  trapper  Becker's  home. 

Oh,  safety  after  wreck  is  sweet 
And  sweet  is  rest  in  hut  or  hall  : 

One  story  Life  and  Death  repeat, 
God's  mercy  over  all. 


Next  day  'men  heard,  put  out  from  shore, 

Cross'd  channel-ice,  burst  in  to  find 
Seven  gallant  fellows  sick  and  sore, 

A  tender  nurse  and  kind  ; 

Shook  hands,  wept,  laugh'd,  were  crazy-glad  ; 

Cried  :  "  Never  yet,  on  land  or  sea, 
Poor  dying,  drowning  sailors  had 

A  better  friend  than  she. 

"  Billows  may  tumble,  winds  may  roar. 

Strong  hands  the  wreck'd.from  Death  may  snatch 
But  never,  never,  nevermore 

This  deed  shall  mortal  match  !" 

Dear  Mother  Becker  dropp'd  her  head. 
She  blush'd  as  girls  when  lovers  woo  : 

"  I  have  not  done  a  thing,"  she  said, 
"More  than  I  ought  to  do." 


THE    END. 
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